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A Word to the Wise,

Love hailed a little maid,
Romping through the meadow;

Heedless in the sun she piayed,
Scornful of the shadaw,

“Come with me,” whispered he;
“Listen, sweet, 10 love and reason.”
% By and by,” she mocked reply;

“Love's not in scuson,”

Years went, yerrs came;
Light mixed with thadow.
Love met the maid again,
Dreaming througl the meadow.
#Not s0 coy,” urged the boy;
“List in time to love and reavon.”
By and by.” ehe mused reply;
“Love's atill ix season.”

Years went, years came;
Light changed to shudow.

Love saw ille maid again,
Walling in the meadow.,

“Pass 1o more my dream (s o'er;
1 can listen now 1o reason.”

»Keep thee coy,” mocked ke boy;
“Love's out of seacon.?

Qui Sait Aimer, Sait Mourir.

] burn my soul away!?

=0 spake the Rose, and smiled; within my cup
Al day the «ubearns fall in fume—all day

‘They drink my seetness up!®

4] sigh my soul away!”
“The Lily said; “ail nmight the moonbenms pale
Sieal round and round me. whispering i their play
An all 100 wender wle!™ .

] give my soul nway!?
The Violet rurd; “ihe west wind wanders on.
The north wind comes; 1 know not what they say,
Aud yet my soul is goue!?

Oh, Poet, burn away
Thy fecvent sonl! fond Lover at the feet

Of lier 1hou lovest, sigh! dear Chiist ian, pray—
Aud lettie world be sweet!

Seleckions,

The Third Class Hotel.

¢Mrs Magwell will be down presently,”
£aid the careless-lovking waiter, in his white
wpron, and the brush, his professional badge
o! office, tucked under his arm.

The young ludy he addressed scarcely be-
stowed a pglance upon him while he was
spenking. 1ler face und figure, both, were
expressive of utter disguat at her surround-
ings; she occupied as little of the hair-cluth
sofs as could possibly support her, and her
dress was drawn up ubove her miraculously
fitting French boot, aa if ghe feaved the con-
tact of ita lounces with the Brussels carpet.
It was quite asclesn as the velvet on the
drawing-room of her own home, and the par-
lors were light and cheerful, though small
for the present paiatial style of hotels, and
guiltlesa of the stenmbgat fashion and up-
holstery. In its day, the Ashley Ilouse
had been a first class hotel, second only to
its lordly neighbor the Astor; but of late
yoars the tide of fashion has stranded over
that once favorite maosion, in its retreat op
town, and its sounding corridors echo chiefly
the hum of political cabals, or the firm free
tread of those who sre more familiar with
the quarter-deck than the saloons.

The Ashley, having oo auch popularity to
fastain it, had degenerated into a stopping-
place for business-men, making theit spring
and fall parchasers, and anxious to lose us
little time s possible. It was in the centre
of the great wholesale trade. Look from
any window yoo choose, the pavement was
piled with boxes and tho streets choked with
drays. It was the encounter with these
actunlities of life that had helped to ruflle
the temper of Mra. Maxwell’s visitor. The
carriage bad been stopped by a blockade, at
least ten minutes; she had been helped
through the rush on the side-walk by a vul-
gar policeman, and had torn that lovely
robe drees on a pecking-box.

Now if her Uncle Maxwell had been a
buyer and seller of Merrimac prints and
Allendunle flannels, there ‘would have been
some exouse for his peculiar fancy for stop-
ping in this dingy little Ashley house, miles
away from every one they visited; and in
fact Helen Sturgis scarcaly liked to say to
her friends that Aunt Maxwell was in town,
when she had to give her address at this out
of the way place. If she would only stop at
the Brevoort House, or the Fifth Avenue,
the Baint Nicholas, even, whers it would be
s plaasure to go, “bat this dreadfal, forlorn,
miserable, dingy little Ashley House!”’—
and Miss ITelen looked around her in bigh
disdain, and wondered what kept her aunt
#0 long, and reflected on the mortifieation of
being recognized by some persanal acquain.
tance, oalling at such an unfashionable

" '“Well, Helen, how are y.og, dear? Tam
.worry 20 have kept you waiting, but I had to

Saisk-capying o leiter for yous upale.” |

Miss Sturgis advaoced, with considerable
animation, to meet the speaker, a very well-
dressed, fine-looking woman of thirty-five.
To tell the truth, she did look a little out of
place in these quiet old-fashioned parlors,
with her rich drapery; it wasnot often the
wirrors had so brilliant reminiscence of
their old grandeur to reflect upon. It was
uot & limited income, evidently, that brought
her to this stopping-place.

“We were delighted to hear you bad
come, Aunt Margaret! I few down the mo-
ment we got your note! ITow is Uncle Max-
well? how are the boys? is Annie with you?
or dear little Madge? and— you won’t mind,
will you—why io the world did you stop
way down here, particularly now that we
have gone up to Murray LIill?”

Mrs. Maxwell watched the shadow of dis-
dnin creep over the fair face before her with
an amused smile. “Agk your uncle; here
he comes! Archie, Helen is as distressed as
I told you she would be.”

*“Yes, it's too bad"’—and Ielen adopted a
pretty petulent maoner with her uncle-—*‘to
drag Aunt Margaret out of the world so.—
Please change your mind and come up in
our neighborhood. You’ve no ides how
lovely the Fifth Avenue is! Ah dol”

“Couldo’t oblige you, could we, Madge?
anything else’’—and Uncle Maxwell bestow-
ed o loving smile on his wife, and a provok-
ingly my-terious one on her neice.—
“Couldn’t be indaced, could we?’’

“Well, T don’t see what the attractions
are! and only think how it sounds! I should
think you would bate to ask your frieads to
call on you bere.” And then she blushed
with vexation, and the unintentional rude-
ness of her last senteace.

“I feel for you, Helen, indeed I do! Per-
haps you don't think so! I know just how
it will be when your devoted friend, Dolly
Mandeville, asks you where your aunt is
staying, to have to say in Maiden Lane!—
llorrible! Or to encounter that elegant and
fascinating brother of hers on his way to
Waull Street, just as you turn the corner!—
[Iow he will lift up his aristocratic eye-
brows! Never mind, Nell; if they show
any disposition to cut you, remind them that
their father had a retail boot und shoe store,
and has taken my measure himself many a
time, two doors below here.”

“Goodness, uacle, you don’t say sol”’—
and Ilelen's astonishment displaced all
other emotiona. *Why, they are the most
exclusive people inoursquare: Mr. Maade-
ville has done no business for years.”

“That’s because he attended to it him-elf,
when he was in trade; made excellent shoes,””
added Uncle Maxwell, with a recollective
shiake of the head. *‘As good shoes as old
Williams did trowsers, I bad my firsc real
roundabout from him.”

+Not the Jennings Willinms family?"?

“Just so0.”’

“Well, I never wonld have believed it;
why they declined to visit the Lawlers and
the Hubbards last winter. I only wish I
had known it!”  And it was plain the Law-
lers and IIubbards should konow it by the
very next upportunity. “If there’s anything
I hate, it is to see people setting themselves
up.””  And Miss Helen shook out her fluun-
ces with the air of one who has some settled
cleims, and can afford to bid others be
hamble.

“That was when our grocery store was
on the corner of John Street and Nassau;
many & pound of sugar I've done up for
Jack Williams to carry home, helping my-
self liberally.”

“Uncle Archie!”—and Heleo’s face began
to burn—*‘you are the worst tease!”

“Does it tease you? I’m sorry.”

«Don’t, Archie,” interposed Aunt Mar-
garet.

«Because you know it isn’t s0; you know
grandpa was a shippiog merchant,” said
Helen vehemently.

“So he was, in your day; and so was
Mandeville, and Williams an importer; but
sgreat onks,’ you know—I have o remarka-
bly good memory.”

“There, Helen, he shall not teaze you any
longer. Go and attend to your letters,
Archie; Helen will spend the morning with
me. You have the carringe with you? can’t
you send it home and stay? I canumot very
well go up town before afterncon.”

*Qh, you ask too much, Madge—Dliss
Sturgis taking lunch at the Ashley IHouse;
why the Williams family won’t visit ker
pext, if they get wind of such unheard of
proceedingsl”

] ghall stay just for that—now, then.”—
And Miss Sturgis began to unbutton her
gloves, boldicg them up afier the maoner of
near-sighted, but it was a popular way with
the young ladies of the Vancouver Institate.
“And I'll fiod out what briogs you here be-
fore I leave, see, now. You can send Hen-
ry home, and tell him to come for us at
three. Mamma expects you to dine; you
will go, won’t you, Aunt Margaret?”’

“Dine at three! Horrible! What has oc-
curred to peril the gentility of the Sturgis
mansion so?”’

«I did not say dine at three; do send him
offt I don’t ses bow you live with sucha
horrible teasel Does he always kiss yon
good by?” asked felen, as she followed her
suot to the opposits side of the house, where
bright cheerful apartments swaited them.
“It’s not so bad here, after all, is it? only
the noiss pnd canfusion, sud being so very
far down town.”” ,

“And so unfashionable; say it out, Helen,
Bat'it’s the dearest old spot in the world to
me—sod this room, the wvery. sight of it
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transient home as a traveler could have

apartment of the house in its best days, and
now, though the hangings were a little
faded, everything was nicely kept, and the
heavy furniture had its own old-fashioned
elegance. The lounge and easy chairs were
drawn towards the bearth, where & ruddy
fire glowed, reflecting its light from 2 bur-
nished gate, and Ilelen presently found her-
self very comfortable basking before the
blaze, and admiring ber feet ns they rested
on the bright rim surrounding it. One hand
lay idly on the arm of the lounging-chair,
and with the other she held up an old-fash-
ioned Indian sereen that had been discover~
ed behind one of the tall China jars upon
the mantle-piece. It wans evidently not at
all distressing to have nothing to do for the
next two hours; it appeared to be an em-
ployment she was entirely at home in, Bat
her aunt had not had the privilege of an
education in the Vancouver Institute, where
“elegant idleness’” is taught as an accom-
plishment. ‘T'raveler as she wasa, her little
green morocco work-box stood upon the table
beside her writing-degk; and, as she fitted
u shining gold thimble to her finger, she
took up a cambric handkerchief, half hem-
med, before she settled hersell on a corner
of the opposite lounge.

“New, isn’t this cosy, Nell? - Quite as
pleasant as your Fifth Avenue could be,”
she said lightly.

“Oh, niceenough—Dbetter than I expected;
but when one is traveling and has pleaty of
money, one might ns well have the best.”
“Exactly what brought us here the first
time I ever saw the Ashley House. The
Astor was full, for it was the height of the
traveling season, and this was next best; in
fact, many preferred it thes, it was so well
kopt. It was my first real jouraey; I never
biad been baeyond Albany befure in my life,
and I was as old a3 you.”

“Why, Aunt Margarst!”—for, from the
time Miss Sturgis could remember, the fam-
ily had always travelled in the summer, and
she had just retarned from a six month's
Earopean tour, to suy nothing of two win-
ters in Havana, .

“Oh, that was an unsophisticated age,
when we read Looks of travel, and were sat-
isfied to sce with other people’s eyes. Why,
we were considered as very extravagant,
‘stuck up people” at Otsego for going that
year to Boston aad the White Mouutains,
though it was not a fashionable route then.

Shatting out the noise of the street, as jand I began to think I should certainly drop
the heavy curtains and closed windows did | from the chair if I could not get to my own
on that wintry day, it was as cheerful a{room. But there was the curious crowd in

found in all Gotham. Evidently the state |tered all about, staring atand criticisiog

the parlor, groups much Jike our own scat-

each other in the absence of any more intel-
lectaal occupation; and between me and the
door Mr. Maxwell’s long limbs stretched out
carelessly, At last I could bearit nolonger
not even with the dim, distant hope of shar-
ing bis attentions presently. I rose buar-
riedly to my feet, aud made one step for-
ward; alas! I did just what I tried to avoid;
in the blind dizziness of pain, stumbled over
his feet, and was caugh: in his arms, out-
stretched inostinctively to save me from the
fall. I gave one imploring, deprecating
glance upward, and met such a look of min-
gled amusement and kindoess as Mr. Max-
well quietly set me on my feet again, apolo-
gized for his monopoly of the floor, and
hoped I had not been hurt. 1t seemed to
me a general titter ran through the room,
and that he was scarcely able to keep from
laughter himself at my awkward predica-
ment. I should bave been greatly obliged
if the floor had kindly opened and conducted
me to the bar underneath.”

= “Don’t believe her,” called out a voice
{rom tho adjoining chamber.

“Why, Uncle Archie, is that you?”

“You abominable eavesdropper”’—and his
wife started up to meet him., “What busi-
ness had you to come back so soon?”

“Qh, you gave me the wrong letier, with
your nsual accuracy. I posted dewn to
Brown Brothers, with an account intended
for the Metropolitas Bank., She wanted to
bring me back, Helen, and have the plea-
sure of secing me once more. You have no
iden how wearing her attentions are. I
have to submit to it, though!’”’ and with a
rueful face he kissed her with a very well
executed appearance of heartiness.

“She's just as designing now as she was
the night she pretended to stumble over my
feet. Well, there; take another if you will
have it,”” added Mr, Maxwell, showing no
disposition to release his wife. “The fact is
Helen, we've never quite made up that five
years! Come, I must be off; give me the
other letter, quick—"’

“And order lunch as you go out, to pay
for eavesdropping,”’ Mrs. Maxwell took up
her work again, but her eyes followed her
husband to the door.

“What loves they are stilll dear me”’—
thought llefen—*"how long does that kind
of thing last? John and Fanny have noth-
ing of that going on, and they’ve been mar-
ried oaly two years.”

had oot only been confidential, but had al-
most said ‘I love yoo;’ and even Lowis and
Aunne saw it, I am sure; for they allowed us
to walk down to the boat together and ral-
lied me about my dullness all day. It was
not a very sentimental parting, for we were
late, and I was harried on bonrd without the
promise to write to me, which I felt sure to
the last minute he intended to make; and I
saw him last standing oo the wharf watch-
ing the boat, amid the crowd of drays and
produce, and porters, in a burniog hot sun.
Heigh-ho!”?
“You are sighing now, Aunt Margaret.”
“Am I?”’ and Mrs. Maxwell started from
the commencement of a reverie. “I was
thinkiog of that winter. I was really un-
happy; I did oot hear a word from your
uncle, after all; Anne thought it so strange,
and asked Lewis if he was sure Maxwell
was & high-minded man, and he defended
bim warmly. You have no idea how mis-
erable it is to be ehat up in a coontry town,
with little society, and very few interests,
waiting and watching the post, from day to
day, wondering and wearying over it; and
at last I began to give up all hope, and ac-
cuge him of trifling, and myself of folly;
and my face burned sitting all alone, when
I remembered how I had allowed bim to
take my hand, whea I met his eyes that
night, and hold it all the rest of the way to
the hotel, and how he had said—well, yon
can guess again.”
And Helen could guess pretty near the
truth, for she had experienced wore than
once how much could be said without com-
iug to the point.
4] love you—will you be my wife?’ "’
#0Oh, dear Aant Margaret, men are all
such horrid flirts! but I never should have
guessed uncle was! Iow can you Jove him
so well, now?”
*“I¢’s not very hard,” snid Mrs. Maxwell,
quietly foldingup the finished handkerchief,
ard taking another with theedge just turned.
“And how can you bear to sit sewing
away like sny seamstress? Why don’t you
have o sewing machine?—we do. Lou and
I never think of setting a stitch.””
“I have one, too; your uncle brought home
one the last time he was east; but no one

will.”?
“Yes, but you haven't told me—"’

bas ever hommed his handkerchiefs but my-
self, since I had a right to do it, or ever

night I lay there listening to the storm,
stretching out my arms to shelter my chil-
dren, aad turning on an empty pillow with
great hot gushes of tears at the silence;
thinking, too, of the past, and how different
it might all have been.

“When morning came, I dreaded to face
it, to set about the business of my journey,
to make my first solitary step in life. I felt
a9 if I could shut my eyes to the light for-
ever; tempted to turn at once and fly back
to my children, tryiog to familiarize myself
with the long year at least that lay betweeo
me and the sight of their little faces. I had

“Well, I don’t know but I’d come here,
too, in spite of Maiden Lane,” said Helen,
quite heartily. “I don’t know-but I'd go
to Long Branch every summer, if—"

“If what?”” asked her aunt, wonderinp if
Ielen had a heart after all,

“Oh, nothing!” But Helen was thinking
of some fortunste accident should ever bring
about an explanation between herself and
Fred Graham.

“And you see some people do condescend
to como and see us here,” said her aunt,
holding out a card brought in just at that.
moment.

no sympathy to expect from Mr. Grant. He
had come on business, and but half finished
his hurried breakfast when Le stretched out
his hand for the advertisement he was to in-
sert in o daily paper for me, and was gone,
leaving me to the loneliness of an unoceu-
pied stormy day.
“The week dragged by. I had had several
applications, but none that I felt I ought to
accepf in justice to myself or my chiidren.
The more advantageous offers were to go too
far from them, and some required too much
—sewiog and personal supervision out of
school hours. It was pretty hard to find
ope’s time and powers so keenly bargained
for; I was questioned as closely as o cham-
bermaid looking for a situation.”
“Poor Aunt Margaret!” said Helen, think-
ing with a little self-reproach of the heavy-
eyed Miss Ferris who taught her little sis-
ters, and that perbaps she might have a
story, too.
“I was almost disheartened”—and here
the work dropped unconsciously from Mrs.
Maxwell’s white hands. “Mr. Grant was
to go the next day, and the little money I
had was melting away. I felt nlmost des-
perate, and said to myself, I would take the
next situation, let it be what it might. Just
between daylight and dark that last evening,
a gentleman from the West called. The
room was vacant, save the figure that rose
to meet me, and it was so dusky that I
could not see the face distinctly, but the
gentleman was very kind in his maoner,
made me be seated, apologized for asking
questions, but said it was necessary to make
o few inquiries. ‘I had advertised for a sit-
uation a8 Mra. F. Wasl a widow? was I
willing to go to Chicago? I scemed young
—excuse me—for my position.’

“Iis kind and considerate manner, so

“I don’t like to think about that part of
my life very mueh., I gréw more and more
low-spirited and self-accusing, and then
Judge Flint had that ‘famous lawsait with
Lewis, and he was very courtoous, and dig-

I had had a famous trip; I waq very roman.-
tie, very susceptible, and, secing more gen-
tlemen in those two weeks than I should
havo done in five years at home, I had im-

events; isn’t he, Aunt Margaret?’’ she added
aloud, as her aunt's half amused, half ques-
tioping look met hers,

“Uncle's fond enough of you, now, at all

agined myself io love twice at lenst, and
looked upon every new acqaintance, if he
was at all young or agreeable, as a possible
lover. It was exhaustiugly hot weather
when we left Bostun. The cars were crowd-
ed; a4 for the boat, people were piled all over
the floor. It wus impossible to sleep, so,
after & bad night and a day of sight-seeing,
you cun imagine me pretty well wearied out
Still, nothing could have kept me in bed
that evening; two of our late fellow-travellers
stopping at the Astor, were coming over,
and the hotel was thronged. I could not
possibly miss such an opportunity for dis-
play. Tired as I was, and with a headache
creeping on, I dressed my hair carefully as
if for a ball, sicteen long curls on each side
—1I had not turned it up yet—and puton
my handsomest dress, a blue Fronch muslin
and appeared with the rest at the tea-table.
After tea, oar visitors came, not particularly
brilliant young men, but very complimentary
—oh, very! The lights were exzcruciatiog
to my-poor head, so was the hum of conver-
sation in the parlors; but I boreit likesa
martyr until nine o’elock and after, when it
began to be intolerable. Just then Cousin
Lewis came in, and said to his wife, with
whom I was traveling; ‘Who do you think
has just come in, in the train from Philadel-
phia?—oaur old friend Archie Maxzwell?’”

“What—uncle!”’—~and Helen started up
from her languid attitude. **Why, I did not
know you had known him so long before you
were—"’

“Yes, before [ was married. Idon’toften
speak of it, you know; but lere, just in
this house, I have u kind of ‘Ancient Mar-
iner’ feeling; it is a plensure to talk it over.”
*But you were not engaged then?”

“Oh, we are not introduced yet, you know
Lowis snid he bad asked bim to join usin
the parlor after be had made his toilet, and
presently he came in. OF course I was all
curiosity. He could not bave been such an
old friend, for he had only left cullege a year,
and that was where Lewis had known him,

when he was tutor, while be studied law.—
You cannot recollect him very distinctly at
that age. Well, I saw s tall, sleader young
man, with rather heavy whiskers, and fash-
iopably dressed. 1 thaught hiwm particularly
elegant in manaer, and poor Abbotrod Cél-
lender, who had beea quite high in my good
graces, dropped instanty. Not that he
would ever notice sach u chit as I was; he
only bowed in acknowledgement of the in-
troduction to me, and (aking a chair close to
Cousin Anae, begnn to talk of mutual ao-
quaintances at New Haven. I hud a good
opportunity, sitting on the uther side of him,
to stady his tuce. His white, oven teeth, bis
regular profile, his mellow, happy laugh,
much what it is now, Indmired esceadingly.
I gava very wbsent replies Lo my visitors, for
apart from their lack of oonver-ngion;l capn-
thlities, my Lesd teemed bnm?ngm pein

“Yes, I thiok he is, judging from appear-
ances.” P
“But that five years, as he said, how did
you ever happen to Jose i1? Dido’t you
fancy him then?”
Mrs. Maxwell’s eyes grew almost misty
with tenderness. *'I suppose I have loved
hismr ever eince. I wens to bed that night

nified, nud atteniive to me; and every one
said what a good match, and I had the silly
idea of showing your uncle that he had not
made me miserable, after all; and so it went
on, and I had had a grand wedding, and
became Mrs. Flint before I fairly realized
what I was doing.””

*And didn’t you see uncle, or hear from
him all this time?”?

to think of him at all events, with his fuce
forever impressed on my memory. Sleep
cured my fatigue, and I came dowan in my
white morning dress to breakfust, expecting
to meet our party in the parlor; but it was
earlier than I supposed; there were one or
two strangers, and Mr. Maxwell standing by
a window. 1 did not think he would know
me: bat he came forward immediately, and
inquired whether I had been lamed by his
awkwardness, kindly taking the awkward-
ness all to himself, and was so agreeable
that I forgot the unpleasant part, and ooly
remembered—well, I will tell vou, Helen,
that his kind, strong arms had been around
me, though bat for a moment.

«Ha went with us to breakfast, and to ride
afterwards; we saw him constantly for the
next three days, and you koow how fast an
acquaintance progresses in traveling. The
night before we left, we all went to the old
Park Theatre to see the little View:ése chil-
dren—little wreath dancers—it was before
your day, and he walked homse with me.—
We talked about it bLeiog the last evening;
and he said he should miss us—well miss
me-—and the hotel wonld be dreadfully dull.
That his brother’s family were out of town

and he was supposed to be reading law, and

it would be a year and and a half before her
could be admitted to the bar; and his fath-
er’s property could not be divided until his
youogest sister cama of age; talked quite
confilentially, and as if we bad known each
other nlways. Then about our going away
again—and that I should probably forget I
had ever seen him in o month’s time., We
were just in the blaze of light at the Muse-
am, when he said that, and I looked up,
straight up into bis fuce reproacbfully; for
I was feeling as if [ should never be able to
live without seeing or heariog from him;

possibly you know what kind of a Jook I met
without describing it.””

“I can guess,” and Helen thonght of a
certuin evening at Long Branch the summer
befors, when she had not cared to dance, but
had walked the piazza in the moounlight, and
the Joveliest organdie dress: and had met
several such looks. The very recollection

made her heart dance; but then she had

flirted afterwards with Lieutenant Brad-
sbaw, and they bad quarrelled. Heigh-ho!
*\What a Iong sigh!” ssid Mrs. Maxwell,

guthering something of Eelen’s stary, from

the light that cume over hor face, and the
shadow wad wigh thue followed it

sYour face looks alumost as furloro u‘miu'a

of Tenuyson’s Poems that he had given me,
and never sang the songs that I had sung to
him—and Judge Flint was very kind, and
I had the children to think of after a while;
then he died, suddenly, and it was found he
had speculated, and all his property was
gone. A€ twenty-three, I was a widow,
with two childreen, entirely dependent upon
my own exertions.”

“Dreadful!” Ilelen had about as much
idea of earning a dollar as she had of want-
ing bread. “Ah, you poor child, you! what
did you do?”

“All manner of things—sewed, taught,
dragged aloog for two years, determined not
to be separated from my children, nor be
dependent on my friends. But it was no
use: the horrid plan I had put off from day
to day~-the agony of parting with my chil-
dren bad to come. I ecan’t talk of it, now,”
and Mrs. Maxwell’s lips quivered, and her
eyes dilated with starting tears, *“To feel
those little clinging arms around me, to
hear that soft, lisping little voice: ‘Come
home to-night, mamma, and briag Robbie
present’—and see the mauly efforts of the
oldest not to cry, not to make mamma feel
badly, and know that death and sickness
might rob me of them before I should ever ges
them again, or that they would forget me
and cling tostrangers. Oh, Ilelen, it stifles
me yet! They were to be with Aone and
Lewis, that was some comfort; I don’t thinsk
I conld have brought,myaself to it othorwise;
and I came to New York with one of our
neighbors, a merchant, to advertise for a
situation Soath or West as governess.

“Wo came here. Mr. Grant’s business
brought him to the Ashley House, and the
very name thrilled me with old recollections;
how much mors the room, the well-remem-
bered furniture. The house was crowded;
I had a bit of o room way up ngainst the
roof. We arrived in a terrible October
storm. I never remembered one like it. I
was drenched going from the boat to the
carriage, and almoat blown off the sidewalk
gettiog intc the house. My room being so
near the roof, I heard it in full force, and
looking down into the strest it was almost
deserted, the awnings wero torn of—shut~
ters flappod drearily in the wind—the win-
dows rattled. Ob, how desolate it wasl—
Such o coatrast to wy laat stay here. Then
1 was 80 young, 80 full of health and bope,
surrounded by frisnds; now in-the careof

ioxl i , broken in beslth,

did whea she parsing came, for your uncle

“Not a word; and after I became a wife
I thought it was right to.put away even the
recollection of him. I gnve away the copy

wearied ont in mind and body, desolate and | look for & governess, anid same ooe bad wold
-acked with' the pain of that partivg. All bimof me” o

different from anytbing I bad experienced
throogh the week, and a strange echo in his
voice of one that had once spoken far more
kindly to me, made me tell him my story
briefly. I was not so young, twenty-five, a
widow two years, and I was working for my

enduranco leave me suddenly, with the
thoughtof those wondering little faces watch-
in vanin for me, and I sobbed out the last.

“ITe was 8o thoughtful a8 not to nttempt
to sooth me, though I felt that he was moved,
for his voice was tremulous when he spoke
again, It almost made me start, it was so
like one I had heard on that very spot be-
fore, but I knew it was fancy, connecting it
with the place.

I am truly sorry for you, madam,’~and
then, before I could “speak or think, the
tremulousness deepened into entreaty, and
I knew in an instant who it was that said,
‘Oh, Margaret, your tears sre chokiog me!
We did not dream of all this when we part-
ed. I thought you loved me then.’

*I tried to be cold, resentful, but I could
not. I was too unhappy to refuse any com-
fort, and I could not put away his; for all
that week the spell of the old time had been
upon me, and I had turned a hundred times,
thioking I must-sece him among all these
strange faces.

“‘Perhaps you thought hardly of me,’ he
went on, bhurriedly; ‘but I only meant to
prove myself, and to work hard to be able
to be nearer offering you a home when I did
speak. I wrote you tweaty lettors that win-
ter and destroyed them all but one; I have
one witness to speak for me. I started once
to go to you, but I thonght you understood
mo, and were waiting for me, and when the
time came, I heard you had given yourself
away.’

“I counld not say one word; all that weary
winter rose np—and to think that he had
really cared for me.

¢ come to offer you a situation from my
partner,’ be said, presently; *but if you did
care for me, Margaret, I can make you think
of me again. Be my little governess; 1
need one sadly: I have wandered out of all
good ways since that great disappointment;
you ought to guide me back again.”
“And whot did you say,” asked Helen,
cagerly, feeling as if she was in the second
volume of a sensation novel. *“Why, it's as
good as a real love-story.”

*0h, you know I had promisel myself to
take the next situation, let it be what it
would,” said Mrs. Maxwell, gsyly, gather-
ing up her work; “and so my poor deserted
children got their mother back agais, and a
futher, too.”

“Did it really bappen in the parlor we
were in just now?” .

“Really; on that very dear old hair-cloth
sofa your uncle kissed me for the first time

-

children, and then I felt my fortitude and

Ifelen could scarcely believe her eyes as
she read—*Mgs. Aveuste Beruont.”

“I suppose you don’t feel so badly about
it now”—and Mrs. Maxwell stood up before
the dressing glass to assure herself of the
rectitude of her collar. “Come, go with me,’
and have a look at the old sofn.”

‘Browsrow Axp Yancey.—In his specoh.

at the Academy of Music in New York,

Parson Brownlow gave the following account

of his interview with Yancey:

A few weeks prior to the last Presiden-
tial election they announced in their papers

that the great bell-wether of the wholo dia-
union flock was to speak in Knoxville—n

mao, the two first Ietters of whose name are
V. L. Yancey—a fellow that the Governor
of South Carolina pardoned out of the State
prison, for murdering his uncle, Dr. Earle.

He was announced to speak, and the crowd
was two to one Union men., I bad mever

spoken to him in all my life. He called ous

in an iosolent manner, “Is Parson Brown-
low in this crowd?”” The disunionists cried,

“Yes, he is here.”” “I hope,” said he, “the
Parson will bave the nerve to come upon the

stand and let me catechise him.”” “No,”

said the Breokinridge secessionists. . For,
gentlemen, we bad four tickets in the field-
the last race—Lincoln nand Hamlin, Bell
and Everett—the Bell and Everett tickes
was o kind of kangaroo ticket, with all the
strength in the hind legs (great laughter)—
and there was & Douglas and Johnson and a
Breckinridge and Lane ticket. As God is
my judge, the Jast was tho meanest snd’
shabbiest ticket of the four, Lincoln was'
elected fairly and squarely under the forms
of law and the Constitution, and though I
was not o Lincoln manb, yot I give in to the
will of the majority, and it is the duty of
every patriot and true man to bow to the
will of the majority (cheers). But the
crowd halloced to Yaocey, “Brownlow. is
here, but he has not nerve enough to mount
the stand where you are.” I Trose and.
marched up the steps and said, “I will show
will you whether I have the nerve or pot.”’
“Sir,” eaid he—and he is a beautiful'speak-
er and personally a very fine looking man
—*“are you the cclebrated Parson Browa.
low?”” “I am the only man on earth,” I re-
plied, “that fills the bill” (laughter).—
“Don’t you think,” said Yaocey, ‘“‘you are’
badly employed as a preacher, a man of
your cloth, to be dabbling in politics and
weddling with State affairs?”” *No, eir,””
said I; “a distingoished member of the party
you are acting with once took Jesus Christ
up into & mount (uproarious laughter)—and
said to the Savior: ‘Look at the kingdoms
of the world. All these will I give thes if
thou wilt fall down and worship me.” Now,

sir,”” I said, “his reply to the Devil ifmy
-reply to you: “Get thee behind me, Satan’ ”*
(renewed laughter and applanse). I rather
expeoted to be knocked down; but1 stood’
with my right side to him and n cocked
Derringer in my breeches pocket. I intends
ed if I went off the scaffold that be should
go the other way (cheers). *Now, sir,”” I

szid, “if you are through, I would like to
make a few remarks.” <+Certainly, pros
ceed,” said Yancey. ‘Well, sir, you should
tread lightly upon the toes of preachers,

and you should get these disunionists to

post you up before you launch out in this

way agaiost preachers. Are you dWare,

sir, that this old gray-headed man sitting

here, Isasc Lewis, the President of the

meeting, who has welcomed you, is an old

disunion Methodist preachor, and Buchoa-
nn’s pension agentin this town, who has

been meddling in politics all his lifetime?

Are you aware that this man, James D.

Thomas, on my left, is o Breckiaridge elea-

tor for this Congressional District, and that

he was turned ont of the Methodist minis:

try for whippiog his wite and slaoderiog

his neighbors? Are you eware that ihis

young man sittiog in front of as, Col. Lou=

den G. Haynes, an elector of the Breckin-

ridge ticket for the State of Tennessee at

large, was expelied from the Methodist

ministry forlying and chenting his neighbor

in o measure of corn? For God’s sakeday

nothing more about preachers until you

koow what sort of preachers are in youc

own ranks.” And thus ended the colloquy

betwoon-me aud Yanoey. I have mever

seon him since. '

EDUCATION IN SraiN.—~Some Years sge
thers was a legend aboot, that Noah bad
been permitted to ve-visit the earth. IHe
wandered about from country to” country,
ill at easoin each of them. 'Nothing waa

in his lifs. If there is ever a sale of furni-
ture here, we mean to have it bought in.”
“So that's what brings you here. Bnt

uataral—potbing was a8 it “used t0 be—
Steambonts and railrosds, telegraph’ wires
and lucifer matches, with a thousand othék

how did uncle koow it was yoa?”

“Why, it sesms, alter he became & banker legend eays at
in Chicago, be used o come here and stop | the sadness of bis countenancs was cbanged,
for the sake of old times, and be had arrived | kis eyes sparkiad with delight, and fa tha
the day before, one of ‘bis crrands being to [ exuberanoe of his jvy, he thtew up hi

'and thanked God‘that ibere was ot goun
- Hery which zetbeTnéd Just ab b Bad 1ot e,

innovations, wet. him' at every turn. The
length he reaclied Spain, et

el A,
. bl
.




