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A COLLEGE STORY.

CHAPTER I.

Tt was a beantiful evening in June.
Mr. and Mrs. Morton were sitting on
the front porch of their beautiful house
in Island Park. The sun had just set
and had filled the land with beauty.

The Morton house was situated on
a small, sloping hill and was surrounded
by beautiful gardens. A short distance
to the right was a croquet ground where
Fanny Morton and her brother, Albert,
were engaged in a lively game.

Albert was a young man of twenty
who had just graduated from the High
School. He was a bright, handsome
boy, and thought a great deal of his
mother and sister. Fanny was a slender
-girl eighteen years old, She had bright
golden hair and laughing blue eyes that
were alwavs twinkling with fun.

Albert was to go away in the fall to
some college to complete his education.
His parents had not yet decided where
to send him, but they had been thinking
some of Burton University. This was
the subject of their talk that evening;
and although they found it difficult to
part with their son, yet they knew it
would be best for him.

Albert and his sister finished their
game. As he was throwing down his
mallet Albert exclaimed. “O, come and
take a walk, Sis,so I can have a talk with
you; you know [ will soon be going
away and will not see you for three
whole months.”

“Yes, Albert, T know. We hate very
much to have you leave us. I wonder
where you will be going.”

“I don't know yet, Fanny, but father
and mother are going to decide tonight;
I hop.: it will be Burton University,
though.”

“So do I,” answered his sister, “that
is so much nearer home than the others,
and although you cannot come to sce
us any oftener, we can go to see you.”

The two young people wandered among
the gardens for another hour, afier
which they went into the house, both
very anxions to know what their parents
had decided on.

Mr. and Mrs, Morton were seated 1
the parlor, and when the children entered
Mrs. Morton lookeu up with a smile
and samd: "Well, my son, we have de-
cided to send you to Burton.”

“Good for you, motner,” answered
Albert, “that’s just wnere [ wanted to
go.”

“In just three months you leave home,”
said Mr, Morton, “to try college life.
And remember, my boy, that all will
not be pleasure.  You will have many
things to contend against.”

The next three months seemed short
ones to the Morton family, especially
Albert who, as he said, was making
the most of what time he had left. The
nearer the time came for him to leave,
the more sorrowfiul Fanny felt; for it
must he remembered that she and her
brother were great friends, being so near
of an age. And when finally the last day
came she could not keep the tears from
coming to her eves. .

About 10 o'clock in the forenoon the:
carriage that was to take Albert away
came to the door, and as there were:
many good-hyes to be said, the driver
had to wait some time. z

Mr. Morton gave much advice to his
son and kindly telling him to take good
care of himself he shook hands and said
good-bye. Next Mrs. Morton kissed
Albert and saying “God bless you, my
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bov.” she returned to the house. Last
of all poor weeping Tanny threw her
arms around her brother’s neck exclaim-
mg: “Good-bye, dear Albert, you can't
mmagine how 1 hate to have you go,”
“Good-bye, Fanoy, come and see me as
oo, a< I am established”and he was

gone,

It was a gloomy day for the rest of
the family after Albert had left. It was
especially so for Fanny: everywlere she
went she saw something to remind her
of her brother, and the fact that they
had never been parted before, made this
first parting still more pamful.

CHAPTER II.

Atter three hours’ ride by rail. Albert
reached Brookesville, and as the uni-
wversity was situated about three miles
out of town, it was 2 o'clock when he
arrived there.

Albert felt his first pang of home-
sickness when he walked across the
campus and up the college steps, secing
cranvds  of boys staring at him.  He
knew no one there: no one knew him.

After he was classified he went out
1o endeavor to become acquainted with
sotte of the bovs. But the “old” boys
were ot as anxious to gain new friends
2s he was. He ‘waited around quite
a while, and as no one ventured to
speak, he finally decided to break the ice
wimself.  Looking around at the differ-
ent butldings he said: “You have some
handsonte huildings here.”  But the boys
ouly answered with a gruff “yes”.

Eefore long a short. careless-looking
young man  came sauntering along.
When the crowd of boys saw him they
greeted him with  shouts of,. “Hello,
Tom™ “You back?” “Glad to see von,
#ld boy.” said cach one shaking hands.

“But see here, Tom,” said one of the
Boys, “you don’t want to cut up any
more pranks as you' did last year. Tt
isn't much fun being sent up to the old
dactor, you know.”

“Now, Brown, see here.” said Tom
Sawyer, for this was the newcomer’s
game, “you needn’t say a word, you were

mixed up in one or two of those deals
yourself.”

Brown winced and said no more.

All this time Albert had been sitting
unnoticed, when suddenly Tom Sawyer
turned around and seeing him. ex-
claimed: “Hello there! young fellow,
are you a newcomer?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Albert, “I just
came today.”

“Don’t ‘sir’ me, young man, my name's
Tom Sawyer, most of the hoys call
me Tom but you can name me any-
thing you like.”

“Say, newcomer,” said another. “my
name’'s Ed Hunter, what's yours?”

“Albert Morton.” answered Albert.

“By the way, Morton," said Hunter,
“what class are you in?”

“Freshman.” answered Albert.

“Poor little ‘Freshie,” " said one of the
stately sophomores.

“Say. Al where'd you get your patent-
leather shoes?”

“Same place as T got my good man-
ners,” said Albert walking away.

“Conceited young muff,” exclaimed
Tom Sawyer, “we'll take some of the
pride out of him before this term’s
over.”

Aldbert wallked away half vexed, think-
ing that if college was going to be like
this he would rather be at home. He
was walking along with his chin resting
on his breast and his nose pointing to
the ground, looking so forlorn that he
never noticed a young man coming, till
bump! he ran right against him,

“O. T beg your pardon,” said Albert
looking up.

0O, that's alright,” answered a cheery
voice.  “You seem kind of downcast
though, can T do anything for you?
You are a stranger I sce. What is your
name ?"” chezrz oy

“Yes, T am a stranger. Ny name is
Albert Morton.”

“Mine is Fred Young.” said the other,
“where do you room?"”

“Number eleven,” answered Albert.

“Well now that's lucky,” said Young,
“you're my room-mate.”
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0. said Albert, “I'm so glad; you're
the nicest fellow I've seen yet.”

“Thanks awfully, Morton, you're very
complimentary.  Guess I know what
makes vou downcast; those fellows have
heen bothering you a little, haven't
they 2

“Well, yes.” acknowledged Albert.

=0, pshaw.” said Young. that's noth-
ing. vou'll soon get used to it. When
1 first came here I didn't know a =oul
aind the boys teased me half to death;
but now I never notice it. But what
do you say if we go and have a look at
our room?”’

“All right.” said Albert, “but my trunks
haven't come vet and the room isn't
fixed up.”

Young eved him sidelong and then
said, I say, Morton, you'll excuse my
presumption, but vour folks must have
considerable money or vou wouldn’t talk
as you do: because the fellows here don't
usually fix up their rooms unless they
are pretty rich.”

Albert laughed, and said, “Oh, as far
as money goes [ guess I have all that I
shall ever need.”

“Well,” answered Young, “T can’t say
that,  Although my folks aren’t poor,
still they miss the money that it tales
to keep me in college.”

“T am sorry,” said Albert, “but that
doesn’t need to make us feel any the
less friendly to each other. Ny mother
always taught me that riches were not
ceverything.”

The two boys walked on together
talking about different things, when
turning round a corner of one of the
buildings they saw an old woman com-
ing up the walk with a basket on her
arm. Of a sudden the woman tripped
and fell.  Albert quickly ran to assist
her; he helped her rise and picked up the
trinkets that had fallen out of her has-
ket. The old woman turned around and
gently laid her hand on Albert’s arm,
then with tears in her eyes exclaimed,
“God bless you, my boy, if there were
more young men like you, this would be

a-different world.” Instantly a derisive
shout went up from all the boys who
were sitting on the college steps. Al-
bert's cheeks burned with rage put he
said not a word. When he walked
back to the steps Young was standing
looking kindly at him. Albert looked up
and as his eyves fell on Young a smile
broke over his face.

“Well I declare,” exclaimed Tom Saw-
yver, "I suspicioned that you were a
‘country jake, Morton, but now I am
sure of it.”

“Heow much land has yvour pa?” said
Brown,

“Heow many ceows do yeou keep?”
asked Ed Hunter.

“Look at his dainty little feet.” cried
Tom, “he’s trving to make us believe
he's rich, wearing patent-leather shoes.”

Albert could stand it no longer, he
turned around and facing the boys, ex-
claimed: “Look here, fellows, it makes
no difference to you wnether I am from
the country or not: I do not choose to
tell you where my home is. but I am
not ashamed of it.”" Then he turned and
quickly walked to his room. Fred
Young followed him, and when he
reached him he threw his arm over
Albert's shoulder and said: I don't
want to act as your adviser, Morton, but
1 think you were foolish for not telling
those fellows about vour home. Why!
you would have stunned them if you had
told them all about yvourself.”

“No," said Albert, I have a be-ta:
plan than that. Listen and I will tell
you—but first you must promise fiith-
fully never to mention it to a soul.”

Young grasped Morton's hand and
said, “I promise faithfully.”

“Well,” said Albert, “I intend to keep
it a secret, for a few weeks at least, and
make those fellows believe that I am
from the country. [ don’t know when
I shall explain myself, but I shall fool
those fellows for a while anyhow.”

“Capital I said Young, “but, say, if
vou fix up the room they will know there
is something wrong.”










































