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X r two long ‘bands ‘of
white which stretched aéross  the
western sky, where a portion of the

-sun peeped between, like a prisoner
behind bars. All the beauty there
-was in the surroundings lay in the
sky, the air, and the fields, not; in
the dingy-looking house, considera~
bly the worse for paint and general
repairs. There was an air of desel-
ation about the place that bespoke
poverty or shiftlessness or both.
Suddenly a girl came forth carry-
ing a pail, and walked slowly over
to the well. Drawing the water she

left. the pail on the stone flagging,

and came-over to the sagging gate
that barred the way to the  road,
Here she stood for a while, and one
saw that she was tall and well form-
ed. Her face was lighted by a pair
of large brown eyes and her = well-
rounded arms were bared to the el=
bow:. Were it not for an expression
of weariness about the mouth — an
anxious froubled look that lurked
about her every facial movement —
one would have.termed her decided-
1y prepossessing. - Suddenly = below
the bend in the road there emergod
the figure of a young man, whom the
girl no sooner sighted “than her
whole expression changed. The
mouth  took on the pretty, well-
motlded lines that belonged to it by
right, while the eyes brightened with
a sudden welcome. A moment ago
she was ‘a listless, tired girl, now
she ‘was all alert. . Smilingly, she
awaited the newcomer, who came
straight to the gate. He was a
good-looking young fellow, with a
bright eye and close curling brown
hair.  He worked in the country
store; - and " his pame was Ernest
"hompson:

‘“Well!”* he said, “‘I've done it at

The girl's eyes widened, as though
this was not quite the greeting she

‘You have?’’ she asked.

““¥Yes) ‘I qguit this place , to-night

"

Kroeést!'” It was almost a
reproac¢h and the man turned impa-
tiently, oblivious of the girl's whit-~
ened face.

“‘Oh! ‘what! I told you I was get-
ting sick of+it here—that 1 couldn't
stand it much longer, and—"

‘“But you promised the other night
vou’d stay for another year ' any-
waysl?

“Welll—I wen’t! that settles it,””
retorted he somewhat ungraciously.

The girl clasped her hands, while
he averted his eyes, continuing hur-
riedly, *'X hate poverty! and I hate
Loneville! T am going to-night—on
the 810 trafn. You won’t mind, Em,
will-.you? ~Why there ain't nothing
for a fellow here. Out. there,”” he
waved bis hand to the setting sun;
“T’IL get to be something. And then
—you and I—~Em, we ¢an live as we
ought to live, and ¥'ll write often
and .I'll come out. whenever, I can—
and—"" “his farewell frittered away
suddenly, while he took both her
hands in bis, stroking them in an
absent §ort g: way. His eyes were
filled ‘with the ambition  of other
things and' though he saw _ there

!  Nars it was . with no

‘& groater effort. every

T letters .grew more and

0’8 gone—he's gone [ more uninteresting, He knew  they

he =mays."”
Tace in Saunders?’’

must be, but he was growing reck-
less and did not care. The - memory

relder woman. ‘‘ Well | of his engagement galled him more

I do deelarc ! If that |and more: overy day. He had been
shame—a good place too, and -an ass, a fool, td limit his pros-
ders o nice to me. What |'pacts so. Meanwhile he took Tda to

the theatre and whatever clse  his

£ ¢ | pocket could afford. Of course he
place—he wants to do something .to | had noitime to run up to Loneviile,

make money—""

Emma had Iooked for him at first,

“And he left you like that,’” ques- | but gradually a conviction that he

tioned her mother, “‘without any
plans made for you? Welll My opin-
ion ain’t the'same of Ernest Thomp-
son. Lord knows where he’ll find us,
if he ever comes back—I don’t! If
ever 1 say—for after that, he’'s like-
ly to do anything.”

Mrs. Parrish was oue of those wo-
men, who, at the first hint of trou-
ble became filled with the prophecies
as to the future. And yet she was
fully convinced that she was the one

would not come came to her.
‘*Ain’t it about time Ernest would
come ont?’’ her mother would say.
and  the poor girl’s pride would
force her to formulate some ' excuse
that passed for the moment. For-
tunately their troubles were great
etough to take Ernest out of her
mind at times. Their financial diffi-
culties were as great as ever, and
there remained but ‘thirty days to
pay the five hundred dollars. And

member of the family who bore a they had not five hundred s to

cheerful air under any and all condi-
tions. Mr. Parrish with his large
and' growing family, his ill-health,
his wife and his demoralized farm,
had a good deal to contend against.
It was bardly a wonder he grew dis

couraged. Old Sol Hunter in talk
at Saunders’ store was wont to out-
line the poor man’s difficulties in
this wise :

“Parrish is one of them ’er durned
critters what’s allus up agin suthin
hard and rocky the hull blamed
time. I've knowed that feller vears
and years—and I never sce'd him dif-
ferent. He’s allus worked, , and
worked hard—I tell yer mighty hard.
I ain’t done_ half as hard—and
whare’s he to-day? up agin it with a
dull thud! Yes, sir, stacked up agin
a wife. an’ five children an’ a mort-
gage that’s got to be puid — and
can’t be—an’ him sick as wel! Ti's
a case' of opportunity an’ other
things bangin’ him on the head an’
c®ntin’ him out eve time. e’
an unlucky speciment. Some ix born
that way, some gets it, an’ others
agin has it thrust upon 'emi. Parrish
is one o’ the triple-plated kind.

And 8o With all his

nt wromg: He
had foreseen the loss of the farm
fi He had also strug-
pssen the danger but with-
vail,  Now he was not bewail-
ing or bemoaning. He was - staring
the issue in the face. 1t had to come
~—they would have to go—somewhere!
It hardly mattered where, and he
did not care to think much about it
Emma was his constant help.  She
never despaired—to him anyway.
His wife always did; so he got to
confiding things to Emma who soon
had her young shoulders burdened
with the dreary weight. Emma w
ambitious, She wanted to do a host
of things. As a preliminary she had
studied and worked hard to secure
the appointment of teacher in the lo-
cal district school but a personage
with more influence and less i
had secured the place. Th were
two younger boys and two small
girls. The boys ere fifteen and
teen respectively, bright and ambi-
tious like herself; they did what lit-
tle they could, but withal it
very little, It was Emma’'s
stant regret lhu}, they could not re-
ceive more schooling, that they
could not have mawny. things But
there were limitations. She was
thinking of all these things in a bi
ter way unusual.with her as she
went to her room that night. When
she crept to bed it seemed as though
the accumulated dreariness threaten-
ed to engulf her, and with a_sudden
sob she turned to her pillow and
wept long and bitterly.

As for Ernest, he went ‘‘out
there,”’ which for him meant a large
city with crowded streets and  bril-
liant stdfes. In a week he was for-
tunate enough to secure a place as
salesman in a leading dry goods
house. This was his element and he
revelled in it. His first letter, tell-
ing of the glories of the present,
reached Emma as he had promised.
It disparaged ything relating to

= | the hous
and stood shimmering and trembling |

spare.
““Guess  be the looks o' things
we'll be out o’ this domicile by next
month,”” the father said, one evening
at ' the supper table. He had not
eaten ‘much, and though he made the
announcement as he might have dis-
ed the weather, Emma kne it
eaking his heart. She lucked
with a sudden m of tnars in
her eye: That night she ed as
one prays once in a life o and
the next morning a letter came from
Ernest. For a long time after she
opened it she sat gazing stonily Le-
fore her. It began :
Dear Em :—

You will forgive me when 3Jou
understand as I do the ne y of
this, but I find we two were not
made for ch other as we thought,
I could never go back to Loneville
under -~ the same old sumstances,
Time has changed everything for me
and 1 see now that we were fooiish
and unwise. It may seem haggh, hut
it is better so. I feel you will be
far more happy with some oue e
Under these circumstances you  wili

th me that it is Let:
ter to break our emgagement 1w,
Ever yvour cdrdial frignd,
DRNEST.

It was her mothe step that
roused her and caused her to gather
her wits and the letter together for

the morning’s mail, and so tried to |,

dismiss him from her life As for
irnest, now that the disagreeable
task was done with he felt relieved.
Thenceforth Loneville ¢ him - he=

came but an abstract theory, the/on- |

ly thing that filled his thought§ be-
ing Ida Townley. That young /per-
son- still smiled sweetly upon him
and even the g 8 adiMitted - it
was a pretty long flirtation.

About a week after the receipt of
Ernest’s. lett Emma was sitting
drearily and sl essly by her bed-
room window, which being in the
rear of the hou gave wupon the
farm. It was p midnight and a
warm, moonlit night. The girl had
crept to the window to soothe the
pain in her heart, if possible. Sud-
denly a huge dark shadow shot up
out of the_ecarth some distance from
It went to a i

g
in the moonlight. A dull rushing
roar _accowmpanied this uncalled-for

~God . for your
He bowed his head for & 1o~

hile the girl kissed him.
W, daughter, try and get some

¢ We must wait till” morni

We get too sure 'bout an)

y It may not be all we vlaim
t—though I think it is. 'Thero’s
‘mother. Don’t let her get too”

Brmma turned away. There was her
er with the two little girls.
Well!. Joel Parrish,”’ she tegan,
“of ‘all things! Not a soul left in
| the house but me and the little ohes
=und in the middle of the night too!

‘Whatever has happened now?”’

“Oh. mother, it’s a great guod
fortune this time,” began Emma
“My!”’ cried her mother, catching
sight of the geyser for the first
time. ‘‘Jocl—what is it?'" She luok-
ed terrificd until he explained, tlien
she sank down overcome.

£And we'll be rich you say? Joel!
Emma!—your sure you ain't jokin’.
We won't have to pay ‘that mort-
gage and me a lyin' awake splittin’
my head thinkin’ how we'd d> it.
We won't have to p: you say?"’
=“We'll have to p said her hus-
band, ‘‘but is oil~ d
seems to be—payin’ ’ll be rasy.'’

Soon the moonlight began wane
and ~ the column took on dull
broWnish hue in the ghostly light of
the new-born day. The fanuly did
no more sleeping, but spent the time
’wa.]klng‘ from the new wonder tc the
|

house. By daylight a crowd of
neighbors had gathered ohout to
speculate, and . julbil-
lle!”" was heard o1
The Par 1 luck had chang
with a vengeance. By dinner time
Joel Pa h was a person to bed
ferred to. His ideas had to be re-
spected. Three of the weanhlest
neighbors made him suce:s
for the potato patch, that
day before would have vurned
head. But he waved ths.o ¢
ain’t sellin’,”’ he said cal
evening all the papers of
| try had ‘‘Parrish’’ pr ¢
| letters on their front pages, aud tne
| world  wus talking of the new oil
fields at Loneville. Beire the week
}wus out Jocl had 1 d a loan and
|pnid off the mortga le
4 people,—~speculn o
ymd what not—invid:
lonely Texan farm
| had come to st
fn-)uuccd the product pet
| good grade and marketable
ygood price
i With the st of the world Eirnest
i

read of the Parrish luck wund in the
| privacy of his own room adindeed
{ himself an idiot of the “Trst, ordes
I'd cut my hand »f 1o recal! ihat
letter,”” he observed mentally. I
plunged him in such g iful remini-
nee that he even ot Ida.
When he went to bed | Ircamed of
“‘gushers,”’
| walking off down the Loneville road
[ He grew desperate and nad the bad

|

|
’t.uste to compose a letter to Wmma
| It came back two days later with
“his inscription written
strange scrawl. “‘Don’t
r\'ullr fool vs like th
if T was you.”” le knew
never seen it then, but doubt
father had, and this was tho 1csult
] One day he was ridi S wheel
home to dinner
stre
and bicyeles all inext \
|in an eflort to get somewhere.
team of spirited hox 5 loomed sud-
denly upon him and to save himself
he sj wled into the gutter with his
chine. rily he looked up. The
ive-looking coachman
on the box, and behind, in
| luxurious ease, we Jinma and her
| mother!  ¥Yes, Emma! and looking

" | like a prineess, now-—the girl who

Alarmed, she watched it as if fa
ated, while the huge boc changed
its outline A moment. What
could it be? She leaned out of the
window, and felt her cheek touched
with a sudden mwisture. At the
same woment her father stepped out
from below. She : called down to
him.

““What is it father? It frightened
me, it sprang into the night so sud-
denly. What a noise it makes!’’

“Hush child, I am going out to
see.'' He stepped into the house and
reappeared with the two boys. Em-
ma hurriedly dressed and was soon
beside ‘them.

“It's—it's a waterspout sure,

Saunders and the lcoumry store at | said one of her brothers, ‘It will
Loneville, and it lauded to the skies | drown the house out.’’

everything in the city. Emma sigh-

““It’1l spoil them potatoes,” said

ed and tried to picture him in his | the other. *‘It’s just in the patch I

new environment, with the new man-

put in shape to-day—see! it’s flood-

ners and ways that he spoke of. An [ed if already.”

unbidden thrill of resentment shot
through her that ke should se de-

As they walked toward the tower-
ing column the wind carried a show-

spise and. belittle the past, . There |er of spray which quickly saturated
were some things in it that onght to | their clothing. :

be sweet. to remember. They would
never have changed with her.
Ernest's letter, explanatory theugh

“Ugh ! It's grease— not water,”

But | said. Emma suddenly.

‘There comes old Hunter to see

it was, did not téll her all..It could what's up,’’ said her brother, as the
10t tell her how quickly he - picked | figuré of that worthy came hurrying

e him, nor how fash-

up eity ways, how well his mnew |across the fields in the moonlight.

“Well neighbor—what the dickens

a small way his habits | d'ye call this?’’ he began. “The n’ise,
recital of them would have | o’ the thing woke me up, thinks 1
onevillg. - t a | this is suthin’ uncommon so I just

t out.”” €

$ |might have heen his!

Both women
w him, and knew him, as the elder
| woman showed by the scornful cur
I()f her lip.. As for Finma, her  face
| whitened for a moment, then she
gazed straight ahead without a t
| mor. Then Ernest knowing he had
her forever, picked himself up
unk off in the crowd. He went
back to lda, but she changed her
mind and took the other gentleman.
Emma Parrish has gone abroad to
| camplete her studies, her father, as
treasurer of the Banner O0il Com-
pany, being well able to afford this
diversion; ‘the boys are at college—
and Ernest is still drawing fift
week at the dry goods stor
hetty, in Donahoe’s Maga

Our Boys and Girls.

LITTLE GIRL'S COMPOSITION.
—An English paper says that a
teacher in’ & country board school
said .to ‘the class™in English compo-
sition ! 4

“I wish every one in this ¢lass to
write out a conversation between a
grocer one of his customers, in-
troducing some pathetic incident or
refercnce.””

Among the compositions handed

the following by a sweet

For a moment the party gazed at |

gilence, geyser of mud
ie black oily substance that
strongly of 3t 7

id it's

and Emma, and  himseclf |

e ped,” but that also

to 1; . so ' also did

“equipped; " then a little girl,

taking a lachrymose view of the si-
| tuation, ventured on ‘‘eggwept.’’

“*No, no, children,” said the gen-
tleman, “‘none of you are right, I
don’t think I could have spelt it my-
self if I hadn't seen it in that news-
paper. To impress it on your mem-
ory I will write it on the black-
board, so that it you are ever asked
the same question again you will be
able to answer correctly.”

He then turned up his cuff, got
hold of a piece of chalk and pro-
duced :

“Egypt.”

LITTLE DAN.—You see the peoplé
at the post  office soon recognize
faces and names, and after a man or
woman has appeared at the general
delivery window several times they
are pretty well known. It is a real
ple re to hand out letters to some
while the clerks care little for the

of oth to get hold of their
epistles,

One day, a year or two ago, a fun-
ny-looking little woman, wearing
faded garments, but hav ng a tidy
look, and a mother face, appeared
at the window and asked for a let-
ter. There was one for her, sent
rom a d ant city, and anybody
could have told that an wunlearned
hand directed the envelope.

There was little “‘d”’ in Detroit,
with a big to end the word,
and it seemed wonderful that the
letter er reached its destination.

The old lady felt so good that
tea started to her eyes. and vet
trying to smile, she put her head to
the window and said :

ol ks. It's from my boy, Dan

and you don’t know how much good |

it does me.
The lady delivery clerk rose up to
look after the old woman, and when
a sec *Ller came she was look-
ing ¢ vatching for “‘mother’” g
whole ay before the letter was
passed out,
It’s from my Dan again,”’ cried
the old woman,
3 only
boy, and there was not a
him in Detroit and besides he was
running out of nights and going
the bad. I sent him wWway and
working hard and trying to
Giod bl my Dan! I'm ¢
dow with only him to love, and 1
| hope he'll be good.’
[ I hope so, too," added the el
| and after that the two were f
‘Hn(m"nn 3 the letters were fi -
‘I\\w-lr and  when the old woman
| would worry over the del nd the
s Would fall, the clérk at the
» would almost shed tears with
“Mother” would open her let-
ters at the window, and if n
was feeling brave-hearted and get-
ting along well both would rejoice,
while both would be still anxious if
i he complained and w discour d.
‘ Almost v week for a year and
a half the old dy receive: letter,
‘mul just as ular she came to
i st an ans She wrote in a
| Quaint, old hand, but the boy could
I make out every word 1d once when
he wrote that her writing was i
proving, she felt all the pride which
a school girl could have shown, He
Jimprn\wl as well. I and by he
!

wrote ‘‘Detroit’’ plain and fs and
he took extra pains to commence his
‘‘Dear mother”’ with-a grand flour-
ish, and to add something ext
ter the words ‘““Your son,
These letters were food
to the old lady, and she
actually grow younger. I
had many friends in the post
| and had the mother been ill
rier would have hunted till mid-
night to find her and hand her the
looked-for letter. Three or four
, when she opened the let-
> wept and smiled over the
first. Dan wrote he was coming
| home for a week and her heart was
| full. She said she'd have the cof~

tage looking like new for him, and |

{.\] 'd be at the d
him first of all, Eve r felt glad
with her, and the k was to
20 up some evening and have tea
with her and see her little Dan that

8 getting ready to come homae.
That was early in Febri ry, and he
was to come early in March. The
next Tuesday there was a letter, but:
the hand-writing was not little
Dan’s. It was a strange business
hand, and the clerk felt a chill go
over her as she turned it ove It
might be good news, but she feared
not. . “Mother” -came in at ‘the
usual hour, and she turned pale as
she took the envelope, Her fingers
trembled as she opened it, and she
had to wipe the mist off of her eyes
before she could decipher a word.
She had not read over four or five
lines when she uttered a moan and
sank down like one crushed by some
awful weight,

Dan was dead! The letter said he
had been taken suddenly -ill, and
that nothing could save him. The
blow was too heavy for one with her
gray hair and childless heart, and
her little house 18 without a tenant.

No more letters commencing ‘‘Dear
Mother” came for the dead, and the
trembling hands which used to ling-
er so fondly over the words, “My
Dear Boy, Dan,” are folded over a
lifeless breast, there fo rest till the
angels unclasp them. ¥
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Biusiness Cards

M. SHARKEY,

Roal Estate and Pire Insurance Agont

1340 and 1723 NOTRE DAMEST

N
Moutreal.

Valuations made of Real Kstate. Per-

sonal supervision given to all business,
Telephone Main 771,

LPHONR

THOMAS 0’CONNELL

. Dealerin General Household H
.Zd'?)u.. ardware, Painty

187 McCORD Sireet, cor, Ottama |

PRAUTICAL PLUMRER,

645 STEAM®and HOT WATER FITTER.
RUTLAND l.lng rl'l:n ANY BTOVE

HREAP
Orders promxtly attended to, i~: Moderats
arges. .-:

ch trial solicited .

OFFioR: kL., MaIv 644

Resr TruerrQNE, East 445.

JOHN P, O’LEARY,

[Late Building Inspector C.P.Ry.]}
Contractor and Builder,
RESKDENCE: 1 Waredale A v, Westmoums

Estimates given ; Valuations made.

GONROY BROS.,

228 Centre Street.

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steam Fitters
ELECTRIC and MECH#HANICAL
BELLS, oto.

Tel. Main Night and Day Service

EsrasLisuen 1864,

G. O’BRIEN,

| House, Sign and Decoralive Painfer
PLAIN AND'DECORATIVE
PAPER-HANGER.
Whitewashingand Tinting Orderspromptl ¢

attended to, Terms moderate.
Residence 645, Office 647, Dorchester streed

he noted the su- |

east of Blouryatreet. Montreal.
Bell Telenhone, Main, 1405,

GARROLL BROS.,

|

1’

i Registered Practical Sanitaris

| Plumhers, Steam Fitters,

| Metal and Siate Roofers,

! 795 CRAIG STREET, near St. Antoine Strest.
: Drainage and Ventilation a specialty.

“ CHARGES MODERATE,
[

|

\

|

Telephone 1884

DANIEL FURLONG,

Whaolesale and Retail Dealer in

| CHOIGE BEEF, VEAL, MUTTON end PORK,
|

54 Prince Artbur Street.
Bpecial rates for Charitable Institutions.

TruerHoNE, Easr 47
|

| ——

e A0S
L. MAIN 3090.

T. F. TRIJEY,

IHeal Estate.

‘ Moneyto Lend on City Property and Improved

Farms.
| INsURANOE. Vavvarions.

Room 33, Imperial Building,

1078T. JAMES STREET.

LAWRENCE RILEY,

PLASTHRER.

Juocessorto John Rilog. Egtablished 1880,
Plainand Ornamental luterl’nl. Repalrs of
all kinds promptly attended to. Hstimates fur~
nished. Postal ordersattended to. 15 Payie
Street, PointSt.Charles.

Professional Cards.
RANK J.CURRAN, B, A, B.C.L

ADVOCATE,
SAVINGS BANE CHAMBERS,
IS08¢t. JTamesSivroet,

WONTREAL.

. A. KARCH,
Architect.
MEMBER P.Q.A.A.

No. 8, Place d’Armes Hill.

Bell Telephone No,,” Main 3576.




