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j“That has made an enormous tear

+ABd that red woolen doy—bis tail

* | With & very mixed company.

- Or,The Widow Mack’s Disappoint-

7

iparhp'. ‘was because of the semi-parental
oy 'g'i-"bw!dhr.'

L LA

RISTMAS 'STOGKING.
Oh It al ppgy alos foryow” ot |
4 Btaloot woe. . Uit i1
. T'm a2 article sad to view,

. or thay've stuffod and they've c-ammed me

/‘There'd & dreadful tin horn, dear me!
By pucehing straight through my knes, )y
“_Is stuck through a hole in my too

And that sail-boat—1 hope 'l::n't o;ﬂ—

* Hag burat through my seam, I know.

And that jumping-jack—I can feel

Whguho‘jm:uph-y!ec: :
waias 's gone through my heel,

‘And the fire—I'm hung 80 near—
Has melted that candy cane,
And I'm all stuck up. Oh, dearl
T'm a total wreok, it is plain.

-And the worst of it is, you see,
That to-morrow I shall depars,

In the depths of arag-man's cart!
—Ewmma A. Opper.

- CRUSS PURPOSES;

—_—

~ ment—A New Year's Story.

This Paper.)

OR almost three years
the sharp-voiced,
black-eyed Widow
Mack, Dr. Paul Blake's
housekeeper, had
ruled with & rod of
iron. Butthe Doctor,
who was a single man
of thirty odd, peace-
loving and absorbed
in his profession, sub-
mitted meekly, prin-
cipally from the fact
of his housekeeper's
culinary ekill and general ability. Hence
the frivolous youth of Barmouth insisted
that it was simply a matter of time as to the
ultimate matrimonial results.

. Three timesa year Mra Mack had been
in the habit of giving Dr. Blake *“warning®
in more or less impassioned terms The
alleged causes were sins of omission or com-
Tuission on the respective parts of the “hired
,help,” Bob, the office-boy, and Miss Doris
Lane, the Doctor's nineteen-year-old ward.

"It was the morning after Christmas Day
in the year of grace 188—. Dr. Blake was
in his library and office combined, hoping
for a quiet hour with the Lance!, which he
held in his hand with pages uncut, as Mra
Mack, whose black eyes were snapping om-
inously, flung—I use the word advisedly—

into the room.
was coming,

‘{Written for

With a premonition of what
thewpol:tor laid aside the pamphlet.

“Wel Mra Mack® he said, wearily,
'w‘!:'lc.h—w is, who—I mean, what is it
20 s

“This day week, Dr. Blake, either Miss
Doris or1leave—you can choose between
us,” responded the Widow Mack, with om-
inous calmness Barring the name of the

5 m
heard these words not intended for his ear.

Reclining at ease {n an old arm-chair near
the lttle air-tight stove which served to

Betore Doctor Blake could step forward
$0'announce his presence, Paul spoke—evi-
dently apropos of some thing under discus-

*It's no use talking, Doris,” he said,some-
what petulantly. “If uncle Paul won't give
his consent to our marriage, as you seem to
mthlnh," why we must do without i that's

Doctor Blake turned pale a8 he
But pulling himself together with an effort,
 he stepped forward.

At his unexpected appearance Doria
gave a sudden start and, crimsoning to her
fair temple, threw a cloth over the portrait.
But not before Doctor Blake had caught a
g:impse of his nephew’s broad white fore-
head and expressive eyea.

The Doctor,pretending to have heard and
seen nothing, greeted Paul with -his usual
easy courtesy. But that usually self-pos-
sessed young man, muttering something
about a previous engagement, made a hasty
exit, leaving the Doctor and his wurd alone

ther.

toge

Silent and distrait, and utterly unlike the
happy young girl who was accustomed to
greet him with her brightest smile, Doris
stood with downcast eyes seemingly intent
on studying the colors on her palette.

Now his nephew’s fragmentsry speech
had completely" upset Doctor Blake—if I
may use the homely simile. He bad known
for some time that Paul had persistently
haunted Dorie’ studio to the scandal of Mra
Mack, and his own secret uneasiness But
that matters had gone s0 far he never
dreamed.

Yet, being a brave man, Dr. Blake crushed
down his rebellious feelinga He hud come
on a mission of peace. A little fines« might
be advisable, for impulsive Doris was not
apt to listen patiently when Mra Mack,
whom she exceedingly disliked, was the
topic. Perhaps he had better begin by
mentioning the invitation that morning re-
oeived and accepted for himself and Doris
toeat their N w Year's dinner with the
Marstons Thus he could lead up to the
topic desired by slow d

*I suppose Doris,” said the Doctor, break-
ing an awkward silence, ‘‘that—e'r—Mra
Mack has told you we are engaged—"

“S8he hus just given me to understand so
—yes,"” coldly interrupted Doria

his was not encouraging. He would beat
about the bush no longer but mention his
errand at onoe.

'| fingers fn seeming ‘confusicn

belp, though as Paul—1. mean she Doctory—
sayshe d'dn't mind the extra cxperse while
he wia single with only himaself to care for.
But now, why—"". | .. @i T aing
. Here Mra. Mack checked herself snd coyly
dropped her ayes to the table cloth,a corner
ot which sho was plaiting between_ lier

i
X

| “Nefther Dr. Biake or’ yourself need fear
heing burdened with nie much longer,” re-
plied’ Doris, with quiet ecoin.. 'And as she
rose and lett the room, Mra Mack smiled |
unpleasantly. : '

“One of us will leave, but i won't be
Althea Mack,” she remarced, in trinmphant
confidence; to herself, But this remains $o

beseen., .

Slowly the old year dragged his lagging
footsteps toward the portal where the New
Year child stood impatiencly awaiting the
departure of his neariy worn-out
ecessor. Doris, cold and silent, saw bat
little of her guardian, who, far graver and

silently noted the frequent comings and
goings of his nephew,who as far as possible
sedlhed to shrink from an interview.

Dr. Blake waited from day to day witha
vain hope that Doris might come to him
with her confidence as in other days. But
the young girl painted steadily at the an-
finished portrait for which — a to
Mrs. Mack—his nephew Paul was, “‘settin,”
and Dr. Blake never again intruded himself
on their presence.

It was the last evening of the old year.
Dr. Blake, thoroughly tired out by an un-
usually hard day’s wor :, was sitting in his
office library looking absently into the open

“NOT MISS DORIS, BUT MRS BLAKE®

fire-place where the flames were dancing a
weird measure in fantastic time to the voice
of the winier wind in the old-fashioned,

“As you know, Doris” again began Dr,
Black, nervously clearing his throat, “Mra
Mack is 8 most excellent housekeeper, and
we—""

Doris’ beautiful face, as pale asdeath, was
suddenly turned toward him, checking his
further explanation.

“I do not care to listen to a recital of Mra
Mack's accomplishments or virtues " cried

offender, her formula of warning was al-
ways the same. Possibly she dreamed that
by patient persistence in this line the Doo-
torin mome unguarded moment might be
led to say: “Then, Mrs Mack, my advice
will be—yourselt. ”

Why not? The widow only acknowledged
to thirty-six, her figure was trim, her face
ot uncomely and she held property in her
ownright In addition to this her ocookery
‘was unequaled, and is itnot recorded that
masculine hearts untouched by personal
charms have been reached through the vul-
&ar medium of the stomach?

“Not being the dirt under Miss Doris’
feet,” acrimoniously continued Mrs. Mack,
before Dr. Blake could speak, “Idon’t pro-
4 being trod on no longer. The idea/”
said the irate lady, with a backward toss of
‘her head; “‘ordering me ont of her study’er
Just because I said her goings on with your
nevew, Paul Blake, was scandalous! Things
bave come to a pretty passin this house, I
think]”

Dr. Blake . groaned in spirit as Mra
Mack sldmmed the door behind her.

“Why can't she let Doris alone,® he mut-
Sered, and when he said “Doris” it was with
& peculiarly tender inflection. But that,

n in which he pretended to stand

Dr. Blake communed with himself for a
moment or -two and then, laying aside the
‘mncut pamphlet, rose and regarded himself

ously in the glass over the mantel

*You're nothing but an old fool, Paul
Blake,” he said, turning abruptly away. Yet
the earnest, scholarly face and dark inscrut-
shle eyes which had returned his brief
glance were by no means deserving of such

Doris, with a passionate resentment unlike
| the Doris he knew—‘she and I are thor-
oughly antagonisticc It does not matter
though,” she swid, with a sudden half pa-
thetic change of voice and manner—‘‘we
shall not trouble each other in the future,
I—-I have accepted an offer I received to-
day and shall no longer be dependent on
‘your—bounty.”

Though stricken to the heart Dr. Blake
was too proud to make any sign. He
waited a moment for Doris to explain
further, but Doris was dumb. Could he
have seen her quivering lips he might have
known the reason.

** I hope you may be happy in your new
life, Doris.” It cost Dr. Blake a tremen-
dous effort to say thia Too well he knew
the weuk will and vacillating purpose of
his nephew, who would never succeed in
his c:ll ng, simply from lack of energy and
application. And this was the man who
had won his pretty ward!

** Thank you,” said Doris, in a low tone.
But, as she suddenly lifted her deep, sharp
eyes to his own, what was it that, for one
brief moment, he fancied he saw in their
inscrutable depths?

All the self-repressed passion of his nat-
ure rose suddenly to the surface. For the
first time in his years of guardiunship, Dr.
Paul Blake forgot to hold hiniself in check.

Crossing the space between them with a
single stride, Dr. Blake seized both Doris’
small hands in his own:

* Doris, my darling—can it be possible?”
he exclaimed, in half bewiiderment.
And his voice, as well as the love-light

wide-mouthed chimney.

Bob, the office boy, siod in a back-ground
of shudow awaiting the Doctor’s commands
for the morrow, vaguely wondering what
had come over his usually genial employer
ot late et S

“May be it's as folks says—that Mis'
Mack’s bound to marry him whether he's
willin’ or not,” soliloquized Bob: “and if he's
afea’rd of that, I don't wonder he’s down in
the mouth.”

But all unconscious of his office boy's
anxiety in his behalf, Dr. Blake sat with
half-closed eyes in the semi obscurity, for a
pinhead of flume from a gas jet at the rear
and the blaze of the wood fire itself alone
relieved the darkness of the room.

A rustle as of a woman's dress caused the
Doctor to give a sudden sturt! At last Doris
had come.

“Dreaniing of your lady love,doctor?”

Alas the voice, simulating an archness en-
tirely forcign to the speaker, was that of
Mrs Mack,who, arrayed as for conquest, ad-
vanced inco the circle of firelight and care-
lessly placed a rather shapely foot on the
fender.

“Well, yea,” was the absent reply. For
Dr. Blake, who, in addition to an unusually
luborious day, had been up with a danger-
ous case nearly all the night Lefore, was in
that curious state between waking and
fleeping, when men see v.gions and dream
dreams, yet are perfectly conscious as to ,
what is going on about them.

Bomething in Dr. Blake's voice and man-
ner caused the fossil remains of an organ
Mrs Mack was pleased to designate as her
heart, to give a dull throb. She had read of
masculine hearts caught at the rebound
By this time Dr Blake knew that h's case
was hopeleas with the chit of a girl he had
been temporarily infaiuated BShould she
str k= while the iron was hot?

“‘When Miss Doris and your nephew are
married, you and I Doctor wlll be left quite

shining from his eyes, supplied what was
lacking of furtier speech

A flood of tell-tale crimson suffused the
fair girl’s brow, cheeks and neck.

remark Butin comparison with

** How dare you—I hate you, Dr. Blake,”
8he impetuously cried, in the same breath
And wrenching herself from his detaining
grusp, Doris, hiding her hot face in her
hands, burst into an agony of weeping.

Well would dismayed Dr. Blake have de-
sired to kiss away her tears, as when Doris
was a tiny maiden. But—she hated him;
that settled it Exhaling a sigh, which
seemed to come from his boot-soles, the |
doctor turned, and made his way hastily |
down-staira Doris waited till the echo of
his footsteps had died away; then, drying
her eyes on a diminutive handkerchief, she
stamped her amall foot with considerable

energy.

“I am nothing but a young tool® she
said, with an unconscious echo of a similar
admission on Dr. Blake's part a little be-
fore. The adjectives only being changed

Removing the cloth from the partly-com-
pleted portrait, Doris seized her palette
and with the ghost of a tender smile on her
quivering lips fell to painting with nervous
haste.

“I must finish it before New Year's,® she
said to herself And resolutely crowding
down her emouons, Doris worked steadily
till dinner time

To her relief Dr. Blake was absent mak-
ing his professional round Mra Mack
glanced at the traces of recent tears on
Doris’ pale cheek with ill-concealed tri-
umph as the young girl, bending over her
plate, made a pretense of eating.

*The Doctor says you're thinking of leav-
ing us,” smoothly remarked the widow,after
vainly waiting for Doris to break the
silence. j

“Yea,” was the coldly monosyllabio reply.
z:n. may be it's foz. the' bubt\.; responded

Mack, steadily eyeing shrinkiog
victim, “for maturally you don't feel like

! Doctor’s neck, about

alone!” said Mra. M ck, with a tender look,
which was ent rely lost on the D octor, who
had subsided into his w king slnmber. As
in a v:sion he again suw Doris’ deep eyes
look ng into his own with Lhe strange in-
tensity which once before had thrilled him
through and through And, extending his
arms, Dr. Blake said, aloud:

“My darlingz—come."”

Mra Macksaw no visiog The outstretched
arms were & joyful reality. Bo also was
the tender invitation; and without an in-
atant of delay she literally fed on the
which her arms
clasped themselves with considerable te-
nac A
“P-Paul,” she sobbed, hysterically, “now 1
shall never leave youn—never!” and olung
the tighter to the scarcely awakened doc-
tor as Beb, thinking matters had gone guits
far enough, suddenly turned up the gas!
Now~ Doris had chosen (hat evening to tall
her guardian of her future plans Perhaps,
t00, she m:ght learn from his own lips that
there was some mistake as to his matri-
monial intentions,

Her foot was on the library threshold as
Bob threw the glow of gaslight on the in-
teresting tableau I bave just mentioned
And casting one glanca thereat, Doris ficd
up-stairs to her room. But h .d sue:

a moment, Doris would have heard Dr.
Blake ntter something akin -0 mild profan-
ity, aud seen him rise to his feet so snddenly
as to neurly precipitate the ciinging widow
over a hassock! 5
“Mrs. Mack?” he sternly exclaimed, but the
lady, forcibly overcome by a sense of maid-
enly modesty, had fled.

“And Miss Doris see it alll” said Bob, in

more pre-oocupied than was his wont, |

| parlor New Year's night impatiently await-

i doctor, with freezing politeness.

;ouja - Duris the Sret thing in mom

ibg snd explain 1t :
%ln & couple of hours atter suurise Dr.

{Riske opened his heavy eyes on Naw Year's

morn, they rested at once on. a framed por-

tralt against the opposits wall
Where _It'comtmn Wgom it in-

For a closer view showed the Dooctor that
the general contour of the features were his
own. 80 also was the blonde mustache, but
here to his own mind the resemblance
ceased The likeness hetween himself and
his nephew Paul had often been comment-
ed on.  This picture might have been Paul
with twenty years added to his age, or him-
self with ten subtracted

With a sad smile Doctor Blake read the
fnscription on a card pinned on the frame.

A New Years' gift for my (*dear” erased)
guardian from his (“affectionate” erased)

ward

“Itis plain that Doris’ forte is not por-
tralt painting,” he said, with a very audible
sigh And then wondering how he should
introduce the awkward explanation he was
meaning to make, the doctor weut down to

breakfast,

Replying rather curtly to Mra Mack’s af-
fectionate New Year's greeting, Dr. Blake
looked about the room.

*M.ss Doris not down yet?® he said, with
affected carelessness.

Mra Mack drew herself up primly.

* Barah tells me, Doctor, that at sunrise
this morning she let Miss Doris odt at the
front door fully dressed for traveling and
carrying a large hand sachel. 8he gave no
explanation, but simply sald she was going
away for good, and in due time would write
us And from the fact that our milkman
saw Mr. Paul Blake with a young lady who
exactly answers her description getting into
the Boston train at 6:45, I incline to the
opinion that they have gone off to get mar-
ried.”

Dr. Blake, who had himself well in hand,
made no audible comment on this surpris-
ing bit of news, which in reality was the
final blow to his vague hopea “And Mrs.
M ck, tucking a tiny, tear-blotted note ad-
dressed to Dr. Paul Blake a little further
down in her pocket, noted with inward sat-
isfaction that his appetite appeared in no
way impaired by what he had heard

“We will have a talk- when I come in
from my calls, Mra. Mack,” he said, with his
usual courtesy; butthe widow thought she
detected an undertone of warmth in his
speech, and her hopes ran higher than

ever.

Bob was waiting the doctor’s appearance
in the office with manifest impatience. 1.
was evident that he had nerved himself up
to the fulfillment of some important duty,
regardless of consequences

“Look here, Doctor,” he said, in acautions
undertone, the moment Dr. Blake had
closed the door behind him; “there's things
that’s got to be sald, whether you think I'm
a interferin’ with what's none of my biz-
ness or not.  Fust and foremost, you've let
Mis' Mack drive Miss Doris away from the
house —"

“Nothing of the sort, Bob,” sharply inter-
rupted Dr. Blake “Miss Doris has—has
run off with my nephew, Puul, to be mar.
ried.”

‘* Beggin' your pardon, but she ain't,
coolly returned Bob, who was nothing if
not blunt spoken. ‘' Mr. Paul's been an'
'loped with Judge Haynes’ daughter, which
isn't only eighteen years old, and the Judge
is jest wild about it; every body’s talkin' of
it down-town.” ’

Dr. Blake fell mnto the mnearest chair
and sat staring speechlessly at Bob, who,
with great inward gusto, went on:

* Beems he told Miss Doris all abont it,
and she tried to get him off the notion, but
twasn’t no use. Bo he'n Miss Haynes has
Rone off to Boston to get married, and Miss
Doris she’s took the train to Portland, where
she's had a offer for to teach music and
drawin’ in the Presbyterian Institute.”

“How do you know all this, Bob?®"
hoarsely demanded Doctor Blake, feeling
as though every thing was slipping from
under his feet: y

**Didn't Miss Doris tell me last mighi
when she got mme to hang your p.cwi
in your bed-room on the sly, and she crying
like her heart was a-breaking?” boldly re-
turned Bob; *‘and didn’t she say she hadn’t
no home here any longer, mow that you
was goin’ to muary Mra Muck? But I've
writ a note that'll explain it all.’ she says,
* and Doctor Blake’ll find it under his plate
in the morning—"

‘‘Doctor Blake did not wait for further
explanations. Ten minutes later he had
lefs the house, caught the 9:15 express for
Portland, and reached there by 11 a m.

»* * * * L ] » L ]

Dressed in her best, Mra. Mack sat in the

ing Dr. Blake's coming. Bhe knew that he
had been invited to dine out, and his pro-
longed absence did not surprise her. 8o
absorbed was Mra Mack in a pleasant day
dream that she did not notice the arrival
and departure of a hack which had depos-
ited a gentleman and Jady at the door. That
the gentleman was Dr. Blake was evident
by the fact that he let himself and his com.
paoion in with a night key. Who the lady
might be is probably apparent to the dullest
couiprehension,

Btill taken up with her castle building the
widow, blissful.y tnconscious of im

pending ruin, turned her head languidly as
the door opened.

*Dr. Blake—and M:ss Doris.”

This was the startled exclamation which
fell from the widow’s lips as she sprang to
her feet.

*'Not Miss Doris, but Mra. Blake,” said the
“We wes e
married in Portland this afternoon. And”—
before Mra. Mack could scream—*let me ad |
that as you see I have made my cholce as
to which of you two should remain under
my roof, I shall have to request yon to take

your departure at the earliest opportunity—

perhaps you can guess why.”

Mra, Mack gasped, but nothing came of it.

Though speechless with baffled rage and

shame she hurried out of the room banging

the door behind her till every pane of glase

rattied.

But an earthquake would not have dis-

turbed the bappiness of the newly-married

oouple who sat side by side in front of the

cheerful blaze.

*If I were not guite so young,” sald Doris,

a little regretfully,in a pause of the cunver-

sation after the mutual explanations had all

been gone over again. c

audible soliloguy, as he stood staring in a
dased sort of way at the open door.
“Go to bed, Bob,” sharply commanded Dr.

8 y
abstraction that Mra Mack, who was the,
pink of propriety, shonld have thrown her-

being beholdea to any one longer'n you can

v

self into his arms? Good Heavens, what a
terxible situation! Come what might he

the alom;o I painted of you look old?”
"

“If I were not quite so old,” said the
Doctor,with a quiet smile.
*0ld,” was the in

. GQONTAGIOUS DISEASES. = |
Whiat Sanitation- Coa Do Toward. Pre- . .
- vemting the Outbreak of Epidemics. .

.The Sanitarian. of the present day
makes no less claim for his art than
that it is‘capable of preventing the oe-’
currence of disease in a very great
degree, and where it can ‘mot ac-
complish ‘this, it so diminishes the:
oumber and fatality of cases as al-
most to ‘banish epidemics. . We are
sometimes et with the assertion that
there are many of the communicable
diseases that arisé ‘independent of in-
sanitary conditions, and therefore this
defense against them is only partial or
incomsiderable. ;

The first reply to this is that there is
reason to believe that most of the com-
munictble diseases that now arise from
contagion were originally produced by
insanitary conditions. ' The more we
look into the history of epidemics the
more it is found that the first: recogni-
tion of the ‘disease has been amid the
mcst insanitary . surroundings. The
plague began amid scenes of squalid
wretchedness. = Typhus and typhold
fevers have their beginning and their
chief residences in the fonlest locali-
ties. Cholera had its beginning amid
the crowded pilgrimages along the
Ganges. Ycllow feveris claimed by
many to have been born on African
ships and to be a mongrel formed -
from the jungle fever of Africa and
the ship fever of foul holds. Scarlet
fever is so intensified by proximity to
slaughter-houses and accumulations of
foul animal matter that it has been
claimed to originate therefrom. Diph-
theria in its origin has been distinctly
traced to a foul system of dealing with
stored human odor.

While after a disease has secured
such a type as to become practically a
new and permanent disease it is gen-
erally first: introduced into a locality
by contagion, this does not prove that
its very first existence was not de-
-endent on filth.

But a still more important and prac-
tical point, for the present, in the
actual management of diseases is, that
those diseases which now mostly occur
from a previous case depend for their
number and malignancy on the in-
sanitary conditions which they find.
Like all plants and all animals,
they seek the places where they
can feed th> best, or where their
existenco is not imperded. It is
well known that these low forms
of vegetable life which seomed
to be ‘identified with disense
flourish best amid fonl air and
the products of decay. The power
of air and ventilation is such
that these. forms wither and
quickly perish. It has been proved
that in a well-ventilated and clean
room scarlet fever is not transmissible
ten feet. There is good reason to be-
lieve thut most of the contagia perish
upon free exposure to pure oxygen.
The fact of contagion often points to
some artificial mode of preservation of
the virns. Where every advantage is
taken in the line of cleanliness and of
complete purification of the nir we are
constantly finding that our control of
epidemics is complete. We do not
always prevent individual cases, but
we do prevent epidemics.

There ie such a thing in sanitation
as removing the combustible material
and even of making the building fire-
proof. This does not banish fire but i
does make it inoperative for the pur-
poses of general conflagration. Just
80 sanitary art may not destroy every
micro-organism, but the free air will
put out many s spark and cause many
another one to light on surroundings
or on persons where no blaze will occur.
Depend upon it our power to put out
many diseases or to prevent their spread
and even to render them only a slight
scorch to those on whom they fall, is
fully equal to our modern methods of
preventing destruction or damage by
fire. But we mustbe ready beforehand.
We must deal with the locality in ad-
vance. We must make persons and
places disease-proof. If, as is often
the case, we fail to do so completely
we must 80 far succeed as that we re-
strain. We must also be ready with
all our appliances in advance to meet
and limit attack. Where we find cities
that have adopted this plan we have a
life-saving brigade as effectual in that
direction as ever has been a fire brig-
ade to prevent or restrain fires. We
are constantly accumulating ?‘denoe
that many diseases are wiffiin the
range and duty of human control.
This duty devolves mostly and de-
pends mostly on' thorough sanitary
administration. 1t is to this, supple-
mented by prompt treatment, that we

are to trust for that control over pesti-

lential diseases which wid enable us to

meet them at their first approach, and

to have them not find ready places for

development. This is the method al-

ready begun and which already records

the niost satisfactory results.—N. Y.

Independent.

—Narrow streets are best for people

of bad habits,. When a man has t
walk home on both sides of a very wide
street it takes all nj
Heayune,

ght to ‘get there.—




