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OLD LADY'S :
LOVE STORY

{Original.)

1 sat spinning at my littie wheel

<old, when ] heard some one whist-
Hng; and, looking up,

folded on the gate, looking over.

When he caughi my eve be laughed;

I blushed, and I arose and made him

A courtesy.

He was a handsome gentleman,
the squire, and the hand from which
he pulled the glove sbimmered in
the sun with pearls and diamonds;

- and he was honny to look at with
his hair like spun geld in the Oct-
ober sunlight, When ] courtesied be
bowed, making his curls dance over
his shoulders, and, said he, "l've

spoiled one pretty picture that I

<could have looked at all day, but I've

another as pretty so 1'll not grieve.

May I come in?””

“And welcome. “sir, satd I; ‘apd 1
set a chair for him for he was grand-

father's landlord; but for all that 1

felt uncomfortable, for 1 was .not

used to fime company.

He talked away, paying me more
compliments timn I was used to, for
grandmother, who brouzht me up,
said, "*Handsome {8 as handsome
does,” and *Beauty is but ekin deep.”™

Since I'm telling the story I'll tell
the truth. 1 had done wrong about
one thing. Neither of the old folks
knew that I wore Evan Locke's ring
in my bosom, or that we'd taken &
vow to each other beside the haw-
thorn that grew in the church lane
I never meant to decelve, but gran-
uie was old and a little hard, and
that love of mine was such a sweet
secret. Besides, money seems to out-
weigh all else when people have
struggled all their lives through to
turn a penny, and they knew Evan
wa&s a poor, struggling young sur-
geon, I thought I'd wait & while un-
81 I could swesten the news with the
fact that he’'d begun to make his
fortune. .

Granpnie came in from the dairy
five minutes after the squire was
8one, and heard ne had been there.
I didn't tell her of his fine speeches,
but~there was a keyhole to the door
she came through, and | have a
guess she heard them.

That night we had something else
to think of. Misfortunes had come
upon grandfather; but 1 didn't for-
see that, when the half year's rent
should come due, not a penny to pay
it with would be found.

All this time Evan L.ocke and 1
had been as fond as ever of each
other, and he came a8 often as be-
fore to talk with grandpa on the
winter nights; and still every while
our young landlord, Squire Turner,
would drop in and sit in his lazy
way watching me knit or spin
Once or twice he was flushed with
wine and over bold, for he tried to
kiss me, But squire or no, I boxed
his ears for his pains, and no softer
than I could help, either. [ could
not heip his coming, nor seeing him
when he came, and I did not deserve
that Evan should be angry with me.
But he was. Eh, so high and mighty,
and spoke as though one like the
squire could mean no good by com-
ing to 80 poor a place as the school-
master's.

He made me angry, and | spoke
up.

“For that matter, the squire would
be glad to have me promise to marry
him,” saild I. “He thinks more of
me than—"’

“Maybe you like him better!” said
Evan,

1 don't say that,”” replied I. “But
bad temper and jealousy scarce make
me over fond of another [ pray I

- yay never have a husband who will
ecold me.”

For he had been scolding me. No
other name for it.

Well, Evan was wroth with me
and I with him——not heart-deep,
though, I thought—and I did not see
him for fore than a week, 1 was]
troubled much, though. I knew he
would come round again, and may-
e ask my pardon. For before you
are wed you can bring your lover to
his senses.

- § So 1 did not fret gfter Evan’s ab-
3 sence, nor quite snub Sguire Turder,
1 who liked me more thaa ever. But
one night grandfather came in, and
shutting the door, stood between
grandmamma and me, looking at
me, and so strangely that we both
grew frightened. At last he spoke:

“I've been to the squire’s,” said
he. “For the first time I had to tell
him that I could not pay the rent
when due.”

I opened my lips. Grandmamma's
hand covered them. Grandpa drew
me to him.

“Thou’rt young, lasg >’ sald he,
“and they are right who call thee
pretty. Child-—could’'st like the
squire well enough to wed him?"

“Bh?” cried grandma. “Sure,
you're not wandering?”

“Yquire Tuarner asked me for this
fass of ours to-night. Of all women
in the world there is but one he
1oves as he should his wife, and that
1s our Agatha”

“] dreamed of golden rings and
white roses on Christmas eve,” cried]
grannié, I know the lass would be
lueky *

- " But 1 put my nead on grandfath-
er's shoulder and bid my tnce. Tb&t
truth mnat out I :mew

fisnawer, I burst qut with “No** a:mt -

in the suan, for the autump day was

there was
yYoung Sguire Turner, with his arims

‘stead.

Ant when he had walted for an
sob together.

ma. “Nay, we must all wed once
in our Iives, my child.,”™
"Then grandpa talked to me. He
told me how poor they nhad ‘grown,
and how kind the squire was, and I

Hhad but to marry him to make my

grandparents free from debt and
{poverty their lives through. If I re-
tused and vexed the sguire, heaven
only knew what might lhappen,

“She’ll never ruin  us,” sohbed
grandmamima.

Ah! it was hard to -bear-—bitter
hard; but now there was no help for
ft. I took the ring from my basom
and Iaid it on my palm, and told
them it was Evan Locke's, and that
I had pl ghted my troth to him. And
grapdmamma called me a deceitful
wench, and grandfather looked as
though his heart would break.

Oh, I would have dnne anythinz
for them—anything but give up my
true love.

That night I kissed his ring and
prayed heaven that he might love
me always. In the morning it was
gone, ribbon and all, from my neck,
I looked for it high and low, but
Lfound no .s3igh..of it —-And-i-began
to fear the loas of that dear ring
was a sign that I would wever marry
BEvan Locke.

The days passed on, and he never
CAmMeE Near me.

“Oh, it was cruel m him,” 1
thought, “to hold such anger for a
hasty word he had provoked, when
1 spoke it that he must know I loved
him 80."*

And grandms would scarcely look
at me (I know why now), and grand-
pa siglied, and moaned, and taiked
ol the workhouse. And ] thought
I should dfe of grief samong them,

One day grandma said to me, “I2
seams that your sweetheart i3 not
overfond of you, nor over-anxious to
see you.”

“Why not?" sald I.

“Where has he been this month
back?”

“Busy, doubtleas,’”” sald |, with a
smile, though 1 thought my heart
would burst,

“You're going with him, maybe.”

“Where?” said 1.

She went to the kitchen door and
backoned in & woman who sat there
—Dame Coombs, who had come over
with eggs.

“l heard you rightly,” she sald.
“You told me Evan Locke and his
mother were making ready for a
voyage.”

“They're golng to Cauada. My
80R, & carpenter—and a good one,
though 1 say it—made the doctor a
box for his things. The old lzdy
dreads the new country, but she
goes for the doctor's sako, There's
money to be made there."

“l told you so,” said grandmo-
ther.

“1 don’'t belleve it,*” said I,

“They‘'ve sold the house and gone
to Liverpool to take ship; and you
may find the truth for yourself if you
choose to take the trouble,” said
Dame Coombs. “I'm no chatterbox,
to tell falsehoods about my neigh-
bors.”

And stdll | would not believe it
untll 1 had walKed across the moor
and had seen the shutters fast clos-
od and the door barred, and not a
sign of life about the place. Then
I gave up hope. I went home all
pale and trembling, and sat down
at grandmamma’s knee.

“It's true,” said I.

“And for the make of so false &
lad you’ll see your grandfather ruin-
ed and break his heart, and leave
me, that have nursed you from a
babe, a widow.”

I.looked at her as =she sobbed,
and 1 found strength to eay:

“Give me to whom you will then,
since my own love does hot want
me."”

And then I crept upstairs and sat
down on my bedside, weax as though
I had fainted. I would have thanked
heaven for forgetfulness just then,
but it wouldn't come.

The next day Squire Turner was
in the parlor as my accepted lover.
How pléased he was, and how the
color came back Into grandfather's
Lold face! _And gransic grew.so prow

 “Wit have M, and. be m, :
Jiisdy?™ said grandps. '

“She’s frightened,” sald grandma-|"

mmm earthly,
Seoteh Jennte, who had foliowsd ma,

love now?’ she sald; ye ment him

';How dare you follow snid watch'
me?*

But she caught my slesve.

“Binns be vexed,” she said, “Just
It's for love of you, for I've seen ye
waste like the snaw wreatd in the
sun sin the squire woed ye. Was it
your wil the -lad that ioved the
ground ye trod on shonld Nave his
ring agaln?™

*“What do yon mean!” sald I

“I*1 speak gin 1 lose my place,”
sald Jonnle, I rode with the mis
tree® to young Dector Locke's pluce
past the moor, and there she lightsd
and gave him a ring, and what she
said I know not, but it turned him
the tint o', death, and said he:
‘There's pa a drop o° true biuld in a
woman ‘gin she is false’ And he
turned to the wall and covered his
eyes, an’' your grannie rode home,
There, 'tis all I ken—wull it dot*

“Ay, Jennle,” sald I; “heaven
bless you!”

And bhad ! wings on my feet I
[eouid-not-hxve - come-to thecvitage
door sooner.

I =stood before my grandmother,
trembling and white, and I sid:
“Oh, don't tell me, grannie, you have
cheated me and robbed me of my
love by a lte. Did you steal the troth
ring from my neck and give it bhck
to Evan, as if from me? ¥ou I've
loved and honored my life long—"

She turned scarlet,

“True love!" said she; “you've
bhut one true love now—Squire Tur-
ner *p

*“¥ou have done it!"” [ cried.
written on your face,"

And she looked down at that and
{ell to weeping.

“My own true love was breaking
his heatt,” she said. “My hushand
and I had loved for forty years. I
did it to save him. Could —I lat &
girl’'s fancy, worth nothing, stand
in my way, and see him a beggar In
his old age? Oh, girl, girl!®

And then I fell down at her feet
like a stone. I knew notbipg for
an hour or more; but then, when I
was better, and they left me with
Jennie, I bade her fetch my hood
snd cloak and her own, and come
with me, and away I went scrom the
moor in the starlight to where the|d
hall windowa were ablaze with light,
and sskod the housekeaper to m me
s¢e the squire.

She stared at me for my boldneu
-~no wonder—bat called him, Bo
fo & moment he stood before me in
his evening dress, with him chosks
flushed and his eyes brighf, sud led
me into a little room and séatsd me,

“Agatha, my love, I hope no niis
chance brings you here.”
But ] stopped him,
“Not your love, Squire Turner,” I
sald. “I thank you for thinking so
Ywell of me, but after all that hu
passed, I—"

I could say no more. He took my
hand.

“Not you. The offense—the guilt
—oh, I have besn sorely cheated!”
and all I could do was to sob.

At last strength came fo me, I
went back to the first and told him
all—how we had been plighted to
oath other, waiting only for better
prospects to be wad, and how, when
he honored me by ai offer of his]
kand, I sngered my grandmother by
owning.to the truth, ind of the rihg
grannie had stolen from my braait,]y
and the false message that had been|
sent my promised husband froim me,
“And though I never zes Evan
Locke again,” sald. [ _'stil I can
never be another man's true love,};
for I am his until I die”

Then, as 1 looked, all the rlch
color faded out of the squire’s fade,
and I saw the sight we seldom see
more than once in a lifetimé~—n
strong young man in tears.

At last he arose'snd vame t0 me,
“My little Agatha never loved
me,” he said. “Ah, me! The news
% bad—-—l thought she did. This
comes of vanity.”

“Many & higher dnd fairer havel

hearts to give,” I sald. “Mine yasl ™

uxti

and kind, and all the house was
aglow, and .only 1 sad. But [ couldn’t
forget Evan—Evan whom I hed lov-
ed so—galling away from me with-
out 8 word.

" I suppose they ell saw I looked
sad.
and would make me ride with him
over the moors for strength, The
old folk said nothing. They knew
what ailed me; only our little Scoteh
mald seemed to think there was
aught wrong. Once she sald to me:
“What ails ye, miss? Your eye Is
dull and ybur cheek 1is pale, and
your braw grand lover canna make
ye smile; ye are na that ill, either.”
“No, I am well enpugh.” said 1,
She looked at me wistfully,

“Gin ye'd tell me your all, I might
tell ye a cure,” she said.

But there was no cure for me in
this world, and I couldn't open my
heart_to simple Jennie, _So_the dayg
rolled by, and 1 was cloge on my
marriage eve, and graniie and Doro-
thy Plume were busy with my wed-
ding robes. 1 wishad it were my
shroud they were working at, in-

And one night the pain in my
heart grew too great, and | went out
among the purple heather on the
moor, and there knelt down under
the :stars and prayed to be taken
from the ‘world; “for how can I v} g
withont Evan?" I said.

The squire talked of my health,|
‘George has not sailed yet,”

i the Golden George, and told him &l

sent him back to me.

amade the cottage. his own, and who

chiidren to pray for every night, Ror.

gohe ere you gaw me.”

And then, kind and gentle, as
though I had not grieved him, he
gave me his arm ‘and saw me across}
the moor, and at the gate paused and
whispered:

“Be at rest, Agatha, The Golden
1 liked him bettey than I had dons
before that night when ] told gi‘annip
that I would never wed him,
Eh! but he was fit to be & k}lng....
the grandest, kindest, best of living

of the morrow and never stopped till
he reached Liverpool and found By
zn Locke just ready to set foot upon

tale that made his heart light and]
Henven- blm
him!

And who was it that sent oid
grandfather the deed of glft that

sfioke a kind word to the gentry)

fnto ‘practice? Stll no one butf
Squire Turner, whom we tanght our)

we were married, and in a few yeurs,
had hoys and girls at our knees; and
when the eldest was nigh twq the
thing I needed to make e . quite;
happy Jappened—-and from far ovqr
the ses, where he Had beoﬁt three
elvemonths, same our soulra, wi

! :pokc the words u}oud lnd then

boddc him. and the Hull M iplg-

ny 1 “{ift BE.L
tog Xhmdn ;:rxtm ¥ waxod
Yet it wax bati

*“Why o ye eall for your trueftl

fra ¥e for sake o' the yoyng squire.™ip

bide a wee and snswer what I speer istones, And even the Golden Gebrge,

men; - who rode away with the break| -

have no superiors Th the world ar
"Teiie Tore munIercs -ekiramely-pe

for young Dr. Locke thiat helped him]®

sr&nh cireuit in the world is.th
twaen Jondor and Teherai,

and Is divfded 'mta 12

the bonnfest lady that ever hiushedil

tett or Eﬂn, mr 1}.1 )
but his memory, and 1s acéia g ¢
avery hope and dream-or joy 1 everiH:
had were put away aader tom!

the great strong ship that wonldi ™ - s
have borne my dear frow e,
mouldered away “at the bottom
the sea, And 1 think wy wadding
ring B3 like to ourlast us all, for I
have it yet, and 1 shail be pluety o~
EOFTOW,

Ninety! It's a zood old age, zmgi T
it can't be long now bhefare 1 meaty
Evan and the rest tn Reaven.

French Relwctance to m\'@ “ﬁm!-}f:
It 1s said that Swiss soldiers in thef R -
army of Napoleon were known to diei?®
ar homesickness on & foreign cam-
palgn If by chance the bald played ; RV
the Swias national aira. Be this aup]id
it may, the Swiss contribute less than{
any other people of Kurope to thej Al
everflowing stream of ewmigration, jRul
while France stands last in the pro-~jihe
portion of emigrants to her totaijly
wwznmnwm*rrm'm"ém
think that Pariz }a not only the hubjkple |
af the universe, but the only city 19
which & gentlaman can live {n emae}
xnd comfort, and this accounts, per-jfox
haps, for the fact that France hax
o Warren Hailings or Cromers andj
5t few emigrants, “It is better tolof'
starve In Paris,” they say, “than toiand -
drink champagne  anywhers elie.”}tar
That the French are weak in theiy
emigration movement Is proved by 3
the Inllowing fgurea furnished . toline Pad
“Questions Diplomatigues et C@lc@ Ll
iznles” (Paris) by Dr. Rene Gonnard,
professor of politicat economy in thejy
University of Lyons, and transiatad: th
ip the Literary Digest. Ho drawsi;
his estinate from tHe varlous gov-i;
erpment statistical rqtum for thef
year 1905, Thess oredit the varions
natfons with the tonmﬂn; numbaety
of citifens who in this oiie year mide |
their home beyond the lmits of
thelr native land: Italy, 464,000;]
Russis, 187,000; the United Kiug«i
dom, 362,000; Austris-Hupghey,i:
127,000 (of whom 68,000 were Hun~|_.
gariam); Spain 147,000; Swedew,i
36,000; Portugal, 33,000; (mmm iyt
2£%,000; Norway, 125,000; Frapoml"
15,000; Denmark, 8,000 Belglumi
3, oog Holland, 8, ooe. swmmmi bk
4,000, ok
Of the 15,000 rmnhmn ’sha oY
emigrated in 1906, the United Btatew | M
recelved more than two-thirds, or; tal
b sunct; 10,163, Mr. Gonnard pointaisid A
out that the French emigration figkre}
amrs boen stexdily sihking dn« 1843, ] Hor
when it stood at 33,339, He also{dind
confidently expresies his op iou Ahe .c0
that the wite growers” troubles and} Wi a
other social difficulties Sn Fratice aie{
itkely to increass ihe Humber ot}
those who leave the. oountry In t}w
near future for thm own ;oods

o

A C“’ Ol c’wtt’ E 2
Wonderful discoveries have b&m ;
made in the ruigs of the anclent cmv ; d
of Gerer, in Paleatinw, Prof, Stew-
art Macalister, whq is now At wo
on the site, has didcovereq il
of eight citles ar pbriods of buil
there, going buck to uci t- chye
dwellers, 3,000 B, C. “The. tetin
therefore, of 5,000 ym-n Of Appar
Iy almost continuous humau ite are}:
swen o1  this ttte BifL -
are 'y Csnuimn "ht:h

diety. or bonu ol !n
under the corners.-of’
These Imman sacrifio I;
llgyod, thc

omma it thé comim
dertakings, and st has
that the biesking ol u b
at the numinz of & éhl

polée found in old pagfm tumpl
traces of one laving been-foun
the “high place,” of temple, of
er. Varlous st.atement; !g hig)

aslclety. Deveiopmenu at Gézér inke
{t possible-to understand mor
Iy how Samson pulled down. 1
laxa of the temple. ‘rhel‘

il Yol
s

"xmm;m of stnne." 'l‘he
therefore, had but to
wooden supports toget!mr
st{me and down ume th

540 000, has. on an aven{e,
tab!ishment for the sale ot H_ i re

which fs a large one. '

L

ik Yurk city possf
smali projortion of vestaur
tiveet the many Arutsel

ries that are hardly- pﬁ‘x&

gx:eat Sitles,

3

Whgt is said to he ghe

tul ot Persia.

\,5»\
“

Londos Datly Matt fio
Swiss village has been .

i wia honor of & hen, g
thuwndﬂr <
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