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in fact, he was
to behold, but
he was not a

CAKME’Sm M P .
by mauy kylb Dallas.

«‘Oh, poor thingl”  said Carrie 
Grover; “ what a shame—It ’s brutal!”  

The cause of this remark was the 
oonduct of the conductor of the car 
on which Carrie was going home to 
Beanbridge on Saturday evening, with 
her wages in her pocket and a new 
bonnet for her mother in a bandbox.

This conductor, such a brute, Car
rie had thou >hthim, had collected the 
tickets prior to the arrival of the 
train at the next station, and having 
arrived at the last seat, had said: 

“Tickets!”  very harshly to a young 
man, who instantly began to rum
mage the pockets of his clothes and 
to betray confusion.

“ I ’ve lost my pocket-book,”  lie said. 
“ Tickets and money were all in that— 
hang it!”  and lie rummaged again, the 
conductor regarding him meanwhile 
very savagely.

“ Might as well stop that,”  said the 
latter at Inst.

“ I  suppose so,”  sa*d the young man. 
“ W'di, I  am only going to White 

Oak, two stations farther, and then 
I ’ll step into the office and explain, 
and at the hotel they know me.”  • 

“ Ah,”  said the conductor, “ likdy 
they do. But you'll get off at Bean- 
bridge, I ou.-ht to pitch you oil’ tlie cur 
jest here if I done my duty.”
•, “ But I  don’t want to stop at Bean- 
bridge,”  said the young man. ‘ ‘ I’ ve 
particular business at White Oak. 
i,et me tell you who 1 am.”

“ Your clothes does that,”  said the 
conductor. “ Mr. Tramp, you are. 
At Beanbridge you get off or you’ ll be 
took off, see?”

The young man became silent and 
the conductor went on up the car.

“ Beanbridge!”  was called, the cars 
slacked up, and on the instant the 
irate official came striding back. 

“ Come now!”  he shouted.
“ Touch me and you’ll repent it,”  said 

the young man, rising and stalking to
ward the door. There was a tussle, 
the two men roiled out upon the plat
form together, the conductor jumped 
upon the car again, and the banished 
passenger got to his feet and walked 
away. He was ragged and one hand 
was tied up in a handkerchief and 
his face dirty; 
a spectacle 
Carrie knew 
tramp. Site was sure he was a 
decent person who had gotten him
self soiled and tattered in the course 
of his work or by some accident. She 
believed that he had lost his pocket 
book, as he said, and no doubt, as it 
was Saturday night, all his wages .in 
it-, and perhaps lie had been" going 
home to his mother as she was to 
hers. So site walked up to him and 
said: “ I  hope you’re not hurt; I think 
it was horrible of that conductor to 
do as he did.”

“ Oh, he believed me to be a tramp,” 
said the young man; “ I suppose that 
excuses everything. I  am an object, 
but there was an accident, and I—I’ve 
hurt my hand and spoiled my clothes 
and lost my money. I  thought I ’d
get home as soon as I  could, so---- ”
, “ Yes, I  understand,”  said Carrie. 
“ Well, there’s no real station here, 
you know, the cars only stop twice a 
day, and not then un ess there’s a 
passenger inside who tells them or 
they are flagged from the platform, 
and there’s no hotel—and then if you
haven’ t any money---- ”  He laughed.

“ I am in a corner,”  he said.
“ But I was going to say that I ’d 

like you to come up and speak to 
grandpa, he’d know what you could 
do, and you coukl wash up a little— 
I know you’d like to—and, excuse 
me, but what I  mean is if grandpa 
can help you out of this corner, he 
will.”

”  said the young man, 
• grandfather doesn’t 

judge by appearances.” '
“ Oh no,”  said Carrie gravely, “ no 

more than I  do—this way, please.”  
Then she hurried on until she came 

to a little row of white cottages with 
vegetable gardens behind and flower
beds iti front, and running on ahead, 
kissed an old man who was leaning 
over the palings and whispered in his 
oar.

Meanwhile the stranger lingered at 
a little distance.

He did not have to wait long; pret
ty soon the old man came down to 
meet him.

“ Come in, young man,”  he said, 
“come in. My granddaughter has 
told me the trouble; come up and 
wasli yourself, and we’ll have a bit 
of supper, and—

Away he led the young man to a 
wash-house in the rear of the kitchen, 
where some castile soap, a long, clean 
roller towel and plenty of hot wafer 
*oon transformed the black face of a 
very fresh one, though the curly hair 
was score lied and the garments 
burned in some spots, to tinder.v

“ You se1,”  said the young man, “ I  
was running for the train when I  saw 
fire burst out of the windows of a 
wooden house, and there was an old. 
woman screaming for help, and— 
naturally i ran to  help her. I  got her 
out just in time and handed her over 
to her friends; and I  did not stop t,o 
make myself presentable; I  managed 
to catch the train. The gateman 
knew me and I  didn’t stop to  show 
my ticket, so I  was not aware that I  
had lost my purse, and as I  see, my 
watch also.”

“ Robbed in the 'crowd, likely,”  said 
the old man. “ Now, daughter wi 1 
wrap up that hand of yours—cut and 
burned both I  see—and you can stay 
at our bouse to-night, and borrow the 
price of a ticket from me to-morrow. 
I know a decent bov when I  see one, I  
hope, at my time of life.”  „ 

Meanwhile Mrs. Grover added her
self to  the group. The hurt hand wae

“ Thank you 
“ l hope your

well bandaged and the stranger took
his place at the neat tea-table which 
Carrie had gieanwhUe been arranging.

When grandpa had told of the fire 
and the old lady, Mrs. Grover and 
Carrie felt that they were entertaining 
a hero, and despite his scorched hair 
and mustache, and grandpa’s calico 
double-gown, which had seemed better 
to  the women than the rags and ta t
ters to  which the fire had reduced the 
young man’s habiliments, they con
sidered hill) rather good-looking. Car
rie was looking her sweetest, and »-he 
was a very sweet girl. Her mother 
talked of her when she left the room, 
ancl told how she was in the largedry- 
goods store of Willis & Warren, and 
how she brought home all her wages.

“ She is behind the counter now,”  
said the mother. “ But she is ju-«t wild 
to  get the cashier's place, which is va: 
cant. She is well-educated and good 
at figures, and could hold it, and it 
pays so well. Carrie is such a good 
giri, she ought to have luck, I am sure, 
hut it doesn’t aiwavseometo the best 
folks.”

Then she went on telling of her mis
fortunes that had befallen a husband 
who was, she said, “ The salt of the 
earth,”  until grandfather interposed 
with a:

“ Well, daughter, that is all so, but 
perliaDS the young man doesn’t find 
our family affairs' very interesting.”  

To which the young man replied, 
that indeed he ought to, since Miss 
Grover had interested herself in his 
affairs when they seemed very bad in
deed.

Then Carrie came back, her cheeks 
reddened by peeping into the oven, 
and looking very pie! ty.

Before mother and daughter were 
up in the morning, the stranger who 
had occupied the “ spare bedroom” 
was on a train that had passed be
fore sunrise,

“ I loaned him the ulster and the 
cap with a peak that the scare-crow 
wore last cheery-time,”  said grandpa. 
“ He had to  have something, and I  
didn’t feel I  could afford to  run the 
risk of loosing any things I  wear. He 
seems first-rate, but you never know 
in this wicked world.”

“ Oh, grandpa.”  said Carrie. “ I ’m 
sure of him!”

Even in church with her mother, who 
wore her new bonnet, the girl found 
herself thinking of the stranger. Yes, 
in the middle of the surmon.

She had dreamed of him that night, 
just a silly girl’s dream, which she 
blushed to remember, for in it he look
ed very handsome, and kissed her, and 
on Monday she went back to her 
work still thinking of him, hoping he 
would pay her grandfather back his 
little loan and not prove to have 
been deceiving them. But he looked 
too nice for that.

She wondered if he would ever cal! 
on them; she hoped he would.

So she reached t lie store, and wns 
tidying the little curls on her forehead 
in the dressing-room, when a little 
cash-siri called to  her.

“ Miss Grover,”  she said, “ Mr. War
ren wants to  .see you.”

And startled, wondering whether 
the me sage be good or ill, she obeyed 
the summons.

In his handsome office. Mr. Warren 
sat in a large revolving chair.

He was a  fine-looking old gentleman, 
but the girls had little to do with him, 
cither Mr. Wills or the manager gen
erally attended to the affairs of the 
store.'

He smiled pleasantly as sheentered, 
and a gentleman standing in the win
dow, turned and came toward them, 
lie  was elegantly dressed, but his 
hair, though c opped close, showed 
signs of scorching, and one hand was 
hound up. In fact, it was the young 
man who had received hospitality of 
the Grover family, and who had left 
t heir house in that wretched costume, 
once the property of a scarecrow. 
Yes it was he. and he bowed and 
smiled and said:

“ Father, this is Miss Grover, who 
was so kind to me the other night.”  

“ Yes, ves,”  said the old gentleman. 
‘ ‘Well, I ’m glad to know her. My 
son has told me, and'let me tell you 
my child, tlin“ the surgeon says that 
your good mother, by talcing up his 
hand and talcing the bit of glass out 
of it, • and doing just as a hospital 
nurse would, saved him from having 
a very bad time ef it.”

“ Mother was a hospital nurse in 
war time,”  said Carrie.

“ We feel very grateful,”  said Mr. 
Warren “ and want to show it. ami 
since you’d like fchecashier’s place and 
are competent, yon shall have it, and 
I ’ll raise the -alary.”

“ Oh, I ’m so glad! Thank you iso 
much, Mr. Warren” ’ said Carrie. 
“ And you,”  with a little how to the 
young man, “ it is so kind of yon.”  

Then there wns alittletal.k, and Mr. 
Warren himself took her to the cash
ier’s desk and appointed some one to 
show her just what to do until she 
was in no danger of making mistakes.

And Carrie ought to  have been very 
happy, and was so, hut now and 
then she sighed, for the thought would 
come that if the young man had been 
in her own position in life—a wage- 
earner like herself, he might have cal
led, they might have known each oth
er better,- and—well, who knew what 
might have happened?

But he was Mr. Warren’s son, rich, 
fashionable—so there was the end ofit.

But you know, my dear reader, that 
that was all nonsense.

I t  made Carrie not one whit less 
loveable to  have been in the habit of 
earning her bread and butter, and 
young Warren knew it, and so one day 
all thegirls in the store were wild with 
excitement, for the pretty cashier, 
Carrie Grover, wag going to  be mar
ried to  yonng Mr. Herbert Warren 
that evening, and they were a ll going 
to  church to  see the wedding;

A STRANGE MARRIAGE.
OHN C O L L I N S  
was out of work. 
In common with

__ many others, for
r,in,son8 neces- 

\  ^  »ary to enter upon,-
lie had been idle for 
sometime. He was

v
almost out of money—50 cents is not 
much. Bub lie was not out of hope. 
Tie was so determined to put his 
shoulder to  the wheel that he could 
not believe that there would not soon 
be a wheel to shoulder.

Now. on this Saturday afternoon, 
with everything at a standstill, he 
knew that there would 4be no use in 
standing before, closed doors or of 
loitering in empty yards; so he made 
up his mind to  have a holiday, and all 
tiiat sweet, sunny afternoon to pre
tend to  himself that he had nothing 
to  worry about.

There was music in the park; there 
Were seats to sit upon.

A man could eat 5 cents’ worth of 
soda crackers as well there as else
where. in fact, they made quite a 
neat little lunch.

On Sunday he would buy a paper, 
and get every item in the columns 
headed, “ Help Wanted—Males”  by 
heart, but this aiternoon his pro
gramme was the park.

Accordingly, he went home, climbed 
to the top floor of a tenement-house, 
where he had hired a hall-bedroom of 
a washerwoman, who did not need all 
the rooms at her end of the flat, aud 
dressed himself in liis Sunday suit.

The suit was not a fine one at best, 
and it was by no means new, but 
John was a handsome man, and there 
is a good deal in that.

He blacked his boots, turned his 
cuffs, thanked fortune he still had. a 
clean co ll *■»»•, and set off park ward’— 
he was ust n time for the music.

The t y  w is blue, the grass was 
green, ti,o park was just as much his 
as it was anybody's ami alter the 
crowd had dispersed and the musi
cians descended from their pavillion, 
he bethought him to walk about 
awhile, and took his way ' oward the 
reservoir.

There was not a soul there, and he 
began to saunter about the brink, 
eating his crackers, when his intention 
was attracted to the singular conduct 
of a young girl, who was creeping 
along toward the reservoir, looking 
over her shoulder, as though she ex
pected to be followed 

Now and then she lifted to her eyes 
a handkerchief that she held crushed 
up in one hand, and it was evident 
that she was crying.

“ What can she he doing?”  John 
asked himself. In a minute «note it 
flashed upon him that she intended 
to drown herself.

He was about to spring forward to 
seize her, when he reflect ed that until 
he was sure that she was actually a 
would-be suicide it would hardly' do 
to lay hands upon her, and so, con
cealing himself as best as he could, he 
waited.

And now he observed the girl more 
closely. She was young, she was 
sm-11, and her features were pretty. 
She had that peculiar attenuated 
look that conies to most women with 
worry and poverty, but her clothes 
not ragged, and she had a very re
spectable air. Site wore one kid glove, 
he noticed. A t first she stood behind 
a stoneparapet that guards the edge 
of tiie reservoir, crying and looking 
over. ’ *

Then she folded her hands, and 
put her face upon them, and John 
fancied that she prayed. After this, 
by dint of scrambling she perched up
on the stones and sat there. John 
drew nearer.

At last she arose to her feet, and 
John was there below her, though she 
did not dream of it.

“ Good-by, you dear, pretty world,” 
he heard her say. “ I wonder where 
I am going to,”  and she made pre
parations to jump into the water.* 

Instead of accomplishing this, she 
was lifted landward by fcw o big iiands, 
and ns she touched ground she be
gan to sob.

“ Oh, why couldn't yon let me?”  
the said. “ And now you’ll put me in 
prison, I suppose, for being too un
happy to live."

“ I'm not a policeman,”  said John.
- “ Oh, thank goodness!”  said the girl. 

“ You'll let me go. then?-”
“ Not yet,”  said John. “ You see, 

although I ’m not a policeman. I ’m 
a nian.and that makes it my duty to  
take care of ’ women folk when they 
ae d it. You seem to.”

“ You mean to be very kind.”  said 
the girl; but you at e not. I suppose 
you have no idea what it is to be all 
alone in a big city, without money 
and without work?”

“ Oh,”  said John, “ but I have. I  
haven’ t had any work for three weeks, 
and that is my casii in hand.”

And lie exhibited his half-dollar. 
“ Oh,”  she said with an air of great 

confidence. “ Weil, yes, you do know 
eomethina about it, only you are not 
a  woman.”

“ No,”  said John. “ Of course that 
makes it  worse for you. llut tell me 
what drove you to that cowardly 
act.”

“ It  is a  very brave act,”  said the 
tfrL

“ Not a bit of it,”  said John. “ It ’s 
brave to live and fight as long as you 
can—that’s my idea.”

“ 1 can’t; I ’ ve nothing to  fight with,”  
said the sir). “ Oh. I f  you knew— ”  

“ Tell me,”  said John.
“ My fat her died,”  said the girl. “ My 

step-mother hated me. She married 
aguin and her husband turned me 
out of the house. Pit had left her all 
his money; I had nothing. I  came to 
New York and got sewing to  do. One 
day the woman that employed me ask
ed me if I'd make her a wall-pocket for 
her papers. The kind I mean is made 
out of old steels from extenders. You 
knit wo sted oyer them, you know.”  

John did not know, but he looked 
as wise as possible.

“ I  was to make it as a favor, not 
for pay,”  the girl went on, and at 
home, evenings. I  liked doing it; but 
the steels were so long, 1 had to break 
most of them, and it gave me a feion 
bn my thumb. I can’ t use it yet to 
sew with, and I  can’t do anythin’ 
but sew. That woman know how I  
got it, but she never offered to  help 
me at all. She dismissed me and took 
another girl in my place. Then I 
couldn’t  pay my boavd and they 
turned me out. I went to a hospital. 
Tiie doctor said that my finger wasn't 
bad enough to allow them to admit 
me; lie said it would be all right in a 
month. Well, I  have not even any
where to  sleep to-night. I  shall have 
to  starve or beg—I  will not beg. Now 
you see that you had better*go away 
and let me finish what I  began.”  

“ That can’t be done,”  said John. 
Every one who knew John ca led 

him queer. If acting differently from 
other people under given circumstan? 
ces is being queer he certainly was.

As he looked down upon this little 
pale, pretty, and assuredly innocent 
girl, and knew that if ho went away 
and left her she would assuredly jump 
into the water, his heart softened to
ward her as women’s do to crying 
babies. What a dear little thing she 
was, he thought. What a shame 
that fate should have used her so. I t  
seemed his duty to  take care of her.

“ Oh, hang it I ’ ll get a job on Mon
day,”  he said: “ and everybody tells 
me that it is as easy for two to live 
as one. I ’ll do it.”

Then he turned to  the girl and said; 
“ Circumstances alter cases, I t ’s a 

queer kind of courtship, but I  like 
you. Guess you could line me if you 
tried. Will you marry me? I ’ll get 
work on Monday, I ’m sure. I ’ ve got 
half a dollar. Come to the minister 
with me, and be married, and I ’ ll 
take care of yon after this.”

What the girl said was:
“ Oh, my! Why, I  never heard of 

such a thing. What would people
say?”

“ People will not know—it’s our own 
business. 1 think you’ll make a good 
wife.” returned John. “ You need 
taking care of the worst way. Think 
about it.”

He left her alone and walked up and 
down. She looked at him—and John 
was Handsome. He looked at her, 
and thought again that she was the 
sweetest little thin:/ he had ever seen. 
He smiled, and really she smiled, too. 
He went back and sat down beside 
her.

“ Guess we’ ll go to the minister?”  
he said.

“ Well, you don’ t know the least 
thing about nie,”  she said; “ and I  
can’ t see how you can like meenough.”

“ I don’t either,”  he admitted. “ But 
I do like you better than I have ever 
liked any other girl.

“ I  feel tlmt way to you,”  site said.
An.l then they walked to the house 

of an old minuter, who was willing to 
take his fee in thanks, and give them 
his blessing into the bargain.

And John and Annie were husband 
and wife.

On Monday John Collins went forth 
to  search for work, rather more anx
iously than before, and I am sorry to 
say lie found none.

He remained away all day and re
turned home in very low spirits.

Annie had prepared supper. She 
had cooked two red herrings at Mrs. 
Romey’s five, and set the candle-stand 
with a cloth, on which she had placed 
two wooden pie-plates and two tin- 
cups. The bread was sliced nicely, 
and a “ drawing of tea”  had been 
made in a pitcher.

The room was tidy, the window 
shone, and Annie looked happy.

John began to be cheerful again.
“ T o  be sure I  have not had Jnck to 

day, but it will come to-morrow,”  he 
said, as he sat down to supper

Annie looked very pretty on the 
other side of the tiny table.

“ I f  only a man could be sure of a 
good living,”  John thought, “ hewould 
be much hanpier mnrr.ed than sin
gle ”

After tea Annie cleared away the 
things, and John went out on the 
staircase with his pipe while she did 
so. He b. lieved that women disliked 
smoke, but knew that Annie would 
never admit the fact.

And as he sat there wondering where 
he should go to  look for work next 
day, a gentleman came stumbling up 
the dark stairs.

“ I  am looking for a M r. John Col
lins,”  he said.

“ That’s my name,” said John.
“ You are a married man, sir?”  ask

ed the gentleman.
“ Yes, sir,”  said John. “ I ’ ve been 

married about two days, if that will 
do.”

“ Ah—you are the right man; and 
its your wife I  want,”  said the gentle
man.

John’s heart sank.
“ What do you want hex for?”  he 

asked, thinking only of misfortune.
“ To  ask a few questions,”  said the 

gentleman.

“ We have very small quarters,”  
said John; “ but come ini”  , ‘ ;U~

He pushed open the door of the tiny 
room, but before« he ..could speak, 
Annie ran forward with outstretched 
hands.

“ Mr. Cummngsl”  she cried.
“ Yes, Mr. Ciummings, Annie,”  said 

the gentleman. “ I ’ve been looking 
for you for six months. I  really be
gan to believe you . dead, when 1 met 
an old friend of mine, a clergyman, 
and happening to  speak of my fruit
less mission, he told me that he'had 
married a young lady of your 
name on Saturday night. Fare
well is not a- common name 
though Annie is, and as the Rev. Mr. 
Darrow had learned your husband's 
plxce of residence,. I  came here to see if 
the bride were by any chance my lost 
heiress. 1 find that she is."

“ An heiress!”  cried Annie.
“ Yes, my dear.”  said Mr. Cummings. 

“ Your stepmother represented you 
as having* been sent to boarding- 
school, and it was only on taking 
tiie property in charge again'at her 
death, which occurred sixro onthsago, 
that w«t discovered how you had been 
u<ed. Yon should have come at once 
to your father’s lawyers. The rights 
of your stepmother in the property 
ended with her life. And thuoglishe 
gave a good deal of cash to her second 
husband, you are still very rich, and 
have only to take possession of your 
property in regular form.”
- “ It is like a dream,”  said Annie. “ I ’ 
am glad papa did not forget me; that 
was"the worst thought I  had to bear.’

“ And I  shouldn’t wonder if this for
tune were acceptable just now,”  said 
Mr. Cummings, as he took his leave.

But John stood silent after he had 
gone and his face was very grave. A t 
last he said:

“ Well, Annie, are you sorry that 
you married me now?' I  had no idea 
I  was a fortune-hunter.” -

“ John,”  cried Annie, “ I  should be 
lying dead if it were not for you. Or, 
if I  had been saved and sent to prison, 
perhaps Mr. Cummings never would 
nave found me. It all came about 
because you were so generous to poor 
little me, whom most men would have 
suspected of being a very wicked girl; 
and all my life I  shaii spend in trying 
to repay you. Sorry? Oh, no John. 
Already, though I  - have been your 
wife such a little while, I  care a great 
deal more for you than I  could for 
any fortune. And we shall be so hap-

i»y on the old place, with plenty to 
ive upon.”
They were.—Family Story paper.

BOSSED BY HIS WIPE.

Rising Rebellion In His Soul, butthe 
Prospects Gloomy.

She was a stout woman, in a black 
dress trimmed with fragmentary lace, 
and if she had not beenburdened with 
thef responsibility o f a purple-faced 
and cuffless husband, life would have 
been a decent sort of thing after all. 
They climbed on board a Broadway 
car during the hottest part of a hot
test day.

She carried a large advancement 
fan and kept it moving, but her pur
ple-faced spouse was busy with a v a 
lise that left no such word «as “ fan”  
in his vocabulary. ,

At length, however, the little man 
toiled inside the car and found a seat, 
while the big valise formed a-^anicade 
over which the passengers fell in and 
out of the car. ••• “'*•

Block after bloqk was'ba&ed, and 
at length the stout woman ’began to 
show symptoms of uneasihesr--. 

“ Janies,”  said she, peremptorily. 
“ Hey?”  came from behind,the bar

ricade.
“ Are you sure you know the way?”  

“ Certainly,”  rejoined the little man. 
“ You don’t. You ain’t good ror a 

blessed thing but to gape around and 
swaller.”  <t

“ Ask the conductor,”  suggested tho 
useless husband, mildly. *

“ I  don’t want no free advied from a 
nickel grabber,”  she snapp.d.« “ We’ll 
git off the car right here. You give 
me that gripsack and foller.”  ’

The stout, woman thrust the adver
tisement fan into her husband's 
hands, grabbed up the valise and 
bounced off the car. •

The little man paused a moment on 
the platform.

“ How far is it to the- Fall River 
boat?”  he whispered hurriedly to the 
conductor.

“ About ten blocks.”
“ 1 t bought so.:”
“ Why didn’ t »you get off before, 

then?”  .
“ Because -I’m goiii' to break that 

woman’s-grit if I  ketch tliree-fits and 
a sunstroke.”

“ Wife want' to boss?”  suggested the 
conductor, sympathetically; as he 
readied up for the strap. •

“ Want to? She does, conductor,”  
added thelittte man, earnestly, whis
pering up the gteps as the car began to 
move! ‘ T in  a 'desperate man. I 
bought a cov;1iid&;this morning, and 
-tonight .I’m goin&to beat that woman 
.within an inch of—”

‘^Janies,”  canie'shfilly from the side
walks i James » did -not linger. He 
.hastily, joined liis wife on the curb, 
an<1 as the car rattled out o f sight the 
purple-faced, and desperate owner of 
the cowhide wa^.sobusy with thefam- 
iiy gripsack that it  seemed as though 
the evening’s performance might pos- 
siblv-.- be crowded , i out.—New York 
Tribune. x
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