HOW MISS MARGARET VIAS KEPT

: BY JENNIE M. BINGHAM

Madam, you are on the wrong train.

The young woman looked up from
her little volyme of Browning very sud- .
denly, felt a shiver go down her spmal
column., ;

“What shall I do?”

“(Get off at the next crossmg and
. walk over to the other statum and get

S

2 .

>

it'near? ”
L N,o
““In what dn'ect:on?
4“1 don't know.” | ' :
He pulled the rope-bell and this prctty
~girl in the neat shlrt-watst suit was, put:
off. It is a very d:sagreeable sensa-
txon to be “put off.” &
‘Miss Margaret Leonard stood by the
track with her trim umbrella and heavy‘
~shopping-bag . and looked after the van-

- jshing rear car. Her dainty boots loak-
ed out of place on the dusty rozd. - Curi-
ously enough  her. verse that “fnorning

had ‘been, “He shall give his angels
charge over thee to keep thee in all thy:
ways.”

Strange sort of ‘keepmg te be,
dumiged in the ditch in a strange conn(s?;,.
‘iate in the aiternoon of a June day. me
* person was in Slght, and - towhmd
‘Ma.rgpret move - gratefully. - . He" was
" the gateman, smoking an old clay pipe. :

ﬁ u}d not answer her questlon for a full
: ‘?‘V- ,mmnm “but took out his pipe and stared
"hard at the sweet face. :
; “AWill you please ‘dlrect me to the
e i f-,v(':mss Valley. station? ™
{4 you see. that yaller house?”
Mérgate} ) ,' d_her eyés and saw it,
far away acrosé thz fields. VL
.1"’ s-“ When yz git th:re ye’ll see the

o
"..‘-;' She was going on w:th a “Thank you,
2 w.hm she stopped with a sudden
% thgwght. Perhaps’ it might be an op-
¥ portunit
.+ Oh, noj; afteral

% \,. »place.

~ a_ preacher. But still she hesitated,
b ot | rcmember one ‘time,” she said pleas-
antly, ‘when 1 asked some _one the
_way to heavcﬂ, and the answere*was Just
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" you. -Good-bye,” and the yg woman

" man in her heart, started do
- der path.

 murmured, “
coff,” and as a Sweet mm above

gress.” .

he -smiled on him so brightly ‘that he

y to say a word for her Master. :
it would ‘be out of -

and she did not want to'pass for :

son. T'd like % go ’long to thé good
place with her. ~ I'm going to think
more about it. Wish I'd hvcd bétter we

*ON, that train, 'to be sure.. Thank

grasped her bag, hoisted her umbrella,
and with a little prayer for'thq old gate-
the cin-

Miss Margaret Léonavd co;ﬁd not heip
noticing that it was a rare June day. —
“ Then if ever come perfect days,” she
even if Mdm get putA

her wazblcd iorﬂrrﬁpturously, and sang

_tself away up into”the infinite blue of

héaveng thonght of Browmng’s
bmd of wh:ch she was readmg when the
"conductor startled her $o, the bird which -

wings and sings,” and shows us how

_ body helps . soul and soul helps _body
. She was=sure that Brownmg was true,

"'zmd that the singing of her soul wes
~helping her body “to wing ” that after-
‘noon, else she would be more tired wnth
her heavy bag along that dusty path.
The “yaller house” looked still far
off and uﬁat&mable, hke the pwtures of
‘the Celegtnsl Csty in “ Pilgrim’s  Pro-
| . However a sudden m&m
jbrought 1t mr,wand there, set ‘out- fniﬁ
tlie'tmd@e of the ﬁtld, stood a Mtk,dry
gbod; box of a statior ltaqtmlly con-

“tained two” m. a ‘Vtmy tlcket-agent’sfw

~ room:- atld a w,antmg—room. R, s
There vias ‘one other passenger,
young man thh “fine_ clothes and a
dreadful eough “W hen she went in, he
‘was studying a railway mnp on“the wall,'
. probably tyymg to- ﬁn;l me country
- where he might get a new pa,u' of lungs.

‘When he had finished wﬁs»&iﬂ-’ '

‘way line on the westerf
/ down on- the bench an
face with his hat.

Margaret noﬁbed the Sm hnes Cof
cuiture and the high-born air, although
‘the face. was thin  and sank;n and
~anxioms, cqy

The gxcket~agmt was. 2 gxrl who did
not have a large business, and so she

A}

ronage.
“I have a ttcket thank yau,”

swered Miss Margaret, not faﬂmg“a b:t

 that dwell mengm' shall bemvm'thm §
iniquity. ‘And “God shall wipe away all |

; crying; ne:‘ther ‘shall there be any more

' 4' " The old lady sat down on the seat

" tears :oﬂed“‘ﬁown from’ ‘the. faded blue

“ventured to_solicit. sts Margarets pat- \

tears from #heir eyes; and there shall. ; Ef 7
be no more death, neither sorrow nor

pam for the former things are passed
A:‘id there shall be no more
curse but the throne of God and eof the
Lamb shaﬂ be in it; and his servants
shall serve ham. ~And they shall see his
face, and h!s name shall be in their
fOreheadl And there shall be no night
‘there; and they need no candie, neither -
‘lignt of the sun; for the Lord God giv-
eth them. hght ‘and they shall reign ’for
“ever and ever.”

Very early in the reading the»ﬁdt was '
slowly raised, and the big . sunken eyes |-
~opened. " What sort of girl was this;
readmg the Biblé in a public. place té
an old woman - who had forgotten her
spectacles? - ‘He listened and . looked.
Not a syllable of aB ‘the blessed" words
escaped him. f{ !p- had ever known
them, ig was so long ago that he had.
form them entirely. He not;ced
‘the neat, fine ﬁgure and the -dainty boot:]
and beautniui face, and wondered if that
‘was; the sort of girl who read the Bible, | .
a@ :Was famalxar mth itwh thmgs as- :

coufemd that xf "Was ﬁot a tnt dlsagree-
“able, and then ‘the voice was so musical.?

.and’, was iwkmg straight up into ‘the |
young womahn’s face, while two fugmve-

3

eyes. And “when the sweet voice rea,d
the last verse, shé-murmured: = = )
4 Xes, yes, to be sure, and w:ped. hg: HE
eyes . meditn}wely. “Them’s blessed | ™Y
verses, young: woman, an’ I'm aﬁ'om ST
there,” and she settled back on the old“»
bench with.a loék of sweet-content.. |-
b ‘indeed,” “answered Miss Mar- i
, garet, as she took her: seat and opened
herboolt ’“thcbest of all is,—it’s true.” | "U° T
" Just here the train whistled, and the % ;
depot frio boarded iit. - A
‘The young man took .a chair: ~m the,f o ko
parlor-car, ‘and in a few days was_ land- |- A
“ed in a far Colorado city, where. he fail- | :
*cd’to find the strength he. ‘sought, but
wherc he bmﬁd the old, old Book, néw

el

REs | -‘-,“5,; as easy to under&tam'l as your answer :ﬁ;‘:“:‘: On‘ftl?:hg tip?get questmn; M. aud_v s m Sin it 583“‘ the
§ i  to-day. It was my. Smurxda3!-!%:1!6!01 teach-. “had_been “put off” a A R T that da,y - sed words which the sweet . vmce
» “er, ind ahe told_me to uﬁng 1691’»!9 Christ ¥ pus. m‘%m l;gdrhr ght to ‘him that Juﬁe{hy
“for my best friend,. 3“4 obey his word. Foe an;ofd‘lady | iﬂ‘ n nhﬁ‘ cy- ingy htde statior at Cross V‘aﬂey. B i
- That was simple, wasn’t it? And Lve Basket . w0 and; e Blier fﬂ MM Margaret wemback to the. Ao
ot m ver /- looked about the room in a \g;’ry sociable - oy
Pl R A nﬂzﬂm oWk s way and em&ntl” wanted to visit, but ctty to start her journey again ‘next ,
since.” - : : LT LT R Cdase neyef Rnowing - how: saiely and 2O
“ Huh," 'grunted the old man not un- th;mmg man -} covmd his - face " divinely she had been kept in Ill Hee | 00
~ pleasantly, looking - at -~ her admiringly, :‘;0 % youug “’W ’m‘ﬁg e >;;Iw Omard R
' wand 1 reckon ye’ll git there. it’s made ° " oy B ~4 i |
for sech-like folks as-ye.” , She m"l::g attrta;:cd:;ly W ” i ok : .ﬁ ﬂ {0 |
“It is made especially for you, 1 RS IACKES. N TC BTy o{m ’hf, m us’WwdsTM HMMGIM m
thmk » ¢he said gently, looking at the appeared at the ticket-wind e
Elad” fhds dnd- B ent’ shoulders a5 “ Miss, what are these verses out ‘The number of obsolete words that
e wrin e: hands, *“becavse you habe. . bere? I declare I left my specs in the ‘are to be found in a complete dictionary |
::Z:{:e e har, 4 and grown so tired, stand-drawer an’ I can’t read a- word . of the English language is considerably
(e _and have found that this world has lots of ‘em.” o NN ! larger M the people have any idea of.’
i of trouble in it, and isn’t.a good. place’ The tncket-glrl looked out ind — rowned The {following letter, . wriften by an-
o “to stey in for ever, and $o you need the and turned away, as thugh sh _dsd not aﬂ;sed poet to an ‘editor who had treat-
B T rest %;d comfort ;)f heaven, don’t you, hear, gr was too ‘busy, 4;0 ’t@y - ”d eod his poetry with derismn furmshes
.5 Ol %mw? # W% - placards for an iold Jady who' had some idea of them: .
g 1 T’}"'e old man had laid his p:pé down her , spectacles = in . the sumd dx:gwér Sir. ;Y&m have"behaved hkc an tm— ‘
C ‘on the stool and was blowing his nose Margaret put by h" ‘book ‘hastilyj as Mm’ scrogle! Like those ~who,

Py

; ~.;'v1gorously with his old pandanna hand-
* kerchief, as the sw eet voice talked on.
But he only saad
“You'll lose your train, miss, an’’ 't‘
¥ could git away, d carry that thar

bundle oyer for you.” .
He was thinking to himself: “ Well

now, if she ain’t a queer sort o' per- e

»

pomtcgi air.

e ',» -

&
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“the kind v q,

&argaret _over curiously. *
They were Scﬂpturg ymes

-

the old hdy faced about wftlﬁ‘a disap- envious .of any moral celsitude, . carry
“Oh, may I rcad them for ybu’ 2 said

“Yes, yes, read ot ha!d the o'd
* lady, brxghtening, and looking qu .Sir,

their tnglicity to the height of creating |
symposically the fecund ‘words ~which
‘my polymathic genius uses with uberity
ta abhnte the tongues of the weetless!
you have crassly parodied my own
pet wo:ds, though they were trans-

fes




