VASHTT'S MARRIAGE.
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That T am not, and never yet have been
*“Bay to the King : 1 will not stand sgain

A beauteous lie among his princely men ;

*Say to the King: Oold pomp and regal state, |

And glittering servitude but mock my fate.

*‘Say to the King: I am lus siave, my life
Made all & bitter irony for wife.

*‘Yet say ye to the King : "Twere aweet to wear
A sackoloth gown and kneel before him there,

“Unsandled mean, amid that rich-robed throng.
Braving ita wonder as [ passed along.

*80 he would raise me with one true. pure kiss,
This were my wifehood, and my queenhood
this.™
—

A DEED AND A WORD.

BY ONAS. MACKAY,

A little spring had lost its way
Amid the grass and fern ;

A passing stranger scooped a well,
Where weary men might turn ;

He walled it in, and hung with care
A ladle at the brink ;

He thought not of the deed he did,
But judged that men migbt dnnk.

He passed again, end lo! the wall,
By summer vnever dried,

Haa cooled ten thousand parched tongues,
And saved a hfe beside

A nameless man, amid a crowd
That thronged tha daily mart,
Let fall a word of hope and love,

Unstudied, from the heart
A whisper on the tumuit thrown,
A transitory breath ;
It raised a brother from the dust,
It saved a soul from death.
Ogerm! O fount! O word of love!
O thought at random osst !
Ye were but little at the first,
But mighty st the last !
A T ——— . —

Pauline’s Pride.

BY WALTER GARDINER.

She was a grandly beauntiful woman
—one to inspire admiration at the tirst
?‘lm‘e. Standing by the bureau in her

nt boudoir, her proud head thrown
back, aud oune hand partially upraised,
she nted & picture to charm an
artist’s soul. Her full, yet symmetrical
mlbe unconsclous grace of her
attitude, the delicacy of her complexion,
the composure of her regally lovely
face, all combined to thrill a beholder
with awe. And to wonder again at the
lavishness of nature, one had but to
lance at her luxuriant hair of raven
lackness, her deep liquid eyes, rube-
scent lips, and pearly teeth.

Heaven bhad indeed showered its
choicest blessings upon Pauline Seaton.

A faint knock now sounded upon the
door. The beauty turned, commanded
the applicant to enter, and then ghinced
once in themirror. A servant appeared
to say that Mr. Aldrich was below.
Pauline nodded, and dismissed the at-
tendant with & wave of her hand. A
momeant later she started for the draw-
ing-room. Asshe glided in with queenly
grace, & gentleman came forward from
a remote corner of the room, clasped
both her hands very tenderly, and said
in a deep, fervent voice,—

“Pauline! My love!
one!™

“You have returned, Herman! 1 did
not expect you s soon,” she answered
in sweet butl measured tones.

There was beauty, pride, fascination
in her manuwer, but Herman Aldrich
yearned for devotion—a warm out-
springing of affection. Still he kunew
better than to expect this from her, it
was, forsooth, inconsistent with her
dignity. Leading her to a sofa, he
seated himseif by her side, still holding
her left hand in his.

“You doa’t say if you are glad to see
me, Pauline #’

He must say that at all events, his
heart craved tendermess. She turned
her magnificent eves upon him with
something like admiration, and a slight
smile parted her lips.

“Would it increase my gratification,
or yours, Herman "

“Mine, yes! O Paunline, 1 must see,
hear, and feel love to make me happy.
Your pride is grand. I cannot but ad- |
mire it, and yet I would give all I pos-
sess to hear vour voice in endearment.”

She laughed musically.

“The taet is, Herman, you want to be
babied You should have chosen arural
maid. My accomplishments are not of
that order.”

A frown clouded his brow, and he
pulled nervously at the ends of his gols
den moustache. At length he replled—

“That is unkind, Pauline. The less
of such words between us the better for
our peace.”

“I have a new waltz,” she said, rising
with a charming unconcern. *“It is |
splendid. Wiil you turn the masic.”

“With pleasure,”” he answered, re- |
pressing the feelings of painand annoy-
ance that struggled for utterance.

She played the piece half throngh, |
and said, very pleasantly,—

“Is my lover angry ¥~

A bright smile shot into his eyés, he
year: to press her to his breast but he
dared not.

“Ne, my darling, no.”

“I’'m thankful for that. Still,” and |
she struck one or two minor notes, and
looked eoquettishly over her shoulder,
“I'd rather se¢ you angry than hear
you lecture. Your homilies are awful

ﬂml. Herman.”’

face.fimshgd and he dropped his
—He could net imagine why it
pleased her to torment him. Surely it !
was not a bright omen for the foture. '
He was about to speak, but she began |
playing vigorously, watching her fin- |
gers as they flew over the keys, but
taking no notice of him. He bore it all
in sllence, and praised her performance |
when at last it was concluded. {

After a brief conversation he arose to |
to go. Her indifferénce bad chilled him
through, and he wished to be alone to
have time for reflection, safe from the
fascination of her beauty.

Y] want you to go to the opeara with
me to-morrow night Pauline,”” he said, |
as he drew near the door, |

*“Thanks, but {’'m engaged,” she an-|
swered with that cold composure of |
hers. |

“En " he repeated, his eyes|
dilating. “I do not understand this. |
Who forestalls me in your society " |

“] promised Mr. Neville that I would |
go with him, and I intend to keep my
word,’” she respouded with a calm de-
flance.

Aldrich bit his lip to restrain his in- |
dignation ; for a moment he was silent, |
then taking her hands again he gazed
upon ner tenderly, and said,—

“Pauline, my love, you must hear
me. I as your accepted lover have
rights which your womanhood should
compel you to respect. Don’t let your
pride govern your reason, dearest, but
for once open your heart to my words.
To begin with, Neville’s character is
none of the best; his money is his only
passport in society. But more than
this, you are mine, honor hath bound
us, the law that shall make us one can-
not give new love or new trust. Asyou
are mine in heart, I must ask you to tell
Mr. Neville the reason you cannot go
with him; it will be but a just acknowl-
edgment of my claims.”

e apon her anxiously to note
the effect of his words.

Her lip curled slightly, her dark eyes
flashed, as she rejoined,—

“] will be no man’s slave, Herman
Aldrich.”

His face paled, his fingers curled to-
ward the palms of his hands. In a
husky voice he queried,—

“Then you refuse ?"’

“Yes,"” firmly.

The man drew a long, weary sigh.
His soul seemed sinking. He felt the
terrible result of her obstinacy, it black-
ened the future, it embittered the pres.
ent. But he would make one more
appeal to her, better feeling®,

“Pauline, think what we are to each
other; remember that we have but one
life. Love is our anchor here in this
world of trials. I beseech you to re-
tract your words! By our hope of hea-
ven I beg you to consider your noble
nature, and put aside this wilfullness.
One word of yours either makes or mars
our common destiny. Dearest, best be-
loved, hear me, think well beforé you
speak.”

His earnestness touched her, but she
felt that he was offering an ultimatum,
and her pride rebelled.

“I have but to repeat my answer,
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“You're a strange girl, Pauline. |
tell me the cause of your faintiug; ther
must have been a cause,”’ searchingly.

“I ate too much dinner, 1 think,"
answered, quietly.

Disarmed of his suspicions, If any he
had, he guve the subject no further con-
sideration. I'he following evening,
Pauline accompanied George Neville to
the opera  Every eve was bent upon
her with wonder and admiration, and
her escort felt a glow of pride he

| thought of the absent Aldrich.

|  The next morning at breakfast, her
father glanced at her several times in a

| regretful, half reproving way, and Pau-
line becoming annoyed, at length de-
manda«d an explanation.

*‘1 have good reason to
vexed,"”” he said, gravely.
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“Aund what of that, pray?”’

“Nothing, of course—decidedly no-
thing—you wilful girl. Only—mark 1
say only—Mr. Neville had laid & wager
previeusly that you would go with him,

d he boasted of it last night at the

attan claub.”
she cried,
heaving with indignation.

“Oh, yes, he dared, and was knocked
down for his pains.”

“By whom ?"’

“Herman Aldrich,”
watching his daughter's fea-
tures parrowly. But they revealed
nothing. Her self<control was simply
wonderful.

Presently Mr. Seaton left the house
and started for his office. He reached
Wall street at 9 a. m. From that hour
until four he was in a state of terrible
excitement. There had been & panic in
stocks—gold was rising—the market
was feverish—the financial world was
shaken to its very foundation. For-
tunes were engulfed in an instant., Mer
worth millions in the morning weret
little better than beggars at night,

Mr. Seaton rushed into his office
consult a moment with his partner
Dropping into a chair, he requested
him to ascertain the amount of stocks
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. Miss Pauline, not very, though
I've hoed a master to-day,”” he
rejoined, with a quirk of his head pecu
liar to him.

sShe nodded and smiled faintly, and

- in to help her aunt get sup-

Employment she must have, and
anything she coul o she took hold of |
with avidity ; it served to keep her mind
from herself and the past, and that was |
the great desideratum. What would

| the belles and beaux of New York have
said, to have seen the ly Pauline
Seaton in the midst of a brood of chick-
feeding the d them with

Is?

sight

Richard Marden hastily re-
ferred to his books, and then his spare
sallow face seemed to grow whiter ane
thinoer; his pen trembled in his fin-
gers, he could not speak.

Well, well, out with for
sake ! exclaimed Mr. Seaton, in a trem-
ulous, hollow voice.

“We are ruined—autterly
groaned Marden, dropping his
upon his little desk.

Henry Seaton sprang to his feet and
ran from the building, bhis face blanched,
his eyes gleaming wildly. But no one
noticed him. Too many men acted like |
maniacs that terrible day to have a |
fresh case occasion much alarm.

“Oh, my child! My Pauline! Lost
all lost! Oh, heaven! can it be true?”’

He staggered agaiust a building and
gazed fiercely around. There was
fashionable liquor saloon at his left. |
His strength was nearly gone—he must
have stimulant. Entering the gilded
hall, he called for brandy. It was
brought to him, and he drained the
glass at a draught.

went
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June came—June, with its
all kinds and hues. "Twas evening:
the flelds were silvered with moonlight;
a light breeze mitigated the summer
heat; the whip-poor-will’s weird |
echoed from the forest on valley .m-l!
|
]
]

roses of |
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{ hill. Pauline, in a white dress with
* | a crimson sash, sat on the lawn, medi-
tating. Presently Enoch, resplendent
[ in white pants and vest, with dark coat,
came out and took a seat by her side.
She was glad of his presence; he would
awmuse her.

Another! it gives me life.” | Y ou are

I'he waiter placed a bottle upon the | 7, Thank you. Miss Pauline. I doi't

table, and the bankrupt filled his glass |, ... = " 7, . i g )
: - i | believe you'd say that, if you didn’t
to the rim, and tossed it off with a sav- | a9 ’ J
age "}'If“"l“i ‘”"l“_ s o e \"""i‘("’r' “Mias Pauline,” said Enoch, timidly,
self, and as ent 0 s walter | -

ees ,'A' ; ’ - “I kinder thought may be you could
e " P ’ 4 | tell us a story about the city, or some-
used up by the ‘corner’ to-day.” | /| Y "% =
. : : thing, and so I came down. Could you
Thy quarters of an hour later, aow think of something: and wes’s it
Henry Seaton stood in his chamber at £ 1

home Its elegance seemed to mock DS 10 much Sroatie’
me. s elegance seeme - . P
: e e “A love story, Enoch?

She tried to speak laughingly.

“Yes, them are the best allus.”

“Well, I'll make up oune, if I ean’t
think of a real one. "There was once a
very proud girl, who was loved by a
most worthy man, & man noble of heart
and purpose. She became engaged to
him, and the time was set for their mar-
riage. Well, as [ said, the girl was
wilful, haughty and obstinate, and so
she promised to go out of an evening
with a man whom her lover disliked,
and who was not really worthy of her
society., Her lover remonstrated with
her, pleaded with her, but all to no
purpose. She would have her way.
At this her lover reminded her of her
duty to him and her love, but she as
much as told him that she never loved
him. 7Then he left her, not in anger, as
she deserved, but in sorrow and for-
giveness,"”

“But did the girl really love him,
Miss Pauline #”

“Yes, better than her life, but she
was too proud to confess it. She pre-
tended to scorn love, but in consequence
she has learned the value of it. To-
night, she is trying to fill the aching
void in her heart with hope—trying in
vain.”

“No, not in vain, my loved one—my
beautiful Pauline!”

The false whiskers were cast aside,
and the radiant face of Herman Aldrich
beamed down upon her. The old pride

line, nearly frantic with anguish. darted flashed up for an instant, and then It
R ) anguish, Gartes was- lost in the torrent of bliss that

by them and threw herself upon her L swrast over het hoart

father’s body. Wildly she called upon ..‘l; Hermanl By o my.own |’
ive fc e 3 eased | : o 5 .y y I8 & o

l“\.l;l';”:“k]ll:‘:" l)lrpt'l.urlﬁﬁkth’u:‘:l,ui‘I?l’i:-(;;é | She sank upon llun h'rivn»t,'m.ul his lips

servants wept and wrung their hands. | met hers in """' I”"_"'\ ng kiss.,

But at last she realized that he was ]\\'u months later ..lr-. Herman Al-

fead ; and then a despair terrible to be drich appeared h'.-'"'""-\' at the metro-

(huld Lv‘nl.-d "l""“ h;.l,-' face, and exi | polis, but with softened pride.— Waverly

i » Magazine.,
ence, for the time, became a rankling ’

curse.
.

looking finely to-night,

house must be given up. And Pauline,
80 tenderly reared! how could she bear
poverty ¥ The poor man shrieked sloud,
and tore his hair and beat his brow.
Then his eye fell upon a silvered re-
volver lying upou the table. He took
it up and examined it, strange, wild
thoughts torturing his brain. Anon
low, hollow mutterings left his lips, his
body trembled, his inflamed Imagina-
tion, aided by the stimulant he had
drank, pictured fiends about to attack
him. Like lightning his arm went up
—the barrel pressed his ear. he pulled
the trigger—aud the next instant he lay
on his back dead, his brains scattered
about him. Ounly one of the many vic- |
tims of Black Friday.

The explosion was heard by Pauline,
who was going to her boudoir at the
time, For a moment she stood motion-
less, controlled by a nameless terror.
Then she rang the hall bell violently,
and tottered rather than walked toward
her father’s room. The door was locked.
She tried to push it open, and then
fainted from the horror that was fore-
shadowed on her soul.

Preseutly the servant came rushing
up stairs. The maiden was carried to
her reom, and then Mr. Seaton’s door
was burst open.  With cries of fear and
dismay, the attendants beheld the life-
less body of their master. And while
they gazed upon it, a heart-rending
shriek broke upon their ears, and Pau-
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derful melody of the waves, straining

my eyes to catch all of their life, color,
and sparkle.

Having but one more incident, and
that counected with my departure,
your patience will be taxed but little
longer. It rained slowly all the day of
my leaving, and as the Volusia did not
come at her usual hour, Mr. Bridge
started out with alampina boat to the
bulk-head, to signal her. As he went
down the hill he shouted to me to “*‘come
and see the rainbow "’
the camp-fire, where all the men were
getting their supper, one of the hunters
said, *“look out for the pot ot gold,
marm, at the end of the rainbow.”
When | reached the centre of our little
temporary wharf, I saw a sight 1 had
never seen before, and probably never
will again.  Before us was one brilliant
band of color from horizon to horizon
spanning the entire lake, and resting
beyond, straight in front of the whart
upon which 1 stood. All at once the
as those above, and in an instant the
ralnbow was at my feet, showing bril
liantly on the shining wet whart,
voluntarily 1 looked for the pot of gold
but the bow staid but a second and was
gone,—M. A. B.

— D @ —

Apple Parings - A Glimpse into s
Farmer's Kitchen

“Apple-parings,”” or “paring bees

with the many other pleasant old cus
toms with which our ancestors, our
grandfathers and grandmothers, were
wont to pass their leisure evenings
after the harvest was o'er, are rapidly
dying away before the onward march
of time; but in a few towns they are
still in vogue, and the young people
enjoy themselves at these gatherings
with all the wholesome heartiness and
vivaeity characteristic of the meetings
in the olden time. It is about this time
that invitations to these **bees” are be
ing i.-~|l~'l|. and eight o'clock in the
evening sees some well-to-do farmer’s
kitchen filled with the lads and lassies
of the neighborhood, eager to commence
their attack upon the pans of rosy-
cheeked apples heaped bhigh upon the
shining tables, Knives are produced,
long aprons are donned by the blushing

AN ExcuaNGesays: “Formerly, when

“You don’t remember a thing about | & man got tired of the world, he went
it, deary, and I'm sure I don’t want to | into a cave and dwelt alone; now he
talk about it, for it was an awful day, | accomplishes the same result by opening
and that’s no name for it. Your face | # store and neglecting to advertise.

girls, whose cheeks reflect the color of
| the luscious fruit, the modern apple-
g yarers are aflixed, the party separate
| into groups around the different pans,
and in a moment flashing fingers vie
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It is
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A man
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Kinned, hi
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a liar,

h over his ¢
finge Lhex
t of havis
We looked
quired if he had the
killed and we
“Now, look
wone of
mind that,"”

continued

wki - rs
gener
body

name

and he

lew

“It wasal

flour d
yesterday, ar
the tirst

‘1 wan

varrel of
was sent home
when | got home last evening,
thing the old woman sald was
that barrel up garret,’
“All right," savs 1, m1
the old thi and rol
the nd  up-
wat when
it flew
four

Fljust g

hack and
inches, so that

shins

my about

dropped it quicker than yon ever see, |

Fhen 1 rolled it np till [ got it to the
fifth step, right on the turn, and the
blamed thing wouldn't further;
so I up-ended it again, but it flew back
hit me In the stom and jammed me
up in the corner so tight that I coulda’t
move till the old woman helped me out
and togethies worked the wretche

nuisance up until we got nearly

top of the stairs, when nothing we

do her but she must climb ovar it to get
a chance to pull. She was just abont on
the top of it, the last I saw of her. The:
there was a screech and a howl, and

mixture of two humans and a flow
barrel all the way down stalrs an

ZO ANy

we

d out
into the Kitchen, where it pitehed the

old woman over the stove, and smashed |

the supper table into Kindling-wood,
and then busted itself against the chim
ney. Now we aint got no dishes, and
the stove don't sit easy on three le
and the old woman’'s the longe
mad on | ever see; 'm afraid to g«
don’t feel very well my-
Free Press. ¢

got st
o |1

selr.™
A Republic not Like Ours

The head of the government, the

Grand Caliph, was elected for a term ol |
| danghters and onlv

| frey Cresswell, one of the leading mer
chants of New

twenty years. | questioned the wisdom
of this. 1 was answered that he could
do no harm, since the ministry and the
parliament governed the land, and he
was liable to fmpeachment for miscon
duct, This great office had twice bee:
ably filled by women, women aptly
fitted for it as of the sceptred
of history. Members of the
cabinet, under many administrations,
had been women.,

I found that the pardoning power was

as

some

lodged in a court of pardons, consisting |

of several great judges,  Under the old
regime, this important power was vested
In a single official, and he usually took
care to have a general jail delivery in
time for the next election,

I inquired about public schools, Ther
were plenty of them, and of free colleges
I inquired about compulsory edu-
cation. This was received with asmile,
and the remark,—

“When a man’s child is able to make
himself powerful and honored according
to the amount of education he acquires,
don’t you suppose that that parent will
apply the compulsion himself? Our free
schools and fiee colleges require no law
to fill them.”

There was a loving pride of country
about this person’s way of
which annoyed me, 1 had long been
unused to the sound of it in my own.
The Gondour national airs were forever
dinning in my ears; therefore | was
rlad to leave that country and come

»ack to my dear native land, where one
never hears that sort of musie,
D

too.

The difference between perseverance
and obstinacy is, that one often comes
from a strong will, aud the other frem

a strong won't,

'
rapldity of

| make clear
| above, and tell the reason why
| Cresswell,
| was single at thirty, lonely and sad.

twin |

_hll

| of the gift.
| and brilliant, bat wholly unprincipled

speaking |
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O Noscbud garisnd of girls
Who sek for a soug from me
To what swoeol air shall | set my lay
What shal
The 0

ite koy -note ba 7
wors have goue from wood and il ;
e rippling niver les white and sl

Aud the bird that sang on the maple Ix

Afar

ugh,

i the southland slugeth now

1

11 the whole gind year were May

O Rosebud garland of girls !

1f winds sanyg Jlow lu the elusteriug leavea
Aud roses Liootsed aiwny |

If youth were all Lhat there in of life

If the years trought nothing of gare ur strife,
1d 1o the ether blue

for you

Nor even a

It were ensy to sing & soug

Yot O my garland of girls !
Is there volliing better than Ma
The golden glow of the Lharvest-time
The rest of the Autuin day
I'his thought 1 give to you all to keep
Who soweth good seed shall surely resp
vear grows rich as it groweth old
fo'n Inteat sands are ils sands of gold

M. MNodia

A Christmas Tale.

Ellen. Our
for ten long
yvears. Only

Eve, Auunt
s at home
l'en long, lonely
d I to wish each other a Merry
Christmas, with hearts far removed
from merviment.  No little children to
t Santa Claus with ringing shonts
No family to gather rounnd the
Christinas T'ree We will give 1o cach
other tninkets to mark we
will eat turkey auvd mince pies, and in
the 1 will go w0 the
N children. Aud so the
day will glide by, as it has year after
in Paris, s 1 . in London, in
Petersburg—where have we pot
spent a Christipas 1
“But we an
dear,” was the reply
“Trae. There is
that. | have

g that we

fias
Intt
VEATS

VOu a

KTen
of joy

our love,

allernoon over

inday -school
vear,
1
home howe

comfort in

ok

some
longed so |
wight find n
trace of our lost one.
Yet, it is ten
Lhouse has been in the
of strangers. Who can te!ll that she
has not been turned away from the
door? It breaks my heart, Aant Ellen

it breaks my heart!”

I'bhe woman who =
slowly unpand downa ng, handsomely
furnished drawing-room, her small
Jeweled hands clasped tightly together,
and her eves misty with unshed tears,
She was richly dressed io heavy silk of
a deep wine-color, soft fiue lnce, and
tastetul jewelry, and she very
beautiful

She was not very youung, past thirty
but her soft fair complexion aud del
cate features made her appear youneer
than ber acthal age. Her eyes, of deep
violet, were large aud expressive, and
her hair, worn in close carls ronnd Lher
shapely head, was of the richest brown,
throwing bmck golden lights in the
bright glare from the chandelier. She

tall and slender, yet gracefully
proportioned, aud her movemoents were
casy and dignified.

Her companion, who was half hidden
the depths of a velvet arnmcluur,
small aud very pretty, but old
wave her snowy hair folded
away nonder a soft lace cap, and to weas
the old-ludy dress of black silk and
white muslin, with ashawl of Shetland
wool around her shoulders,
S loving
at tl i
and when she spoke, ther

thy in every tone

“Remember, darling,” she said, “that
it is less thao a year we returned bhere,
It is too early t discournged.”

“l am not dis aged, bat it
hard to wait, Think of the happy fam
ily that gathered year after vear in this
our father, Unecle Harry and
All gone. Nothing left me
but your precious love, and the good |
can do the poor™

“And Mira, speaking of that, did yon
not tell me you had still some parcha
ses to make your class to-mor
row 1™
"1y Mr
from my mind
pecded. | can go now
o'clock. 1 will order the
be back before nine.”

She rang the bell as she
dered the ea riage, and
mand and wraps.

I'he old lady waited until they were
once more alone, and then said, wist
fully

“Youn would have told mg¢
Morrison bronght any news 1™

“Judeed | would!™ was the earnest
reply, aud the old lady felt a caressing
hand upon her own. “There was only
the old of failure. Oh, Aunt
Eilen, | would spend every dellar |
own if it would bring her once more
into my arws, bring her face against
my own again! Where is she this cold
Christmas Eve! How do we know she
& not cold ngry, while we have
luxury ! How do we know what sor
row she may endare! Oh, Mabel, Ma
bel! where dare you 17

“She may be dead,” the old lady said,
very sadly.

A heavenly smile lit the face of Mira
Cresswell, as she answered

“No. She counld not die, and I not
know it You forget we are twins,
v\aut Ellen, She has suffared deeply,
has known iliness and sorrow—bhitter
sorrow=but she is not dead. When |
feel keen pain, | know she s il and
suffering. When my heart sinks witl
some unkpnown gniet, | know she weeps
But she could not die, and
o you know

or home t
New
Surely she
Vears
Lands

LA L
will come
that the

home!

wke was pacing

Waas

WS

n
Wous

enough to

we looked with tender eyes

restless woman

wWas sympa

ur 18 80

room, of
Mabell

for
. Morrison's call drove it

I here were more Loys
It is not sev

e

carnage, aud
spoke, or-
for her

sent

if Mr

story

In sorrow,

I live on. she seems

| atrangely near to me to-ught, and she

is sad, very sad

ago, dear, when vou were so sure she
was coming home 17

“Yes ; even neéarer than
then. DBue here is Mary
wraps.”

‘Are you going alone?
with vou.”

“It is not worth while. I shall only
drive to the toy-shop and back.”

She pressed a loving Kiss upon the
face raised for the caress, aond

seemed
with my

Take

\’,l

Mary

sweel

! left the room.

A\ tew words of explanation here will
the conversation quoted
Mira
and talented,

rich, lovely

Mubel Cresswell,

children of

and Mira

York, were at twenty
acknowledged belles in their own eir
cle of society, and brighter, happies
fate never seemed offered to girihood
than theirs. Their mother had been
dead many yvears, but their tather's sis
ter, Ellen Cresswell, had so faithfully
filled her place, that the twins never
felt the loss of mother love or mother

| care,

During their first season in society,
for the first time 1 their short, happy
lives, the sisters wakened to the know-
ledge that there was another love even
more absorbing than that they felt for

| each other.

Mira beecame the botrothed bride of
father's junior partner, George
Sewell, and her family approved heart
ily of her choice,
beart to & man in every way unworthy
A man handsome, talented,

one of whom society more than whis-

pered disgraceful tales, vet tolerated
| for the sake of his old family name and
position.

Gordon Blanchard was so far pardon-
able, that he lost his parents at an early

| age, bad had the control of ample means,
and been free from all restraint since
boyhood,

Mr. Cresswell, alarmed for the happi-
ness of his child, opposed her choice as
soon as ho became aware of her attach
ment, forbidding all intercourse be-
tween the lovers, and using his pater-
nal authority with rather injudicious
atrictuess, The danghter, who had
lived in an atmosphere of love and
sunshine from infancy, resented the un-
usual severity, and, yielding to the so-

| licitation of her lover, eloped from her
| fatber's house.

York |

wrer than she scemed six months |

| ces bending over them.

But Mabel gave her |

| Before Mira had recovered from the ! stores, that threatened to overflow ﬁ'. o 79 i

bitter grief of this first violation of sis-
vily love and confidence, she wWas
Geod upon w wmourn the death
ness. Sewell, after a sbort sudden ill-

Fhe girls .
cumulation ofth broke under the ac-
viee of her physidi@w, aud by the ad
wined to retire fropet father deter
travel in Enrope, His flUsIneSS, und
ter, with Mira, 1'uln]um\‘l.“"' nud e
and they sailed from New Y K
Fall following Mabel's elopemet!
s1x years the father forbade the of
of his erring ehild belng spoken in
prescuce, but he became ill in Flor

euce, nud upon Lis deathbed he forgave | |
giviog Mira his dyiog words of | was
blessiug to cherish in ber heart unptil | room
she met her sister, Yet, his will, drawn | dropped
up in New York before he salled, left | Acarpe

her

his fortune entirely to Mura,
It was the girl's earnest desire to re

of | treasures of books, games, and toys’

| sorts for Mira's suprise,

| more the room the

arty, | girlhood.
”l(':‘p | llu-«slc’-rrlpt in softly aguin for final pre-
For | paratioos, and then hid

%"

turn to her own home after her father's
death, but her uncle Harry, who was

ulso her guardian, was alling, aud fan-
| cied the air of ltaly or Frauce wus ue-
| consary to bislife,

So, lor three wore weary years, the
travelers lingered abro uf‘, ull Harry
Cresswell, too, died in Italy, and was
buried beside his brother. Bat by his

| will, Mabel, eould she be found, was

lelt equal heiress with her sister of his
Lundsome f.mwn), his own sister El
len beiug already independent,

I'he tirst griet being over, the two
women felt return the weary homosiok -
ness they had conguered for the sake of
those who were gone, and returted to
New York,

As soon as they were settled in their
old home, Mira instructed her lawyer
Lo spare no money or time W find her
sister;

months having passed since her retarn
to New York.

An she drove toward her destination,
Mira (
had so often prayed, that, before ano-
ther New Year dawoed upon Lier lonely
life, God wonld restoie o her the sister

loss she mourned mwore than that
father, or lover,

Her dead were, sne trusted, safe in
the eternal home of Clhristians ; but her
sister, iviag, vet lost, was perhaps suf-

w liose

ol unele

fering want when plenty was her owan |

by nght—was lovely when love await-
ed her.

With sad thoughts for company, Mira
entered the toy-shop, crowded with
purchasers, and as her foot passed the

threshold, a weight seemed to fall from |

her heart and limbs. She was dazeded
by the light, she was bewildered by

but hier efforts were unavailing | theds
up to the time when she is introduced | and complete wardrobes.
to the reader, a hittle more than rllidulhl_v boxes, w

esswell praved sileotly, as she |

the strange afexplaived happivess that

scemed pouring into her heart.

Uncovsciously she spoke the thoueht
that filled her brain and bheart, and
wauy 1o that gay crowd turned, as the
sweet, clear voice spoke one word,
“Mabel " —turned to see a shabbily
dressed woman, at the counter, devoted
to cheap toys, drop her trifling pur-
chase, und fix her eyes upon the KHI,\
wrapped 1n costly raiment who bad
-]l--l. n.

Even in the contrast of dress, the
likeness hetween the two conld not be
hidden. It was as if each faced & mir

t
"

the Both were pale,
pale, as the shabby figure, drawn by
power of the other's dilated eyes,
slowiy crossed the store, never secing
anything of the wondering group, and
found herself in a carmage, with Mira
sobbing and caressing her,

“Mabel, Mabel, Mabel ™

That was all Mira conld say, feeling
her sister's Kisses on her lips, her sis

s tears ou her tace. Bat after a mo-

other,

the

ter

ment of deep, intense happiness, she |

was recalled to this world agaion by the
conchman demanding the next desti-
nation
“Drive slowly forward till I pull the
check-string.”

Bang went the door, and the horses
took up & walk.

“Darling,” said Mira, can it be true ¥
Are you really he here in my arms.”

“But

MO

“We wereunti! June. Wecame home
then, to find you. Tell me of yourself.
I am so bungry for news of yoa, Ma-
bel.”

“*No more so than 1 have been for ti-
dings of you, Mira. My own story is
soon told, I am widowed and very

.

k

poor, with two little girls at home, bhalf |

fed, and half clothed.”

“Where is your home 1" asked Mira,

Mira, | thought you were in

i(l

|
|

{

!

, thongh one face was thinner thao |
deadly |

| erib, you can think that it is the sam«

|
|

|

and shuddered as her sister named the |

puor locality.

Again the coachman received direc-
tions, sud as he drove, Mira told her
sister of
her uncle's legacy, receiving in return
the story of a wretched marriage, of
children born only to die, excepting
the two litte girls of eight and six still
living, of the gradaal descent into pov-
erty, of illness and nnkindoess,
death left her free from actual abuse,
to fight the widow's battle against the
world.

“We were in Cineinnati from the time
of our marrisge, Mira, and Gordon died
there, two years ago. | tried to make
mouney to come home, wearying. for
vou, hoping for some words of pardon ;
but it was not until last June | came

!

her father's forgiveness, aond |

till |

|
i
|
|

here, 1 went to the house, and found a |

family there who said the house had
been rented to various parties for ten

| jail; itis a good thing, when you are

years, and was then about to be taken |

by a Mr. Morrison.”
“My lawyer—you know papa's old

{ as much money, with like opportunities

lawyer is dead, and Mr. Morrison acts |

for me. He was preparing for our re-
turn, when he gave the family you saw
notice to vacate the premises.”
“l never returned there,
1]
I'his is the reason | have pot seen the
| advertisements you have had pub-
| lished. Bat, here we are at the only
home I have known since my retarn.”
Bat for the brightness the future
promised, Mira felt as it her heart must
have broken, as, after ascending three
long thghts of tickety stairs, the sis-
ters stood in the dismal attic of the
wretehed tenement house. In a small

{ over what will bappen.to your wife if

IIH‘I'(‘I‘. 1]

ave had my hands filled, toearn bread. |

| that
| thoughtful towards the dear ones you

| open grate were the embers of a scant |

tire,and the miserable furniture seemed
as if actually falling to pieces. Upon

the low bed, where their poor garments |

eked out the seanty covering, were two
children, whose fair faces and brown
curls were miniature copies of the fa-
Even by the
Light of the miserable tallow candle,
these faces looked beantiful.

Upon the bed-post hung two tiny

| ready they won't come,

stockings, andMabel's tears rose as she |

| whispere d:
“1 have jnst two dollars in the world,

Mira, and 1 had told the children T was |

alrad Santa Claus would not come
here to-night. Tuey have never been
without some toy, however poor, and,
Mira, the older one, as she said
prayers, sdded a little petition to the
saint of Chrstmas. When she
from her knees, she told me, with sach
perfect faith, that Santa Claus would
surely come now, that 1 could not bear
to picture her disappointment. 1 re-
solved to take a trifle from my money
to buy a few cheap toys, a little candy
and frait, and trust to Providence for
the future. Kissing my little ounes, 1
stole out, leaving them asleep, uncon-
scions for the hour, at least, of cold
and hunger.”

“Oh, Mabel!
child’s prayer.”

“To think that in answer I found youn
—found a home, wealth, and Christmas
hul|‘u'v|m~lu! Mira, my heart is too
full I”

I'here was a moment of deep silence,
and then Mira spoke, with a look of
merry mischief in her eyes, that they
had not worn for years!

“Mabel, let me take the children
home. asleep, just as they are. Wrap
the cavers round them, and we will
carry them down-stairs. There are
vlenty of warm robes in the carriage.

Jo, do let me carry ont a little surprise
I have in my mind for the waking of
the dear girls.”
~Just as you wish.”
| A rapid drive home to greet Annt
Ellen's delighted surprise, to put the
little ones, still sleeping, in bed, and
| wrap Mabel in warm, -handsome gar-
| ments, and then there was a shopping
| expedition through the busy, crowded

IFhank God for the

rose |

| ters stole from the room where

|
|
|

|
d
1

| “here is

| that this was net & new name for her.

] one cannot wait too many to-morrows.”’
er |
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carriage.
Little garments of daintiest make

o4 of fruit and sw
o:ful machinery Onb“

e

children lay .nlnpllﬁ:.:‘o share oug
{‘mbmkin‘ when

tempting pack
meats, anil wond

It was past midoight when the

Day was
o s lyes 10
) closet to walel waking.
(?l'.ﬁu m:: r;omln; mkin.‘ t and
'ear, and the sun, peep

Y curtwing, lhhu:d oue , that
strong contrast with the attie
Sere Mubel's children  had
o childiood's deep sleep.
Lol Mgy texture, covered with

| bright boguets” ¢ ors,
| floor ; handsome ~.' re ":..“

| talty arranuged, snd & some-

| what old-fashioned 4 warm

| covers, held two lit

| cosily under the softest of

| while two brown heads rested lovin,

| together upon the pullows

| warmin filled the roow, and every ap-

| polntment was rfoet. Bat the crow
g glory ste directly opposite Iz

| crib, where the little slespas muost see

it as soon as their eyes
tree, standing

'
[ It was a tall Christmas
| npon & large table, and sarely Ssnta
| Claus, in Lis most generous mood, had
| never dressed one with more marvelous
| fruit, The small white stockings,

ing from one branch were well

and from every bough were suspen
| rare Christmas treasares, sach as ehil-
Ldren love, Dolls, drossed in the latest
| fasbions, wers there, and for the use of
ladvships, farniture
Tea-seta, in

c::r there ; games, in
| variety; books, filled with the most won-
derful ot fairy r?mllcl'l: nud.:’(p::.
{quisite pietares, in ty euv H
varist ies of candé m‘ and daintios
{of every kind. And over all hang the
brilliasey of the rislug sun touching
| every oljjeet with wartsgolden light.
| Suddenly, ss shildyen often waken
| from dee sieep, ope curly, brown
| head was litted from the pillow, sod a
puir of great blue eyes opened wide, 1n
delighted surprise.

“T'hat is Mira, your namesake,” Ma-
bel whispered low, in the eloset,

Great gusping sobs of perfeet happi-
pess held the child silent a moment,
then the joy became too great for soli-
tary pleasure,

“May ! May " she eried, the sweet
voiee npyhuu with delight—"oh, Hn{
wake up! Santa Claus came! 1 told
mnx‘nma he would come. May, wake
I'wo brown heads were npraised now,
two pairs of bloe eyes shining with
pleasure, roving from the tree to the
wonderful room, the furniture, the mir-
rors, the little bed, and ever n
to the marvelous display of toys and
treasures,

“Oh, May, itis like heaven! How
warm | am ; and sce our nightgowns,
all rufiied, and with lace on tiem ! And,
oh, May! see the lovely bloe dresses
on that chair, and bronze boota! T
must be for us, for they will surely fit
us.

But May's eyes were drooping alittle,
in the midst of all this happiness. She
wissed some«thing, dearer than ail.

“But I want mamwa” she said in a
grieved tone. “Did Santa Claus take
AWAY mamma

The closet-door openad, and the two
ladies stepped out, dressed so nearly
alike, and resembling eaeh other so
wuch, that May shouted :

“T'wo mammas !”

“One mawma and one auntie, dar-
ihux-?' said Mabel, Kissing the won-
| dering little faces.

“Has Santa Clsus been to see you
too 1" asked Mira, the second, notin
the unwonted happiness of her mother's |
face,and the handsome Cashmere wrap-
per she wore.

“Yes, darting!” her aunt. answered ;
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—Dr. Lindeman esti mates the

u.,uumh-%m»dm of
this country for 1576 to be $100
n'xm pwjce the average yldm
-uu-uwam:rom
amount of
i e s
fruvds. This is about ene-balf of the
total loss, ¥ i
I8 abulifrog farm in South-
eagtern Wisconsin, 30 acres of
fenced fu, and the n
thousands of these birds to
New York. :
~At the annusl hust of the Ne-
braska € club, held re-

ity Sportsmen club,
cently, there were 1,135 animals slaugh-
nmdf sting of ducks, hares, quail,

snipe, er,

—Maggie Davis, of the ex-
A
t w . d
Hayes, Jr., cashier of the Nationsl
Bauk of Memphis.

—A #oa turtle on the M
WMMWW xon:ﬁ
kum‘wlfesiro-upbu of fins.
Ittook 12 men with 3 sets of halyards
10 haual m ahore,

—Auburg, N. Y., claims more
qu;a:'d old maids than any
place M slze in the coun
then, you know Aubtirn hasa
ul Stsle’s prison.

—General Meredith, who died lately
in Indiany, was six }ceq‘nmn incles
high, and t Linooln used to sa)
that the General was one of the few
wen be looked up to.

—The Palinetto Guard, of Charlesion
South Caralina, has 1 to cele-
brate the centennial the battle of
by erecting & $12,000 monument.
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;‘.‘jut.l Claus has brought mamms
jome.

“Is this beautifal room to be ours?” |
“Yes: and when you lie down ia your {
ove where mamma and auntie slej l!
when they were little girls. But ave |
you not ready for breakfast? Don's |
you want to be dressed, aud see the
toys on yvour tree 1"

“Oh'™ evied Mira, as the door opened,

] a fairy godmother poming !™

There wasa merry laugh then, for
Anpt Ellen was so amall and pretty,

“I could not wait longer to see your
children, Mabel,” she said—**our second
Mira and Mabel I

1t was a day the reunited family can
never forgee. The children, youug la-
dies now, thioking ol seed ac-
complishments, have passed- many
happy anniversaries, bat never owe
quite so starthng and bright as the one
‘wlwn JSanta Claus brought mamma
ome.

L v - Wt

Wisdom fn Brief.

An exchange gives the following
sensible hints for 1875, which we com-
mend to the cousideration of all con-
cerned: It is better to live in a<little,
mean, two story frame house, than jn a
talking of anotheggman’s défaleation, to l
make sure that you could have handled |

for dishouesty, and not fillen before
temptation. It doesn’t pay to worry

you were taken away; she may get a
better husband; if you are wandering
what makes your former schoolmate's
hair so gray, or make such a one so
wrinkled, or why such another one is
growing so stout, just take a look in the
glass. Do not jwagive, because you
have resolred to practice charity and to
speak well of everybody, that everybody
has made the same resolution regarding
you. If you are heartsick with regret
you were not more tender and

have lost, just try to avoid further re-
pentanee in the future by being good to
those still left 0 you. Don’t put off
vnjn.\‘mcu(. If you are not rv'ml_v toen
joy things as they come, when you are
Planning to
enjoy friends and fortune in the future
& most insecure investment. The
chances are woefully few that you, your
friends and the fortane will all come
together in the future. If you haveany
ool dewds to do, or happiness to enjoy,
to~day is the time, It is only when we
guing ourselves into the commit-
ting of some net where we believe the
end will justify the means, that it pays
to wait till to.morrow. In such a case

is
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Kulfe and Fork Flirtations.

Fo drop your knife means: “I am
badly hored.™

To eat with your knife means: “I am
not posted.”

To drop your fork means: I am des-
perately in love.”

I'o wipe your knife on the table-cloth
means: “All right.”

To stir your coffee witha fork means:
“How sweet you are.”

To eat your soup with a fork means:
“You are very beautiful.”

To whet your knife on your
means: “You see I am sharp.”
To cut your wouth with
means: “I am very impatient.”

To pick your teeth with a fork means :
“I am the pick of the lot.”

To wipe your nose on & napkin means:
“1 am making a fool of myself.”

To drum ou your plate with
kpife and fork means: 1 am
crazy.”

To scrateh your head
means :
_\‘nll.”

To dip your own Kkuife into the but-
ter means: “I am not very particular
you see,”

To let your knife slip and knock the
gravy out of your plate means: ““I am
exceedingly happy to be here.”

To draw the knife half way down
your throat means: ‘I am enjoying my-
self very well, I thank you.”

fork

a knife

your
almost

with a fork
L itch for an acquaintance with

thirty-five francs
dusery™

—A colored woman
Ga., Istely died at the advanced
112 years. She was to
been the oldest person that State.
She was born on Island, and
was twenty mr old when the war of
1776 comme

—Deserves sucbess. A new steam-
ship cdmpany is organizing in New
York which will not ask Congress for
any sid whatever. The steamers sre
to ply between New York, St. Thomas
w!:, ll"mmdt.h'e :nd are to d-pem:
wholly upon egitimate profits o
commerce for support.

—A W
t

men
ml] 1 and was
bruise, ”'En

very properly consists
tion o

newspaper fraternity.

—The California Pacific railroad peo-
ple A|n- p:;h'l’x’)' their end of thedSomh-
ern Pacil great vigér, and prom-
ise to have milecad commanication be-
tween San Francisco and Los Angeles,
next summer, This will open the de-

lightral elimate and tropleal fruits of
southern California to easy access.

—St. Louls has just figured up its
‘:ttlng for this year, and finds t?::{

stween March 1 and Ogtober 31, the
number packed was 102,134 averaging
220 Jhs, each, against 159,962,200 Ibs.
last vedr. The product of these hogs,
together with 43,000 head slaughtered
by butchers, was 16,490,550 pounds of
cut meats and 3,619, 862 pounds of lard.

~One of the bronze medals presented
by Congress to the heroes of the battle
of Lake Erie is in n of a gen-
tlemanu of Toledo, Obio. On one side
is & Nkeness of Commodore Perry in
naval uniform, and o the'reverse is a
representation of the fiiet in the line of
battle, engaging the ‘enemy. The
owner intends to send the medal to the
Centennial Exposition.

—A farmer in Seymoar, Ind., while
examining his corn.erib the other day,
came across a small jug whose mouth
was stop by the body of a rat which
had tried to get in but had stuck fast.
On breaking the jug bhe found four
other rats inside, all alive, The latier
had evidently crawled in, eaten till
their sides were stuffed ml? and then
tound it impossible to eraw!l out again.

—Duncan Campbell whe has under-
taken to walk from the Atantic to the
Pacific Ocean, at the end of four months
has reached Rock Springs, Wyoming
Territory. He intends~ leaving San
Francisco on the 1st of February with
a wheelbarrow to carry his blankets and
cooking apparatus, and will accomplish
the return journey in. 190 days. hat
else he will aceomplish would puzzle
even Sergeant Bates to tell.

of s “Genuncls-

those of the

The Richmond Ewguirer says that as
soon as the funeral services, prepared
by an l-:plsmp;lclerfynun, at the grave
of Colonel Thomas Jefferson Randolph,
were concluded, and before the grave
was filled a veteran negro step
l‘orwardd'ukvd if there was anyl::
jection to a service by his people. He
was told by the clergyman that such a
tribute would be acceptable to the
family, and then a seéne that should
down in history was éuacted. Quietly
Mr. Randolph’s former slaves assembled
around him, and then swelled up from
a hundred negro voices that most pa-
thetie of hymns—

:?o:l:m of t:l%f

A ntleman who was: present says
that in his whole life, extending over
seventy years, he never witn any-
thing so fouching. When the last notes
died away amid the oaks of Monticello
there was not a dry eye in the vast as-
semblage.
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A SHANGHAL eating corn, takes a peck

every time,




