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wgUit SHIPS,»

In:these bright summer morniogs when 1

row
Up from the Bay upon the Broad Mauvmee,
Amid the ststely boats that come and go,
I meet the toy ships golng out to sen—
Each ship a bourd propetlod by paper salls,

And given with shouts to Billows und (o gales.

Al happy
away,

boys! that launch

your ships

Playing the merchant long before your time,

We mun are like you to our dying diy,
Brill sending slips to every distant clime;

And rome men's ships eome baek to thelr own

sliore,

Aund some men's ships come back to them no

muore,

In youth, our ehips to feteh 1s Love wo sont

(Long siuce they went in those glad days of

old).

Bome went for Fame, nnd some for Power

went,

And then we sent whole flects 1o bring us

gold,
And of all the ships we sent neross the maln
Not onie In thousunds came to us ngain,

But I telleve our slips are gone before—
Gone to some Better Land, to whilch we go

There one by one they gather on the shiote
Blown safely in by oll the winds that Wow

And we shall find them on some Happy Day

Moored fust, and walting at the Golden Quay

v
(]
[
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WHAT CAME OF THE EARTHQUAKE,

—_—

*I've found an old pack of cards! now,

granny, tell my fortune,” And Cicely

Leze seated herself on the cushion nt her

grandmother’s feet,

The pretty little old lady shuffled the
cards with a practiced hand, looking ever

ani anon toward the door.

“1f the deacon should come in,” she
murmired ; *deacon is dresdfully severe

on onrds, und —Hark I
“ Grandpa's gone out fora walk, dar

ling,"” said Ciceley, her sweet face enr-

nest; “plesse hurry I And

she com-

posed herself to listen, adding, with a
little qaavering laugh, < Tell me whom

I shall marry.”

“You'll marry John Saunders,” was

the reply.

Cicely shook her hoad; s shadow

crosid her face.

“But 1 suy yon will, deary,” repeated

the little old lady in decided tones.

“ No, granny, it's impossible now,”
half whispered the gicl, © for John and

I have quarreled.”

“ Lovers' quarrels, child; makes no dif-

ference whatever,” responded the

old

lady, sharply, still shoffling the cards,

“I tell you I feel it in my bones.”

“Then don't you see it in the cards " | often called Joln; she koew it by a
Thare | lundred signs, and she thought some-

“Don’t I¢¥ Of courte I do.

you stand, with a light girl between f‘.i“"“‘

you—very light; she teces you, and le

faces you. Ie's Jobhn Ssanders, and
you're going to marry lnm. Let me sou
—dismonds are months : there's eleven
in all; less thun o year. I told you so,
deury. Massy sakes! is that the dea-
conr” And under the breadth of her
generous linen apron went the cards,

“ No, granuy, i's the grocer’s boy,” re-
lied Cicely, looking through the glass
1alf of the old-fashioned door.

“ Deacon's so set !"—and vut csme the

cards ngain,

“I used to be n master-hand st tellin'
fortins when [ was n young woman aud
worldly, Folks said i'd muke a mint o'
money if 1 charged for it, as the fort'n-
tellers do, und I "ain't 1o doubt of it
Why, 1 told Bully Bowles that was—
married n Hendevson; dead now, my dear
—when farmer Lee give a great huskin’,
thut her bean'd never como back from the
fishing-gronnd, and no more he didn't
I told Kezzy Blackmer—she thut's a
Jonus now —that whe wonldn’t keep her
man over next Christmas; I went to

his funeral. Dear, dear, what a sweet | R

corpse he made I

“Oh!" cried Cicely, with u little | Night; und, besides, you'll see Lettis
shiver, “did you seo all that in the { Davis; she's the besuty of the village,

un

cards

“ Well, yes, I thought I did; but I
kinder guess I felt it more in my bones.
"Twas awful weather too, that year, st
the fishing-ground; and poor Joe
Blackmer bLud cn.nn:utnylivn; he wmever
wis good for much,
them cards, ehild ¥

“In the old blue sen-chest up steirs,”
Cleely replied, ubhsently,

“"I'wounldn't do for the deacon 1o see

'em," said the pretty little old lady : for, |

a8 Cicely doclaced, the was a pietare,
with her white emils, bright eyes, and
rosy cheeks, “ He's swlully down on
cards ; but, somehow, they seem  kimder
natural to me,” she continued, shuflli ng
them sgain, “and I've had muany u go d
game ‘tore 1 married your gran'ther, 1lo
dou't know one card from suother, po v
soul, und 1 #'pose 1t's best he don't. I
haveu't had & pack in my hands for
thirty years or uplard. You see, I usec

to go homse once in twel'month, and
your sunt 8'munthy, as good s woman

us ever wade pie-crust, the wonld have
her littly game o' cards, and so I always
humored her; but, bless you, it wouldu't
do to let the deacon know it

she was beawtiful ut whist.

gar the deacon now."

Cicely tovk the cards, and ran up into | were z.mgin‘g L Chiun‘." |
her own little room with them. Placing | * 1 say, Cicy, there's Jobm just come

them securely away, she procceded o tie
her huir with o long ]-inL ribbon, knot-
ting it tastefally on the top of her
besd,

* He can't help loving me,” she re-
peated to herself, with s saucy little
nod, us she arranged her curls, paeing
into s pair of sunny, smiling eyvs; but
while she locked s shsdow dimmed their
brightness ; the pretty fuce grew sad as
ghe murmured, in o half whisper, « Oh
dear, if it wasn't for my dreadfol tongue!”
. Bhe sat down to think over that lust
interview,

“1 peedn't have been so hnteful,” she
murmured, her lips trembling w little as
fuithful mowory reproduced the scene.
*1 told him that T hud meser loved
him ; what an awful falsehood! This is
the second quarrel, too, 1 kwow how it
will be —he won't give in, sad I'd die
ficst. What! ask John Saunders’s par-
don ¢ Never "

Bo, with glowing cheels and shining |
“eyes, Oicely mut and stitebed in the sun-

her pretty fi reselute as if
m'im"&ﬁd'&.mm?:.ﬁ?
i its dimpling swailes, or teased it

od

Where'd you find |

fi
|

!

e — .

into the momentary kindling of anger.
Nobody noticed how guict she was, as,
after her sewing was done, she went
about the usual preparation for the even-
ing meal, exerpt Bob, 8 rough boy of
twelve, who wutched her furtively when-
ever he glanced up from the battered
copy of * Robinson Crusoe” which he
was resding,

“Suy, Cicy, I saw Let Davis comin
home from school,” at Iast he said, ﬂllﬁ
went on reading with all his might.

Now Lettie Duvis was the light girl
in the cards standing between Cicely und
her lover. Poor Cicely had of late been
8 little jeulous of her,

“Did yout" was her tardy response,
08 his sister laid the koives carefully.

“ Yes, I did; what do you think she
agked me "

“ What " Cicely was betrayed into
asking, with an eager look.

Rob chuckled, sfter the manner of
wicked brothers.

“ Nothing, ouly if you was geing to
singing-school. [ told her that would
depend vpon whether John Saunders
went. '

“ Oh, Rob!" snid Cicely, sharply, her
face changing to pain.

“ Now you needu’t look st me that |
way, 'ecause I never smd 8 word about
Juhn; so don't ery 'fore you're ‘hurt
But you bet List Davis is the prettiest
girl 1 this town.”

“Don't say ‘you bet," said Cicely,
irritution in her voice ; “ it sounds wul- |
g:ll"-"

“No't don't, not if a boy says it;
‘tnin’t half so bud as *by gom!” and
lots o' boys say that st our school.
Don't you think, now that Let is &
benuty "

“1 don't know,”" Cicely responded,
pulling the white cloth into place with
nervons litile twitches; * [ suppose she's
huudsome ; folks seem to think so.”

“Pho! yon girls never 'll say who
you think's handsome. All the fellows
wre awlul sweet on Lt Davis: she cau
have any body she wants"

“ Can she " queried Cicely, in a voice
devoid of all expres<ion,

* Yes, she can ; any girl with yellow
curls and rosy cheeks and blue eyes and |
red lips—"

“Ind you get that out of ‘Robinson
Crusoe ¢"" usked his mother, who hnd
entered a moment before too silently for
bim to hear, and Rob subsided, with a
burning fuce, into silence.

Cicrly kuew in her heart that pretty
Let Davis was in love with her own

| tom of all their trouble; for it was while

i Jobn had not come.

|

| ears, the whispering behind her¥
8'innn- p knew who it was;
thy's been doad thirty years this month ; [* glimpse of Lettie's beautiful eyes. Yes,
Hure, ¢hild, | there was no denying it, her cyes were
i:ut 'ew out o' the way quick ; I'm sure I | beantiful,

|

weled.

dotuined.”

* bonnie laddie,” as the old grandmother

that John himself snspected it. In
fuct, Lot was unconsciously at the bot-
talking of her that they had guarreled

Aud now tea was over, the dishes all
washed, the lumps lighted; and ss yo
Cicely had not made up her mind
whether she wounld go ty singing-sehool
or not. To be sare she bad dressed for
it, and looked forwuard to it; but long
ago the clock Lad struck seven, end
Should she gor
There wis nothing to detain her but the
luck of John's company ; and her cheek
burtied when she thought how the girls
would talk. So she suddenly resolved
to go, put on her pretty little bat with
the eriison feather, that John had al-
ways ndmired, and tripped down stairs

*Come, Rpb, T want you to see me to
singing-sehool,” she said,

Thea boy lovked up from his book,

“ Where's John 7"

“Tdon't kuow—and I don't eare,’ she
mansged to add in n careless voive : but
the words almost choked her.

“I don't b'long t)singin'-school,” said
b, unwilling to leave his story.
“ Never wind, vou can go with me to-

you know,

“Who ecares for Lot Davis:" eried
Rob, bluatly, stumbling on the con-
sciousness thut she was connected with
the non-uppearauce of Jobka, Bl
ain't haif us handsome as you are, and
I've heard ever so many say s0; end 1|
zuess she's deccitfnl.  Hur brother is, at I
any ra‘e;” and with this sndden ehange
of base Rob put by * Robinson Orusoe,”
snd took down his oap.

They were lute when they arrived at
the senoolhouse.  The tull singing-mas-
rer, who in addition to talking through
Gis nos: was a trewendous discipling-
rian, suspended Lis operations on the
bluckbourd, whercon regiments of sear.d
semwignavers zigzazged up hill and down
tll ; holding bis chulky waud in mid-
air till the eculprits had seated them.-
selves; while «verybody looked om in
profound silenoe,

* How wmortifying!" thought Cicely, |
angrily ; for had not the whole asien-
bly bad an opportunity to seo that John
Suunders wis nob with her # And could
she not hear, with burning, tingling
Bhe
she buad caught a

Rob plucked her sleeve while they

in. Bet he did cull for you."

The blood flew to Cicely’s face; her
heart throbbed fast snd furious. Bome-
body wulked down the sisle—she knew
that step ; somebody sested himself be-
hind her. It was the only vacant seat,
but, unfortunately, next to Let Davis.
I'hat sly huttle thing bad made the place
by dint of pushing. Iustin:t, perhaps.
told ber that Cicely and John had quur-
Uureasonubly angry, Cuely
would not look round till recess thwe,
weoummplishing this feat, when she did so,
with more mauceavring than was neces-
sury for so simple an act.

She barely recogunized Jobn. He,
though pigued, tried his best to be civil.

oy cu’i'lsd for you,” hesaid; “I wus

“0h, it wasn't any matter,” Cioely re-
sponded, feeling her heart throb through
her voico.

“ Wusn't, eh ¥ he asked,

) ter if I never called again.

“No; I hud Rob."
“ 0., perhaps it wonldn'& be sy mat-

Rash girl | she | the tremor in his
voice, saw the pale lips drawn hard over

AT
RIDGWA
the whita teeth ; but her good angel had
deserted hor,

“I could survive it," she said, coldly,
flashiing » glance into his fuce which he
vould not be supposed to know was balt
auguish, half resentment, and all plead-
ing. Then one of Cicely's old admirers,
who had been watching his opportunity,
came round, and Cicely talked us fast us
she could, and smiled, and was coquet-
tish, without knowing or earing what
she did, persuading berself that she was
punishing Juhn.

So she was; but John was proud,
and—he suid it himself—mad clear
through.

* Miss Lettie, shall T see you home "

Cicely heard the question, saw the old
blackbourd wiped clean for the morrow's
algebra, heard the long-legged singing-
wast r dismiss the school, and answered
something ber old adwirer sud with
clused teeth. For a moment it seemed
to her as if she should die, she turned so
vold—such u deathly, faintness came over
her.

“ Say, Ciey, I'm*going with Tom Bent-
ley," snid Rub, stretching his eurly hend
pust Ned Waters, the old admirer, who

| had retained his seat.

“No, Rob, you must go home with
me," said Cicely, holding her hands to-
gether bard to keep herself from trem-
bling.

“ Why, ain't Joln—:" v

“1 shall be most happy to see you
home, Miss Cicely,” said Ned.

“That's jolly " eried thoughtless Rob,
after the munner of boys of that uge;
und before his sister could speéak he way
gone,

If Cicely wept bitterly, and tossed
aurd turnm{on o restless pillow all that
night, she had the poor satistaction of
knowing thut it was all her own fault,
thut she had trifled with sn honest
Lieart.

“ He overlooked my harsh words," she
sobbed ; “ he came sfter me; oh, if 1 had
ounly waited ; and now I have driven
him from me forever."”

It seemed so. John did not come
again. Cicely bore her hearteche in pa-
tient silerce, but grew very white and
sad ; and it begun to be whispered ronnd
thut she was dissppointed, It was like
walking on live coals to Cicely, when
she thought of that inevitable gossip.
SBhe tricd her best to be brave. Every
Sunday she met John, who sut at the
further end of the deacon's slip. Every
Sunday she went home with a heart as
haavy as lead, for there, sometimes just
before ber, walked John with happy
Let Davis,

One Sabbath she returned from chureh,
pleaded a bendische, and wont up inte
ber own room.  There she hud a battle
with herself, Her heart bled, her spirit
fainted, her soul eried out for strength,
but no strength came, Bhe had heard
that day from one, the ecertalury uof
whose knowledge she conld not doubt,
thut John and Leothie Davis were en-
gnged to be married. The wedding was
to tuke place in s couple of months, and
her informent was to be one of the
bridesmaids,

“ Everybody thought at one time it
would be yon," added the news-giver;
but I funcy Letty always liked him."
Poor Cicely ! the terrible intimstion fell
like a thunderbolt on her heavy heart;
for all along she had been hoping
nguinst hope.  Bhe was stunned, fright-
ened at her own apathy when the truth
wus forced upon her. Her John, so be-
loved, to wwsrry unother! Weould God
sllow it? Haud ke forgotten his deep,
wanly pussion—hbis vows? But then,
whosu was the fuulty

*I sent him from me, und the punish.
ment is just,” she cried to herself, walking
blindly on, while her friend enumerated
the pretty things which Miss Lettie was
going to the ¢ity to buy,

Every day sfter thst Cicely had to
fght over the sume old battle, till it
secimed ng 1f her stryngth was nearly ex-
huunsted and her will powerless. v
budy noticed that Cicely looked ill, that
she had lost her spirit—those at Home,
who suw ber daily, being, as usual, the
last to take notice that there was some-
thing wrong with Cicy.

“ Deacon says you're growing thin,
deary,"” her grandwmother ventured to re-
pest one Sunday morning, when Cicely,
avoording to her ususl enstom, sat down
by the old lady to resd to her.

The bright head bent yet lower 41l it
vested on the old lady's koee,

“ Cicely, child, you sre orying,” said
her grandmother ; and thew, after & long
paunse, " 11 “, Juiili .’"

“Oh, grapny,” sobbed Cicely, * the
light girl atsnds between Aim and me
Dor’t you remember 7 But they are both
lovking the othsr way, not as you said,
and it—it will kill me.”

The trembling old hand fell on her
shining tresses,

“I tell you, déars,” said the solemn
old woice, “John will never hava the
light girl. Don't break your heart, little
love. I euy it again, you'll marry Juhn
Seunders yet. 1feel itin my bones, I've
always folr it.”

“ No, granny,"” murmured Cicely, wip-
ing her eyes u+ she lifted her head ; “they
are enguged, They will soon be married ;
and I—I sm very weak and foolish, 1
shall feel better—when it's ull over. Then
I'll try snd be reconciled ; for, granny,
it's ull my faunlt."

What o' mording it wias! Through the
open window such wealta of beauty, such
utter quiet! The wide, grand expunse
of Leaven, untouched by a single clpud;
the hills uluepmf' in the ruddy aunbgiuu
The bees droned lazily nmong the Howers,
breaking the bee Babbath withimpuuity ;
the trees stood motionless sgainst the
heavenly blue of the horizon. Never had
its nzure seemed so perfect. ,

*Curus sort o' duy; weatber-breeder,
I guess," said the sged deacon, as he
lifted his Bible, old like himself, aud
stumped awsy with the sid of an enor-
mous knotted cane. Cicely walked be-
gide him, delermined still to conquer her-
self,

“Did you ever know it quite so still ¥
she ssked.

“ Well, 't "pears to me 'tis uncommon
quiet," said the old gentleman. “Doa't
know na ever I did.' .

That morning Lettie Davis sat in the
singers' seat, Cicely never looked st her
now. That red

white besuty had | aisle

ruined all her hopes, Yet no; it was all
her own fault: and that was the refleo-
tion with which she slways ended.

Cicely sat near the window, loohig
dreamily out upon the little grave-yard,
bearing the minister's voioe as if 1t were
a faint, far echo. There were tears in
her eyes, and the hitle white and gray
head-stones wavered before her misty
sight. The silence grew awful; the air
was stifling. Buddenly there came s
strange, low, thunderous sound. The
lust note of old * Coronation” had died
out ; and Squire Huxley, the fat man of
the willage, mighty in proportions,
knocked tue cricket nside, stonmbling ns
he sat down. Was it that, Cicely queried,
with an involuntary smile, thut shook
the sent so? Bat lprrmn:nt.ly the pews
were rocking; the house wus moving :
the gluss in the windows shivered and
rattled und broke.

The whole congregation sprang to
their feet. Cicely smong them,

“ My hesrers,” suid the minister, @ the
great and terrible duy of the Lord——"
Aud then the Hoor upheaved : the old
house shook like o reed in the storm
Dire confusion fullowed. Men and wo-
wen and echildren cried out for fear.
Cicely, hall unconscious, yet terrified,
tound berself struggling with the crowd

Another vibration, thut sentthe throng
of llmman beings swaying and falling
upon each other, shrieking for merey—
uud the outer air.

At that moment, in the extremity of
ber terror, Cicely, with uplifted hands,
seeing the face near her dearer thun all
the world, eried, in an agony of love and
fuar,

“ Oh, John, save me! save me!"

Ah! she was in those arms; held close,
close in a passionate fold to that heart
that she knew now bLeut only for her,
How she clung to him, till the cries and
terror subsided! Then he gently put
ber from him, with these whispered
words :

“ God help us both, Cicely; it is too
late.” His psllid lips trembled as he
spoke,

She hardly remembered what happen-
ed after thut, waiking home as one in a
drenm. Bhe heurd people talking sbout
the earthquake, and vugnely wished the
varth hua opened and swallowed them
up when her head lay on Juhn's bosom.
She trembled with rapture and horror
by turns. Bhe dared not think calmly.
What should she do? How should she
live ¥

A neighbor called in a fow days after
the eartbquake—one of those angular
specimens of the genus spinister of which
wvury villuge hus at least one, spiced, like
i duily newspaper, to suit the tastes of
those who ure willing to listen and gos-
sip back again,

* Curious ubout Liuttie Davis, isn't it 7"
she asked, her sly orbs noting the tremor
wuld sudden pulivr or Cicely, whov had
wade u self-winder of her lett hund and
aria, and was slowly rolling & ball of
yurn into vigorous proportions.

“Haven't you heard, Cicely " she
queried sgain.

“I haveu't heard any thing about Let-
tie,” gmd Cicely, not during to Lift her
eyes, for the blending of sudden hope uud
lenr conspired to send the blood to her
face, hot us fire, and to turn it back in u
vurrent so cold thut Cicely shivered in-
ternally, and almost dreaded that her
teeth would chatter,

“B'pose yon remember Lettie's old
fame of two years ngo, Yurke Harris;
sort ©' consin, I b'lieve. Lot Liked hiw,
but the old folks wasn't sstisficd on
vither side. He was o wild fellow at one
time. Well, what do you think? Beems
when that carthquake begun Lettie run
down out ¢ the choir, und never stopped
till she came to Colonel Hurris's, neurly
faintin’ wita fright, when who sbhould
she see but Yorke—Yorke Harris. He'd
come back the night afore. It's like n
story 'bout Lim. He's been going
stratght wll along; aund, through his
father's influsnce, they say, he's 10 Lecome
u purdener in one o' the fust houses in
Cincinnati or 8t. Louis, disremimber
which., Nov Yorke ix s harnsome fellow ;
wox know that, Cicely ; you've seen him,
My dear, there's uo younyg man in this
town cuts sush a dash,”

“Indeed " repented Cicely, only eon-
scioas that sonething was expected to be
said; what was there very strange in sll
this ¥ she thought,

“ Well, Lettiv's at her old tricks: she
always was 8 lirt ; vither sh. wants to
mike t'other nin jeslous, now she's sure
of him, or thew's been a quarrel, Yorke's
wilked on Miin street three thmes with
Lo ttie Davis; I've seen 'em myseld,”

s {7

“1'd ua lie‘tell news to u stick as to
you, child; its sll * yos' and * well' It's
plain to see ot Yorke likes that girl
Letter'n ever, snd be's on the road to
money, and It wants a rich husband, 1
kuow that. Youought to see him now;
such s spleidid besrd! Aud style!—
why, there'sno compurison,”

Cicaly ligened, but told herself she
did not in tie least eare—was not in the
lewst interesed. The sad look, the trem-
bling voivesf John, good John, manly,
graud John whom she hiad so desperate-
ly triled vith, were ever before her
eyes, ever sunding in her heart,

* God hep us both, Cicely; it is too
late.”

Was Miy Cribbins's penetration st
fault? Th corners of her thin lips
twitched alittle as she looked at her.
How she di long to know whose fault
it was thatfohn and Oleely had becorie
us strapgen ull st once; but somethin
in Cively'suce forbade the question, ans
ghe ran upitairs to spin her little tooth-
some yarnso granduwa.

Cicely wp slone. The ball of yarn
had droppd from her bunds. Trof, the
grest yellw cat, bnd stopped it with
ong velvet! paw, snd was gezing with a
look of alivst human intervst into the
fuce of wistress, Then the girl
legned ead aguinst the high back
of the ol rocking-chair, snd all the
besuty sl comfort and tenderness of
life seemel to full wway ns the misty cyes
closed, an/ the choking sub swelled in
ber thro

IB:'“ 00 lsh—‘boom late™

it i unto the reader that Miss
Cribbius (f all the Bunday flack had
been a to that little scene in the
of throcking church. Half terri-

fied out of her wits as she was, true to
instinets os item-gatherer for the com-
munity at lurge, she noted the circum-
stanee ; and having a little bone to pick
with L ttie, whom she very much dis.
liked, sne imparted the matter to her,
with & few varintions, under the promise
of etérnal secrecy.

It was nsluml,trerhnpu; you know
uverybody expected Cicely and he'd
make & match, onee; and 1 s'pose they
both thought their time'd come.”

Littie was angry, jealous, but slep-
ticsl. Whenever she thought of it, her
vain, fickle little heart swelled with re-
sentmont ; some way, when she happen-
ed to be thinking about it, her cousin
eame in, snd that wus very often. He
wus a discreet young man, half aston-
ished st himself at fiuding the old love
revived, and desperstely uubappy be-
cause Lottie was engaged. 1t ulso oo-
curred to Lottie that, compared to this
Adouis, blonde hair, beard, and all,
John, with his compact, muscular figure,
lovked a trifls conrse, There wis no de-
nying that ; but helooked a trille grand,
too.

Jolin had moped all the week. This
was something new for him of late
Why could he not forget that one mo-
ment of bliss, 80 long, so heavenly sweett
In vain he called bimself to task; in
vain he threw all his energy into busi-
ness for five minutes ac 8 time ; in vain
he strove us resolutely as he could to
put nside his uneasy thoughts.

Ever and anon he guve a downward
glunoce, as if to assure himself that there,
on his bosom, that deur faco had rested,
and ever the pititul eyes seemed uplifted
to his. What should he do? He must
be honorable,

Lttio out with the whole matter one
day. It was wfter Yorke Hurris had
been sitting in s melancholy attitude,
listening us she played the few simple
airs he remembere.l of lang syne.

Julin eame in just as Yorke had gone
out, suying to himeelf, as he pretended
not to look,

*Bo that's the fellow "

Poor John! He hud never dreamed
of this, and the blood rushed to his fuce.
What conld he say, what could he do,
but the most awkward things imagin-
uble? It took him so completely by
surprise, thut, leaning one hand on the
slender tuble full of mnick-nacks, the
candelabrum, with its hanging pendants,
the curd-basket, and every thing mova-
ble went to duncing with the sudden,
furious trembling sand tingling of his
nerves.

Lottie's conduct on this occasion arose
to the wverze of heroism., She even
thought of Yorke's handsome fuce und
his great love for her, poor fullow! 1t
wag her one little romauce, sud she de-
termined to be generous.

“ You needn’t answer, John,” she said,
mnking horself as tall and stately ns pos-
sible; * 1 presume it is true. Of course,
from this time our engagement is ended,
and perhaps it is better for both of us,
L'mi sure it is for me,” she added, a little
sting of a lnugh at the close.

* But, Lsttie—" stammered poor John,
more and more confused ; um{) if Loettie
wunted revenge, why, she bad it in wit-
nessing his very visible mortification—
his dumb anger that he was unsble to
defend himseif as he knew he could and
ought to.

* Never mind, Mr, Saunders,” she said
at last, “1 don’t care the lewst bit iu
the world” (She knew it was s fib.)
“You won't want to stay, 1 suppose;
and I promised Mr. Yorke Hurris that 1
would go to the theatre with him, He
is going to take me over in the Colonel's
curringe.'

It wus seven already, and three miles
to the city, Jubn thought on receiving
this strong hint. How he possersed
himself of his hut, how he got out of the
house, he never knew ; but he did know,
a3 the hours went on, thut he was glud
to be free. The sweet thought of Cicely
was no burden now, and hesaid to Lim-
self a dozen times, “ Thank God!"

John did the best thing he could do
under the circumstances—hud u long, de-
hicious talk with Cicely some duys after-
ward, Perhaps the trial did them both
good, for Cicely made & solemn vow
that she would never be u little hypo-
crite again, but tell the truth in all sin-
cerity of heart ; and John went nbout as
if he hud been vouchsated a glimpse of
paradise.

Miss Cribbing, the spinster, hugged
hersclf whenever she saw Cicely's huppy
countennnce.  Jobn  pshawed  aud
frowned, hot in the face, when some-
times the soeme of Lottie's dismissal
flached soross his mind, for he was not
little proud, Yet thut did not hinder
Lim from being the huppiest msn alive,

Lettie wus quite ns plensed as either
of them, for she had transferred her at-
fections eusily to the fuscinating Yorke
Hurris, who carried her off in truwph.

Bo Cicely became Mra. Saunders before
the end of the year, and the old grand-
wother's prediction was fulfilled, though
it took an earthquake to bring it sbout,
—ILU)M'-!"‘D "'tt"fly.

Business Men,

There is a demand for talent and ex-
gfrieucu in business, beyond the supply.

én suitable to take charge of manu-
fucturing and mechanics! establish-
ments, banks, railroads, mercantile and
other ngencies, intelligent shipmasters,
ete, are not in supply equal to the de-
mand, snd the conrequence is likely
to be that some—it is feared too many
of the projects and works of the duy—
will fuil for the lack of the capacity and
experience to direct them, notwithstand-
ing the most liberal sulurics are given to
procurs wen supposed to be competent.
A vust number of peopls suppose them.
selves to be competent who are not so;
and, though, in some cases, there may be
mentorious sud deserving people over-
locked, yet it is not often the case, and
those who are content to movp upwards
step by step, ad use s moderate degree
of effort to ir employers, are
sure to rise, All the business talent
snd industry of the country is . wanted,
and few, if any, of thoss who s

confidence of :
in their sb:li:;h&?d ' n.l:!t’.r m
obtuining fuir success and regulsr pro-

motion.

@ the | untire

A Mormon Lady on Mormonism.

Mrs. Godbe, wife of Mr, Godbe, lead-
er of the reform party among the Mor-
mons of Salt Luke City, writes to the
Revolution giving her views of the Mor-
mon question, 'iiure me some interest.
ing extracts from the lettor:

As a futher; Brigham Young is fond,
affectionate and indulgent; he is un-
spiring of menns in educating his chil-
dren. His daunghters, as young lndies,
will compare favorasbly wilth young
ludies in society anywhere. Some of
them are very prely, even handsome ;
talented, too, espeaslly in music. 1
bave seldom heard sweeter musio dis-
coursed upon the pisno, sccompunied by
the woice, than that produced b){ these
young ludies, 1 huve benrd it said that
they could sing before they could tulk.
Music with them iy o gitt of nuture,
through their futher. Then they are in-
spirationul, some of them remurkably so.
L call to mind httle Susie, n child of
eleven or twelve summers, whose intui-
tion smounts to something akin to
“second sight.” TheSpirttuslists would
call it “elsarvoynnt,” but the Mormons
would be borritied at that word., They,
like the gecturians of past ages, are apt
to ascribe to the devil that which sur-
passes comprehension.  * What's in a
name?" and yet, to the finite mind, there
is much in it. The elements to people a
“brothel,” I rhould gay, were lucking in
these children, * ~ s -
We may cry out sgainst their peculiar
institutions, which way be bad enough,
but are they not outdune by the peca-
liar institutions legulized and sustained
in ull our towns nnd cities ¥ This is the
one great point the Morimons muke to
suitain their doctrine. 1 assertthat two
wrongs cun never make a right, The
root ol the evil must be repched, and
that lies in the inequality of the sexes.
Let wonmen be educsted 88 men sre—to
think, to act—let girls be taught that
the day of the dundling doll aud silly,
lil’]_)t’lllft!llt ludy is pust, and ¢ generation
of women is born.  * - i ;

L thivk the Mormon problem would be
better solved, und more quickly, by an
uvulanche of young men, educated und
intelligent, deluging BSalt Lake Cit-‘y in
quest of wives. Not many would be
found among the rising women of Utah
who would prefer halt o husband to »
whole ene. 1t is the scarcity of the
male article that has ruiked its value,
und Utah, like New England, abounds
with women; but sueh men as women
with to marry are scarce. Let us pray
thut the next generation be all of the
wale persunsion. I wmn opposed to any
mensures of foreg to coerce a religious
seot.  Such n course alwuys defeats its
own aim, -, * i S "
As I view it,the Mormon problem, which
is now harussing the minds of the oldest
und wisest heuds in this nation, can be
easily solyved by the young ladies of
Utuh, and will be. It is their right:
they pionecr women to the suffruge, und
will not | e untrue to their womaniy in-
stinets, when those instinets are heeded
and intelligently directed, freed from ull
religions constraint, let looss from priest.
ly fear, . * ¥ * *
Brigham Young is sn old man on the
down-hill of life. His nume will staud
on the pages of history as one of the
promineut men of the nineteenth cen-
tary. For the good he has done in the
world let us be thankful, and throw the
wuutle of charity over his misdeeds.
Both good and bad must alike come to
light; und when we compare the bal-
unce-sheet of all our prowinent men, 1
think the nume of Brigham Young will
nol be the vilest written there.

————

Iudin aud the Sepoy Rebelllon.

Rev. Dr. Wm. Butler, founder of mis-
sions in India, is delivering u lecture on
“ Personal Reminiscences of the Sepoy
Rubellion."” Ivndius isnot, as some yeople
belisve, & country, us Eugland or l‘lrum.:i.-.
consisting of one State. It is s country,
s Ucl’nmn)’. cu:lz-iatlllg‘ of many Stutes,
but twice as large as Germany. The
number of diffurent languages spoken in
ludia is 186, Were Euglund to with-
druw her power trom thut country there
15 no doubt that questions of internu-
tiousl law would urixe which would be
very dificult to settle, for the different
tribes in Indis would be in a continuul
stute of war, Ho thon gave a description
of the palace of an Indizn sovereign. A
wogul tuken s a cuptive by thy Eng-
lish wus brought to Delhi, and received
us & tribute an apnusl amount equal to
#900 in Americsn money, but after try-
ing for two years to live upon that in-
come, he sent his gencral to the nearest
sovereign to borrow a sum which would
sustain him and his family. As they
marry in early youth, and the mogul
bemng an old man, the persons in the
mu;il_f number upwards of twelve thous-
and.

The cow is considered a sacred animal
Hindoo men und women kneel to that
aniwal, 1t is allowed to enter in the in-
ner purt of the sanctuary which is closed
to the Christisn. He exhibits an instru-
ment used by the Hindoo two thousand
years, made for disemboweling men and
women, aud another to slice the head off
women and cohildren. With the latter
they never strike s sceond blow, Bpeak-
ing of the rebellion, he gaid that when
in captivity, his duty being to protect
many ladies who were very sick, he, al-
though a missionary, took the gun which
Was ﬁiveu him coursgeously snd waited
for the opportunity when be could make
frée use of it. Beven mouths had they
waited to be frend, until at last by the
valor of the Highlunders in Indis did
that longed-for bour arrive.. He will
never furget the 218t of September, 1857,
when the first gun in honor of the victo
was heard by those waiting for help. Ho
ulso showed to the andirnce an'image
which he bought from a Hindoo for s few
pieces of gilver, which is their greatest
god, the god of war, To him far those
dreadful seven months they crigd, Ob,
God, belp us, '

0
t that

It was with danger that & m
could walk thestreets of Caleut
time; llmt Ttew months aftér the

foud !

which was listened to with marked atten-

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS,

——- i
The firet invoice of dismonds
Cape of Good Hope bas arrived in
ton.
The colored women of Indisna he
gecret order oalled the » Doves of
fection.”
Mrs. Van Cott, the Methodist revi
ist, during her two weeks' work in M
dan, Conn,, added sixty conyerts to
chureh,
A Momphian, who has just recel
thirteen cents damages for the frac
of his leg in a sewer, thinks he
move to some locality where limb
more highly appreciated.

Mrs. Inghsm, of Town, will liv
history as the woman who deliver
Thanksgiving sermon while her
band proudly sat back of ‘the p
holding the baby.

The gambler-shooting season in C
fornia promised an unusually large yi
The exhi'irating strains of the revo
are heard every pleasant afternoo
the frequented strects of 'Frisco
other lively towns, .

A colored mail carrier in Virginis
recently well shuken by a man for ki
ing his dog. *Look a herg, mass
sunid he, “you'd better be kverful b
you shakes dischile, cos when ﬁou sha
me you shakes de whole of de Unil
Stutes; I carries de mails.”

Bloomington, Indians, has sixty-£e?
young women wanting to be marr
und cnly three muarringeable yo
men. The name of the place arises fr
the fact that every mman has s wh
ton of blooming girls to bimself, cal
lating the average weight of the girl
low as ninety-nine pounds apiece.
i3 out of all proportion.

The appointment of Mrs. Annia
Camfield to be Deputy Cullector of 1
ternal Revenue in un Ohio district 18
first timo a woman has ever been fory
ally appointed to any office in the int4
nuF revenue service, but the'bureau
Washington has ample evidence th
women really do the work, snd do
well. in several cases, where their huy
bands are the nominal assessors or ¢g
lectors. ' '

When a man comes home and tries
bolt the door with a sweet potato, po
the fire with the spout of acoffee-pd
attempts to wind up the clock with b
boot juck, tries to cut kindling for b
morning fire with o paper-kuife, takes
cold potato in his band to light him 4
bed, und prefers slecping in bis hat an
boots, you may reasonably infer that |
has been mﬂﬁing the acquaintance ¢
some very friendly people.

San Francisco is sttempting, and it i}
believed successfully, to cultivate oyste
in her harbor. None but small and io
ferior bivalves are indigenous near th
city. A little less than a year ago som
seedlings were taken from Princess Da
and planted in San Francisco Ba
Here, inspired by the Western ambitiog
which runs toward bigness. they ob
tined un obesity perfectly swonderful
snd are to-day larger than those nt th
Eust, which are older by two or thred
¥ ears.

The last nmumber of the: America
Journal af Sgience records the- discover
of a lurge part of the skeleton of a mas
todon neur Hlipolis, linois. One of the
tusks proved to be nearly ten feet i
length, and twenty-nine {nohu in cir
camference three feot from the lowe
end, All the bones were in'a fair stat
of preservation, and of & dark, spongy
aud porous uppesrance. It is probab
that the specimens will be added to the
collections of fossils now being gathere
together by Professor Worthen for b
State cabinet.

Four Chinamen, Ah Cha, Lee Jung
Wang Kang, and Ah Toke, have bec
sentenced st San Bernardine, Qual, t
two years confinement in the State
Prison and to pay fines of $600 each, fo
whipping and burning & wotman of thei
own nutionality. They tied the poo
creaturs to a tree, stripped, and whippe
her, then let her go, und repeated th
process, adding to it the torture of fire
by kindling brush abont her, luugling
and joking all the time. They must
have lenient judges at San Bernardino
two years of imprisonment for such
wretches hardly satisfy the demuands of
justice,

The Chinese in Ban PFrancisco are
muking preparations for the oedebration
of the most important fistival thut bas
oceurred in their calendsr for ten cen-
turies. Next Februsry will be, sccord-
ing to Chinese testimony, oom-
mencenient of unother thonsand yeurs,
and the r.‘juicings will surpass anything
of the kind ever witnessed in the celes-
tial line in this country. Phe festivities
will continue for two weeks, during
which time not a solitary Chinsman,
bowever poor or dependent, will lift his
hands to work. Tn order to keep up the
old rites at home, 548 of the wealthier
Chiness sailed recently forthe “Flowery
Kingdom," and several hundred more
will leave on the 15th of Janusry.

In the lust number of the 7%chnolo-
gist is an interesting articls on con-
densed living, one of & series in which
it is stated that mill is subjest to no
coustitutional alterationin the process of
condensing, with the excepfion that
when permitted to stand somg. days, the
condensed article deposits small crystals
of sugar of milk upon the bottom of the
can, which, however, is an ifportant
test of quality, proving that the milk
has suffered mo decomposition. Bo
with the nutritive constitpent. of beef ;
while on the other hand, experiments
with mutton bave not been. nttended
with favorsble results, investigation hav-
ing demonstratéd that the latter, lacks
the essential qualitics required to pro-
duce & good extract—at 1Eo attest
Professors Dﬁptltﬂmd Jouvet, of Brus-

whom bave made the mat-
rr the subject of specis exhaustive
xperiments.  Again, con essences

f fowl and s0i 7
ﬁ.:.“h‘{:ﬁ.‘u%ml.a'm" P
Ve

tion, oocupied two hours in its delivery,




