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HE Black Bull was not an or-
dinary Inn—rather a surviva
of the wayside houst of rest.
A wood of pines stretched

from the rear down to the river, and
the cheerful white front of the lhouse
stood out from the gloomy background,

beckondiz weleome like a human
friend.

On each side the porch were benches
where the farmers sat on  market
days exchanging the gossip of the
countryside. Indoors the best kitchen
was the gathering place,

On - certain March morning a fire
of pine loga blazed in the grate, and
the side window was thrown open to
let the lreeze from the pine wood
stray in, Contrary to precedent, the

hostess of the Black Bull was a spin-
ster, While her father lived she had
sot oifers of marriage, and
anchly berween the old man
and his Desetting sin of conviviality
till slie laid Lim, honored and lament-
ed, in the kirkyard on the hill

One sultor had rvemained pevsistent,
Robevt Jordine, of The Willows., His
farm was on the Dumfriessihive hill,
and Lie looked down on the Black Bull
from lts gable windows. But he did
not content himself with that, Ie was
a frequent visitor, and Esther Morri-
gon's feee took a tinge of pink, and
she gave a hasty touch to her smooth
hair as she heard his voiea in the
perel, She was a prim, precise young
woman with fixed ideas, and Ilobert
Jardine was casy-going and genial; so,
by law of contrasts, they were made
for one anothier., e was a man of few
words, amd it was enough for bim to
stand with his back to the fire, strok-
ing his brown beard, and watching Es-
ther. XNo one would have tiaken him
for a wooer, and yet, in his slow fash-
fon, he was bearing alowu steadily on
the port of matrimony.

“ii'-; real heartsome up yonder the
now,'” he sald, “The sole-thorn's a' In
bloginn i the lane, an’ the birvdies are
sgingin® and the lambs skippin' in the
meadow—it's real heartsome at The
Willows.”

aside all

stood sta

It was not the first time Esther had
hoard the c¢harms of The WWillows,
varied only by the season.

“I wouldn't wonder,” she assented.
“The country’s aye nlee In the spring-
time, Is it a4 good seascn ihie
lamhs, Robert?”

“Well, I ha'e seen better, There's a
good few o them dousy enouzh like,
I'm no so rich the year as I thought
to he. Ye see, I was reckonin’ on get-
tin' the house new papered an' painted
this spring, bot,” with a wistful glance
at her, “I'm waltin"."”

Listher smiled.

for

“John Roebloson was askin' me if
you'd a mind to sell the Black Bull,
He'd give ye o good price for't.” Ha

he knew
of hey

did not look at her again, for
by bheart the obstinate upeast

“Au" what for wounld I =sell the Black
Bull, Robert Jardine? Folk shouldna
he iv laste to make changes, They'll
Le the langer o' ruein’ them."

He sighed,
“Well, I must be movin'
thoygh there's nobody carin’
wihat road T go. I'm missin’

wolher more every day.”

The words touched her. She held
out her hand, and it was lost in his,

“Some day, Rebert, maybe there will
be one to wateh for your bame comin'.”

His face flushed, and bhe laid his
hands on her shoulder, but she drew
back,

“Oh, I'm no sayin’ who it will be,”
she added.

“There's but one woman In the world
for me, an' well ye ken that, Lsther,”
he said sternly, and strode away.

The little town among the hills was
an uneventful spot, and sensations
were rare and precious, One of these
was the yearly visit of Signor Jacobl
with his circus and menagerie. It was
the market day, and ecrowds stood
gaping at the gay procession, In start-
ling contrast with the ladies in velvet
and spangles was a monster ape in a
cage bripging up the rear. His crafty,
old bewrinkled face looked out from
hetween the bars, and he put forth
4 stealthy hand to selze an Inquisitive
old farmer's spectacles or =nateh a
swain's goy necklie, Suddenly, no one
c¢ould tell how or why, a hubbub arose

home,
much
the old

—shrieks
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and jostling and scrimmage.
tenings of the ape's cage had
given way, and, with a wild dash for
freedom; he bounded, jabbering and
chattering, over the heads of the ter-
rified crowd. Slgnor Jacobl smoked
his pipe that afternoon in the porch of
the Black Bull. The performanece was
postponed, while his troupe scattered
in guest of the mlissing member.

“He has the cunning of fifty foxes,
hns old Jarge,” he said. “He huas
doubled on me more than once; but he
turns up when he gets hungry, Ile's
a erafty old boy.”

“You'll come with me to the show,
Esther?' asked Jardine, who loved o
variety entertainment.

*No, no, Robert, T cannot leave the
liouse, I promiged the maids to let
them go; besides, I have my accounts
to um..ru up. I must be bankin' my
money."”

“You are gettin' to be a rich woman,
Esther. 1 wish The Willows was doin”
as well as the Black Bull; sheep farm-
' is risky business."

She looked at him anxiously. She
knew that his father had been n
“svaster,” and it was uphill work to
restore the farm fo presperity; but it
was not her way to express sympathy.

The town was very quiet next even-
ing; every one who could afford it was
at the circus, The side windows of the
best kltchen were wide open, and the
spring breeze wafted the muezlin cur-
tains inward. Isther sat at a tabie
with the contents of a le bag
spread before her—a heap of spvercigns
glittered In the lght from the pine
logs. She lifted the zold in her tingers,
counting it with a pieased expression,
She had a sell-satisfied conviction thut
siceess like hiers must Le the reward
of a good elinvch-goer and an upright
woman, She had ne fear to be alone
in the house with so inueh money,
for thieves were rare in Annandale,
There was a rustling sound among the
=hrubs at the window, but she did not
ey It, The Dbell of the outer door
jlngled, and, gathering the coins into
the bag, she sot it on a shelf and went
It was old Mr. Meldrum, a fre-
guenter of the inn; he was an elder of
the kirk, and he gave her his opinion
at length on “playactin® an® a' sic de-
vices o' Bawtan.” As he was leaving
her she heard hasty fooisteps run down
the pnssage to the kitchen, and at the
door she met Robert Jardine, He was
flurried and breathless.

“I'm late for the show, IEsther; you
won't come? Well, I brought you a
posy to keep you from feelin® lone.
some.”

He patted her shoulder and rushed
out, The kitchen was filled with frag-
rance from a bunch of vielets on the
table. Sbe buried her face in their
cool, purple heauty,

“Fle's a falthful soul,
dine,” she said to herself.
might do worse than take
word—sgome day.”

Slhie turned to take the bag and lock
it up o the safe. It was gone! Two
of the =sovereigns lny on the floor. A
hasty hand had snatehed the bag and
dropped them: out. She saw it all in a
dreadful vision, and the hand she saw
was RBoberr Jardine's! It all flashed
m grim detail on her limited brain,
His lints of losses, his ilurried =air.
There was a mortgage on The Willows;
perhaps the interest was not ready.
He knew she could never charge her
father's friend and her own with theft,
And so she thought Dbitterly he had

athet
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Robert Jar-
“A body
himm at his

robbied a lonely woman, She paced
the room wringing her hands. The

pine logs were dying Into ashes, and
the alr was chill, She ¢losed the win-
dow, picking up her overturned work-
table. Robert Jardine a thief! And
this was the end of it all. She never
knew till then how strongly she had

cherisbied the thought of a love-lit
home and little ehlldren round her
knee. No, she could npever marry a

surely, it bad heen a sud-
den impulse; he would come back and
explain. She would lend bim all he
needed. She heard the servants’ voices
at the rear. The show was over. The
farmers’ springearts flew past, the
enst wind sighed through the pines,
She listened for the rapid bhoof-beats
of Robert's chestnut. Yes, there he
comes—slower; he is goipg tp
No; he vasses on. She burles her face

thief. ut,

stop,

In lLer Lands, and, lke a tlll"P of lost
love, comey murmur of the river
flowing down from Eriestane Brae.
Then she started up, and selzing the

the

violels=hls sweet gift—she flung them
Inty the fire, plling fresh logs upon

them, aud watching them writhe and
sauirm ke Hving things.

ut when the mnids came In she was
calm, and npoene of them guessed that
thelr mistress hnd teuched the border-
lnnd of tragedy that night.

A week passed, In which she did not
see Robert Javdine, Mhe sald nothing
of hor it would be lher secret—
amd his. Bhe heard among the gossips
in the porelt that he had gone to Glas-
gow, awd that he was making some
improvements on the farm,

“He'll be takin® ame his wife some
o' thae days, Miss Esther,” said old
Mrs. Burrows, the matehmalker of the
town, “An’ she'll no can say hhm nay.
It's lnng he has waited, an’ it’s a guld
fairm, The Willows; an’ he's a gey
decent lad, Nobort Jardine.™
suiled at her,

Ie came on market day,

loss;

TS ™
Esther

hut there

wiais L erowid in the poreh, and the
benches wore filled with smokers. She
did not cos him till afternoon. He

took his usunl stand on the hearth, and
locked around. .

*Your violets will be witliered by
now?"' he said, *I'll bring you fresh
ones. Thoy're fine the now down the

bank where mother planted them, an’
the dafly down dillies, as Aolly calls

them, &re comin’ out, In the long
medow, You're fond o flowers, Es-
ther? ’.i‘llr";’r renl heartsome

“Yes,” ghe answered coldly. “I'm

for !.11;111' in more ground at the rear
an' plantin' a flower garden,

He stared blankly at her,

“You're what? An’ what for would
vou lay out money for other folit that
way, Esther? The Willows will be
ready for you, an' what's to hinder
the weddin'? I'm wearyin' for ye,”

She looked straight in his eyes. How
could he meet her glance and know
he had robbed her?

“There'll ke no weddin' for me, Itob-
ert Jardine,” she said, *“You'll have to
seek your wife elsewhere.”

He stavied forward to grasp
hand, but she pushed him back.

“No word more shanll eress my lips;
but weil \*uu Enow I can pever mary
you—now."”

“Never marry me? An’' what for,
do you think, I have been toilin® a'
these vears if it wasna to make a
home for you? An' now you say you
can never marry me."”

He stood before her, his face working
with emotion.

“I'm no great things, maybe, but-l'm
yvour faithful lover, Esther, an’ you're
not goin' to throw me over in the face
o' a' the neighbors, It's not as if we
were strangers; you ken me lang
enough,”

“Ay. fine I ken you, Robert,” she
said drily. *“I woul maybe be a hap
pier woman this day if I didna.”

“I"'m hanged if I can make out wha
you're drivin' at,” he retorted In an
zer. YWIill ye speak straight, an' tell
me wihy you're thorwin® me over?
You're mair glib wi' the speech than
me."” '

“I have mothing to say if you have
not. I caraot help what the neighbors
think. I do not mean to marry you.”

“*So be it, then, You'll be fashed wi
me nae mair. Ye c¢an spier me when
ye¢ want me back,” he flinglag
gut. She watehed him imounting
spring cart, and unwiiling tears cloud-
el her sig ]1..

SLHOW fell Inte
the promise of spring,
ingtend of whitening with hawtborn
buds, were weighted with a pallid
burden. There was much gossin over
the cessation of Robert Jardine's woo-
ing, for every one was Interested in
the love story of the mistress of the
Black Baull. -

BEsther's heart was heavy, and as the
sunow began to thaw SIH.‘ turned her
thoughts to the garden she meant to
lay out to the edge of the pine trees.
She kiited up her skirts and made her
walk over the heaps of last year's
leaves. In a hollow something red
cuught her eye. Stooping over it she
saw that it was a scarlet facket with
gay brass buttons. She took a braneh
ani cleared the snow away. Some
bulky thing lay beneath, A shudder
seized lher:; it looked like a human
body. .Had some poor creature per-
islred in the snow? There was a hieap
of hones under the searlet cloth. Again
a shuddery seized her, though she was
not o néngvous woman. She swept
awny the I\Ht rempant of saow, anud
there lay bire a ghastly object—the

lier

andel
=1,

lis

that year, checking
and thie ledges,

gignntic skeleYon of the lost ape!
She was tarning away

S

leased.

Erown hor diseov: -. when
stopped her.  ‘This tlme it was the
glitter of gold: TUnder the fleshless
fingers was o leather Mome of its
contents iy on the eavih,  Conuering
her repulsicn, she withdrew the bag
and gathered up the coins. It was her
lost property.

A sudden faintoess s=clzed her; she
remempered in n flash the open win-

bog.

something |
OWEE | wWHEN BoBDY

dow, thie overturned swork-table, To
think that she had held Robert Jap-
dine for a thief and lost him! |
She concealed the hag under her |
cloak, No otte hoed known of lhier loss; |
none need know of itg recovery., Bhe
went in by the back kitchen; the ser-

vants were whispering together in o
aronn,

“Haud yer tongue, she'll
Wha's gaun tae tell her?i”
said.

“What Is %" she asked sharply,
She turned to her old Ivish cook, whose
muddy face had grown pale, “Bpeak,
Betty; what Is wrong?”

“They're sayin’, mistress, that My,
Jarding has Droke his neck or some.
thin',” RBiddy Ublurted out, *But I
wudn't be afthor heedin’ thim If I was
you. It'll not be a word av
be in't at all, at all.”

But she did not hear the attempt at
comfort; it seemed to her she had al-
ways known how the stoyy weuld end.
The servants looked in silent pity at
her white, set face as she passed out
of the kitchen. She locked the bag in
the safe, and set out for The Willows.
It was a long w '11.., Lutesbie felt the
need of actioh. As she nscended the
Lill ghe counld hwu' the bleating of the
sheep ip the fields of The Willows.
She ‘flml never guessed till now how
strong a hold this place had on her
affections as her future home. A sal-
low, dark-Drowed woman opened the
door.

“El, it's no' yersel', Miss Morrison?”
she drily asked. Ay, the malster's
hed a salr come down,
he's no' to be disturbed by naebody.”

“Then he is not

“Na, na, he's no' deid, though there's
them that hasna been carin’ muckle
whnt cam’ tae him."

hear
some

ye.

one

The doctor says

thrath'll |

Slie stood blocking up the door, but |

Esther pushed past her.

“I'm going to him, Molly,"” she sald.

“Weel, he's in the auld mistress's
chaumber, but I'll no' tak' the respon-
sibility

Hather went softly along the corridor,
and opened the door., A sunbeam
struck through a corner of the blind,
but the room looked bare and chilly.
His bandaged head rested on the pil-

low; his face was ghastly, but bhis
eyes turned on her with a look of glad
surprise.

“Why, Esther!” he said.

“Hush, don't speak, Robert. I heard
vou were hurt, and I came to you.”

“Ay, I had a near ghave. Prince
woudn't take the dyke. I've beén a
bit reckless this while, Nobody cared,
ve gee, Esther,” TiIis brow contracted
in pain, and hLe stopped.

“Yes, dear, I carved,” she whispered,
stooping over him, A crimson blush
erept over her face and neck, and she

kissed him eon the mouth. XNever in all |

tured to kiss
dreaming

his long
her. Surely
now!

“Yon mind what you sald to me. If
I wanted you I must spier you. Get
better, dear, for my sake, and then you
will let me come home to you."

She struggled with her shy pride to
bring out the words, and they revived
him llke wine, The deadly depression
that had baflled the doetor's skill be-
zan to lighten, and the patient revived
with the tenle of hope, Esther left the
Black Bull to the care of lLer mnids,
and nursed her lover back to health.

The doctor rubbed his hands,
“He's golhg to do, after all”
gaid, “But I don't know that I
all the eredit of the case. He
through my fin-
get round,

woolng had he ven
he must

be

he
have
wias bent on slipping
Now bhe wants to

und that's half the battle.”
(] ] o ™ ™
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When the roses bloomed white among
the vy In the poreh of The Willows
Esther Jardine came home, John Rob-
inson is the landlord of the Black Bull,
and The Willows Is more heartsome
than ever urder the rule of its tidy
mistress,

Now and again a memory comes to
her of the sinister visitor that almost
tobbed her of life's treasure of love,
and she has learned to be very cliar-
itable in  her
American.

prison, elght miles
biggest in the world.
mile, has 1524

Franea's newest
from Paris, is the
It covers Lalf a squary

to make| cells and will contain 2000 prisoners,

| “Goodhy,

| asked

well |

judgments.—Scoteh- |

| the

GOES A.COURTING,

When Bobly goes a-courting
"Tig o nobbv suit he’s sporiing,
And its blue efl dotted maghtly with two
rows of i 'L ons veliow,
Shining lilke stura nbove himg
Bure, what L‘-a could help but love him

In his ]1-.11 ity sttipes snd lhelmet, he :n
such u naughty fe t..n‘. i

And it's oh! for dear Dobby just BOm@
from the foree,

With a smile for his sweethe andu
mare, too, of course, =
Theve's ¢ ring in his IJJLucL—«&'“ bny,.

let me see,
Now, Bobhby, stop teasing—I-know it's
for me,
-
When Pobby ¢omes a-swinging >
Down the street my heart is singing,
Like a lovk at dawn, and always it is
“Hobby loves me true!™
And my cheeks they blush unfluly
] or, my =oul!l they're so unruly!
And T tremble and dissemble, for I don’t
know what to do.

Jut it's Bobhy, sweet Bobby, who know
the best way
For arresting such

never say!
Naw, Hul‘-h\
rm hair!
lad, vou are crazy—not one more!
—well, there,

troubles—how, I'll

be easy!—You've rumpled

had a little lamb,
_She sold it to the trust,
She's cutting coupons now so fast

Mury

Her scigsors never rust.
—Judge.

He—"Many a girl wears a saflor hat
who can't row-a boat”” She—"Xes;
and many a man wears a silk hat who
can't set up a stovepipe, "—-Chicugu
News, '

It's gueer that people who are always
railing at the world are nevertheless
willing to 1‘1‘[}' the doetors a fortune to
keep them from leaving it in a hurry.—
Atlanta Counstitution,

Miss Fortysummers—"I had a pro-
posal last night and refused it." Miss
Crusher—*"You are always thinking of
welfare of others, aren't you,
dear?'—0hio State Journal,

Plrst Reporter—"0Our cify editor has
been discharged for wasting thne.”
Second Reporter—"How?" First Re-
porter--"*Asking the reporters how they
got the news.”—Town and Country.

FPhysicians have him in their grip
Whichever way he fares;
He either pays the final debt,

Or else he owes them theirs.
—New York Herald.

“It scems to make Scaddington’s wife
as mad as a bornet every time he boasts
that he began at the foot and worked
his way up.” “Well, he started in as &
bootblack, you know."—Chicago Rec-
ord-Herald.

“How clean and fresh the landscape
looks to-day,” said Mrs. Hilland to her
husband. *“I read something In the
paper about detectives scouring the
country,” explained Mr., Hilland.—
Pittsburg Chrounicie.

“Come lere, Jolhnnle,” called his
mother, appearing at the window with
a cake of soap and a scrub brush,
* gald Jolhnnie sorrowfully to
his playmate, “I gotter go an' take th’
water cure'"—DBoston Post.

“How many quarts in a gallon?"
the teacher., *“Six,” answered
the little son of a market man., *“No,
ne, Jolnuy. Only four.” “Hub, I
guess I've seen 'em sell enpough straw-

berries to know."—Daltimore Amer-
ican.

Intimate Friend—"The assessor
hasn’t listed youwr property at one-
tenth of whart it is worth? Then why
don't you increase your assessment

voluntarily #* Milllonaire—"1 did that
last year, and everybody sald I was
making a grand stand play for popus
larity.”—Chicago Tribune.

“We ought to do something to keep
the public reminded that we are re-
markable men.“ said ene statesman.
“That's s0,” answered the other. “Let's
bave a little tilt on the floor of Con-
gress,” "Good., Come around to my
hotel next Wednesday and we'll re-
hearse the affront.” “Very well. And
you come to mine on Wednesday, and
we'll ron over the apology.”—\Wash-
ington Star.

Velocity of a Rifle Bullet. . ‘

It appears that the greatest veloelty
of a rifie ball is not at the muzzle, bul
some distance In front., An average
of ten shots with the German infantey
rifie has shown a wuzzie velpcity' ol
snua feet per second, with a maximum
veleelty of 2132 feet per second of ten
feet from the muzzle,
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