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K r ort when the natives | Tower, a fantastic wooden ecot She had forgotten her disappoint- | he cared for me. And to. t he
A RECLUSE- ;rdofo P‘uton?illf him. with & semi-circular fronf, w ment; but, artist-like, she had |asked me to marry him, and he is to
OEFORT, A MISSING| ‘Leaving this inhospitable island | was let for the summer. The owner | thrown herself into her occupation | come here fo-morrow moming to
o it i : he went to Japan, and landed there | thereof “to _live in a|with g interest, and she|see father. ,
ALV without” money or friends, having | square brick structure in the vil-| wasstirring ths creams with aguick,| Do you love him?” said Granny -
N JAPAN | no know. the or the e. - enegertic hand, when a step crossed | Rameay, huskily. _
AND HOW HE WAS FOUND 1 customs of country, a lone son he little eide door was open and | the threshhold. And liu.c’_ hel answered:
SURBOUNDED BY A FAMILY OF | of Thegpis from afar and with his | Rachel went in. From the left of| ¢ Here are some fresh trout, Brid-| ¢Yes!”

THIRTEEN WIVES.

Some years ago George Paunce-
fort ws.aﬁ; celebrated actor in this

heart bowed down with a weight of | the way, a door o into
woe. At that time there was no|the kitchen, and there, to her infl-
freaty between the countries, and | nite amazement, she saw Miss Alice
the Japanese tooek no steck in for-| Calhoun herself, in the wmsthetic

get, to surprise your mistress,’” said
a clear voice. |

And to her infinite amazement,
Harold Haroldson gtood before her,

“Then God bless you, my child,

end give you both a long and happy
life!” said the
smoothing the girl’s b

old lady, wsoftly
right head.

and particularly celebrated | o; However, Pauneefort felt | dress of pale sage-green, and roges | in .his hunting costume, with a| And every one was satisfled, ex-
:-?ﬁﬂ’mmﬁy, in thi play Stil :hnt he had come to stay. He was | in her hair mntumglnting & pair of | fishing rod lightly balanced on his h cept the ladies of the Tower.~—
Waters Run Deep, and years 8g0|g man of fact and intelligence, and dmpltatui fowls which lay on the | shoulder. - elen Forrest Graves.
Pauncefort disappeared from the) gt onee set about acquiring the lan- | table. “I’m not Bridget,” eaid the gir] . PP SEE—
gaze of the American people, and | gpage, in the meantime sustaining| “Miss Alice!” she exclaimed. laughing but still stirring onj “I’m A BIG SHRINKAGE. i
perhaps nobody that ew him ﬁm by writing sketches of the| “Isthat you, Rachel,” cried the el.” A
would ever have known what had Europeans and having them trans- | cily young lady, pouneing on harF ¢“Miss Ramesay!” he exclaimed, THE following from the  Boston
become of him had it not been for | 1ated, Subsequentiy he learned the | as a8 drowning man pounces on the | lifting his cap. *“How in the name Gobe beters Rihiont BAbE Lo s wal
Joseph Arthur, now in Cleveland | janguage well enough to go through | nearest floating straw. “Oh, I never |of all that is wonderful came you & FOPNEE TS o a well
as the agent for Willie Edouin’s|the country lecturing. He knew | was so to see anybody in &ll| here?” known *““Libaral” gentleman of this
Sparks Company. something ot medicine, and when | my life! These horrid hens! Bridget| And then, not without humor, city, who took a trip to the East

A Herald msn Lud & conversa-) jecturing failed him he took to doc. | has gone away in a rage because I| Rachel detalled the manner and in-

tion with Mr. Arthur, in which he
related the singular manner and
the singular place in which h;
found Pauncefort. “I found him,
gaid Mr. Arthur, “awsy back in the
interior of beautd’ful Japan. He had
thirteen wives—natives—and seems=
ed to be hlpr in the possession of
a charming tea plantation.”

““How did you discover him?” ask-
ed the reporter.

“It wa;’;uraly incidental. Three
other persons and myself went in-
land to visit the celebrated prehis-
toric statue of Buddha, at Diabusta.
We traveled by moonlight in the
only conveyance in that country, a
sort or perambulator, hauled by the
natives. At midnight the moon
was hidden by clouds; in a short
time we fonnd ourselves in the

midst of a storm and sought shelter | play

under the eaves of the first house
we came to, The climate was mlild

and being weary we fcll &sleep.
Daylight Eﬁ‘ﬂcﬂl a charming scene,

The house, 1 could liken to nothing
buf a large bird cage, was In the
midst of the undulating rice flelds,
intersected at regular spaces by lit-
tle narrow streams of water, kissed
by the overhanging branches of

bush and tree, and spanned by nu-
-like bridges—a place

merous fairy
in fact, that recalled youthful Fairy
land to my mind.

“WThe owner of this house and
these lands was George Paunce-
fort, the English actor, whose play-
ing had been witnessed by audiences
in all the large cities of the United
States, and some of your old thea-

tre-goers here may remember him.”’
“And what took this man to Ja-
pan?” inquired the reporter,
““That,” sald Mr. Arthur, ¢js
something of a mystery. He is now
an oclogenarian and something of a
recluse. When I saw him he step-
ped to his door in the early morn
clad in a semi-Japanese garb, with
long, flowing footong and calash.
He wore nosheoes. His form was
erect, his hair and mustache snow
white, his countance of a florid hue,
“‘He did notseem to beeither glad
or sorry to see us, and we rather in-
vited ourselves in. And as he stood
80 silent and grave I mentally said,

‘John Mildmay’ Behind him stood
his wife, You have saked me,” said

Mr. Arthur, ““why he was found in |

sach an out-of-the-way corner of the
globe? I cannot answer that direct-
Iy, but I think domestic difficulties
drove him there. It was alleged that
he had two wives previous to going

toring, and jestingly said to me that
he believed” he had succeeded in his
medical career in Japan in killing
thres or four hundred pwtrla. Final-
ly he joined a band of native actors,
assuming with great power some of
the leading roles in the Japanese
drama, which he pronounces super-
jfor in development of
plot and sublimity of language
to  either the French or
German dramas, Thrice he as-
sumed in the native tongue the role
of Yura, the hero of the historical
drama of Japan, a character analo-
to our Hamlet, and played be-
the Mikado. As a result of the
performance he received unstinted
raise from the writers and poets of
t country. Af his suggestion I
was led to secure a translation of the
which is entitled Ronins, and
it will be produced in this country
next season.’’

“Why did he retire to the tea
plantation and get married so multi-
tudaously?” asked the Herald man.

“His acting led to an accesszlon of
wealth and fame. He then came to
the conclusion to seftle down and
sealed to himeelf & wife—a beautiful
Japanese woman—of what is known
as the Damie, noble, or the long
nosed class,

““They are as white in complhxion
as any European, and noted for their
beauty. He then bought a tea and
rice plantation, and when I visited
him he was employing about 150 or
200 laborers, and living a life of ease
nnttll lq:iuryi, I‘{a mun:iulatﬂd his
other wives by I m
but 3]] the wnma:lg u:.:gad msﬁ?
ting along withcut domestic jars.
At all evente, Pauncefort has had
én experience few Englishmen have
had, and, what i= more, seems in.
clined to stay in his Asiatic home.”

-

“MAID-OF-ALL-WORK.”
Rachel Rameay looked very pret-

e ———

Y | ty, indeed as she came down the

narrow wooden etaircase in the lit-
tle brown farm house that afternoon
dressed In a white muslin dress,
strewn all over with tiny pink rose-
buds, and a freeh face frill around
her neck. tled with pink ribbon,
while her pretty feet were buttoned
into a new pair of boots, with high

French haahi and her hair was curl-
{ ed in loose, glossy coills of shinlng

e, .
¢Eh!” said Granny s look-
ing up from her everlasting knit-

away—one in London and one in|ting-work, over which she was half

San Francisco. At all events, he
was a great admirer of the fair sex,
and after disappearing was not
heard from until I found him in
Japan,” -

“‘ How dld he treat you?”

“When we went into the househe
only uttered three words: ‘My
wives, gentlemen;” but during our
stay did not in the presence of the
other parties express an opinion on
any subject, or join in the conversa-
tion; but subsequently I had a pri-
vate conversation wilh him, in
which he told me many things re.
garding his past life, probably be-
cause he was a Mason and discover-
edi was one. He came to this
counfry from England in. 1857, and
made & great reputation as an actor,
When the frouble referred to oc-
curred, he started for the Orient as
chief officer of a merchant vessel] |
and the vessel was wrecked off the
island of Formosa, near the north-
ern coast of China. He was rescued
by the nalives, who were not abso-
lute Cninese, but a sort of “hybrid
race, a croza between the Chinese
and Coreans, and were exceedingly
savage, 20 much so that had it not
been for & Hollander who had locat-
ed there, and become friendly with,

Pauncefort would not have escaped
with his life,

asleep; “goin, to church hey?”

“It isn’t Sunday, grandma,” ex-.

Bllzined the girl, laug

“I’m
gee Miss Calthoun. BShe jhas often
invited me there—she and Miss
Bell,”

“Pshaw!” said Granny Ramsay,
who was one of those vunmbl:‘fveo-
ple .?ri?ﬂegod to speak their nds
of all occasions; ““what do the fine
city ladies at the Tower want of s
farmer’s daughter like you?”

“gut, grandma, they’ve imvited
me!

“If reminds me,” said grandma,
shrewidly, “of the old story of the|
iron pot and the china pot swim-
ming down stream together and
they don’t nowise suit,”

_ Rachel gaid no more, but ;uelfed
into the shady lane, where the
maples were beginning to turn pale
yellow in the first September frosts,

“Grandma is always criticising
everybody,” she thought. *I know
the ladies at the Tower wi!l be glad
tosee me. Miss Alice wants to
tketch my bead for ‘Elaine,” and
Miss Bell asked me to eing duets
with her. Shesaid I had a voice

'1

and color- | perha
ing to the Tower, to|the drift

{pale blue eyes and a perpetual

presumed to find faulf with the
coffee this morning, and we have
got company to dinner, and I
baven’t an idea how toget the
feathers of these creatures. Bat
now ; that you are here, every-
thing will be right!* _
And she shook off the big bib-
apron, and sfepped back with a
gsigh of relief. . - |
hel looked perplexed. She|
had come there, not to enact the
roll of the kitchen maid, but to
visit Miss Calhoun, to it in her |
drawing room and enjoy the con-
versation of her guests, and ghe did
not exactly relish this fummsry
dismieeal to the kitchen.
“‘There is soup stock,” went on
Miss Alice, “and a salade, and a de-

licate plece of halibut, and with the | ning in the kitchen this

with a friend whose averdupois ;
was nof much different to his own,

He was former'y in business nota

ou,” #aid| hundred miles from First South

Haroldson, bris fying a second _ 4
bib apron sround his hunting euit. Btreet, but has lately =old out and

“I used to be a pretty good hand at | retired. 3
spider and gridizon when I eamped| ¢“Eating is largely a matter of
out .on e Capsuptic, vp in|habit. None of us need more than
Maine,” half the food we eat,”” Thes ;

Bat you’re not engaged,” e2id | was a gentleman from BSalt Lake
Rachel, half-pleased, half-frighten-| City, new visiting professional’
ed. . . friends in Boston. The interviewer,

“I can volunteer,” obeerved the |just from the table, where he had
young man, “Give me the oil and | dined tco heartily, perhaps felt the
vinegar, and you will gee whata|force of the remark more just at
dressing a la mayonnaise. I can|tbat iime than he would at most
provide for that salad o’ yours.” eny other. “Noj I’ve no desire to
. And if ever a pair of cooks spen! a| be interviewed. I don’t care to be
delightful,uncoventional sort of mor- | presented to the pubtic as a mon-
pair did. strosity, but [ have been remarkably

cidents of her capture.

i .1 am the maid-of-all-work, if you

please,” she sald, with a cartsy.,
““Then let me help y

|

fculs roasted, and a pie ora pudding,
or semething which I dare eay you
can make, we shall do very nicely.
I’m particularly anxious about the

er, because we zre to have

company. You’ll excuse me now
because I have to dress.

|

They laughed, they made inno-|sucoessfal in decreasing the amount
cent ]lokee, they behaved like two|[of my flesh, which had become a
gchool children, burden to me.” ,g

And at Iast when Rachel ran out| ¢“Something after the Banting
into. the garden to gather some |system, or did you take any of tha'_g

And away tripped Miss Alice, sel-
fish and smiling as ever was Queen
Cleopatra’s self,

Poor Racheli! She stood a minute
in the hot kitchen, the tears spring-
ing to her eyes,a pang of disap-
pointment at her heart. She knew
all about it. Harold Haroldson and
Mr. Dallas were to dine there that
day, she—she was to be ecook, wait-
ress, maid of all work—what si
fled it what she called herself? She
rememberedwhat zrandma had said,
and for once in her life gave thaf

venerable lady ercdit for discrimin-)

ation.

There was no help for it, however,
She tied on the bib-apron, tucked
the curls back of her ears, and went
to work to prepare the chickens for
the roasting pan, now and then
Eausing to brush away the round

right tears which rolled down her
cheeks,

These young ladies evidently in-
tended to make her useful. She
might have known that they did,
befocrehand. She could hear the
goft sonnd of Bell Calhoun’s guitar;
the sweet, subdued tinkle of Alice’s
laughter; the deep, monotonous un-
der-current of gentlemen’s voices;
and then she glanced down at her
pretty muslin dress and bows of
ribbon, and began to think that
Calboun had taken an unfair ad-

gni- ]

Reles | ton

waler cresses tn deck the newly |‘anti.fat’ remedies 80 common?” -
roasted fowls. Mr. Haroldson heard4 I discounted Banting, following l-!
the voice of Mies Bell Calhoun call- | much more rigid course. You »
ing down the stairway: said the gentleman, with a self-
satisfactory chuckle,” it came about
this way. Iamonly flve feet sev

““‘Rachel! Rachell! you may serve

the dinner. KEvery one is here but

that tiresome Haroldson!” inches high, with bones as small ag
those of & woman, and two years
ago I measured fifty-eight inches

“And he’s here. too,”” calmly re-
sponded that gentleman, who was
about the waist, twenty-four inches
round the neck 1 3
ter-

washing Lis hands at the pump,
¢‘Gracious, what a Eu]lar!” in
i'-"\.

““What!” cried Bsll, shrilly.
““The cook and butier are expect- |
jected tte interviewer. .
“Well, it wasn’ta neck exactly.
f fat on

ed to take their meals in the kit.
My hesd set in & chunk o

chen,” said Mr. Haroldeon, with
commendable gravity. “And PPve
no objection to that arrangement.”
And nothing could indace Harold
Haroldeon to come up to the dinicg
E'gnm. iHBi and E,ae;tml together ate |
eir picnicing sort of repast, and | gainly plece of fleeh I was, [ !
washel the dishei=although thelto budznd had a dream th;t I w;:::
matter semewhat lostits spice when | sought for by a ecircus man, who
the Misses Calkoun and their com- | had been successful in exhibiting
inny all adjourned, en masse to the | curiosities in a side-show. The next
itcnen, and percisted in joining | day I thought more about it and de.
their ranks, termined to get rid of some of the
And when the purple sunset came | ETgpoundu of flesh I had; just ashard,
dreamily down over the dark cedars | solid flesh as your ever saw. Food
that overhung the brawling stream, | assimilated ~ with my system
and the gay guests had all departed, | nicely, you gee, a&and I ate
Alice and Bell Calhoun gazed dubi- enough for two men at a meal.,
ously at each other. | I began at once. Two meals
““Was ever anything so provok-|a day, eight iIn the morning and
ing,” said Bell, four in the afiernoon. What did I
‘“He has actually gone home with |eat? Beefstesk principally, six to
ber,”” gaid Alice bursting into angry |eight ounces at a menl], with two
rs, ounces of bread toasted hard., No.
‘“And after all the paine we took | thing else! Except an occasional

my shoulders. That’s about gl
ihere was to my neck. One night,
after having surveyed myself in the
mirror and thinking what :

;
)

vantage of her,
| thH ahiud cun‘]ld only t!:gm heard
e rs and energetic colloguy
which g'nnnpired between thau%wn
sisters in their dressing room when
first Alice came up stairs, she would
have better comprehended
of thinge.
*Good news!” Miss Calhoun had
cried,” waving her scented ,pockat-
handkerchief in the air. “I’ve got |
& girl in the kitchen!”
*“Nol!” gaid Miss Bell,a fair haired,
Cream complexion damsel, with

smile,

““Rachel Ramesey,” nodded Alice,
“eame up in her best biband tucker,
fo spend the day. Of courze I con-
fiscated her at once.”

““The bold, pushing thing!” said
Bel), with a dizdainful gesture.

‘“She’s a deal too preity to bring
into the drawing room for Harold-
gon and Armine’Dallas to flirt
with,” added Miss Alice, knowing-
ly. And I don’t see any way that I
could have avoided it, if it had not
been for those lucky chickens, and
Bridget’s fortunate fit of temper.
Make haste, now; they’ll e here in
a minute. And I know little Ra-
chel is a first-class cook, for ’ve been
there to tea.”

So the young ladies of the Tow

like a lark. And perhaps Mr.,
Haroid Haroldson wiil be there!
For I know he often visits at the
house ¥

““This Hollander was en on
the island, extracting dyes from the
different woods there, and interced.

|

And Rachel emiled to hereelf, as
she crossed the rustic bﬂdﬁo and
went through the woods to the

ing-room, with books, new gathered
rosc® and blue-ribboned guitars,
while
broiling in the kitchen over
tarts and Neapolitan creams,

were enjoying the feasi of reason an
the flow of soul in their cool draw-

Just as the lamps were lighted,

you,” asked Granny, who was not
quite deaf or biind as yet, “and left
you at the garden gate?”’

| Rachel.

“Where’s all your pride, Rachel
Ramsay?”

life than I am to.night!” sald Ra.
chel, “Listen, grandma, for I have
so much to tell you.
Haroldson, of New York, walked |

to keep them apart!” sighed Bell, change to mutton, but no vegeta.
“It was all your fault,” petulant-| bles, no poik, no vesl,” *
ly exclnimed Alice. ““Noticing that| ‘“And for drinks?” -
farmer’s daughter, end dragging| “No water, except In sips. Fleshy
her out of her sphere in that sort of }Jaraons always are tempted todrink
way!” ] arge quantities of water. Now, let
“But it was you that plamed | them sip their water, and it will
yourself on getting her into the kit- [ soon become insipid, (no pun in-
chen!” scolded Bell. *And a nice | tended) and will quench their thirst
mess you’ve made of it!” Just as well. I usually drank a cup
‘“But how were we totell that it [of tea without milk or sugar.”
was going to end 50?” groaned poor | “*Didn’t you grow hungry at

===

Mim. first?”
” = * » “Hungry? Well, I had always
““Well, Rachel,” said Granny |dined with Dives, on the best I

Rameay, when the girl came in, | could get, and Jooked forward to my
dinner as the great delight of the
day. Now I was dinlng with Laz.
arus. Yes,I suffered a good deal
from hunger at the outset— a

hack at the swill barrel would

Jwhat sort of a day did you have?”

“Humph!” grunted Granny.
*That’s a queer way of enteriaining
vigilors. Bat p’raps that’s city

msnne:lrlﬂ.” L e thﬂI beg;x o ” ]HtIﬂTF. You
““Perhaps it is,’” sai achel, de- |see, gan DOy uyiog
murely. ’ diet atthe family table, rightat fﬂi

#“Who was it came home with | midst of temptation, but I scon had

to give that up. My wife weighed
my meals every day and served
them to me in a separate room. I
ale what was set before me, and
had to be content. Hungry? Well,
I’ve seen the time during my diet-
ing that [ would have robbed the
aupport of a man with a wife and
fourteen children to get a gEquare
meal.”

“What encouragement did
gel?”

“Well, I weighed myzelf every

“One of the other servants,” caid

“*Well, I never,” said Granny.

“I never was prouder in all my

you
Mr. Harold

poor Rachel Ramsay wag

peach

home with me;and I’ve met
80 many times before this summer,at | can su
picnics, and

such pfmaa

ever | morning, and, now, here, no one
ccessfully diet to reJum flesh
archery pariles, and|unless he weighs himself regularly,

y but I never knew that! When I began to sgee that I Was re-



