\eral idea of her.

’

.

$heiress to half a million. |

The Threo Lossons.

would write--

Trere
Three words as with a huruing pen,
Ju tracing of eternal light,

e three lesse

Upon the hearts of men

Hove Hope
And glodness hides her face in scorn,

Though clonds sviton now,

Put thou the shado w fiom thy brow--
No night but hath its morn

Have faith, Whete'er thy Lark (s dricor
The calm's disport, the tempest’s mirth

Know this
The Inhabitants of earth

(il rules the host of heaveu,

Hive Love,

But man s« man thy Lrother call,

Not love alone for one,

! scetter like the circling sun

Thy chatities on all
Thus grave these loasons cn thy soul

Fuith, Hope and *Love—and thou shalt find
Strength when life's surges rudest roll,

Light when thou else was blind

Sehiller

THE l’lll\'.\'l'l:.\liCllli’lf\RY.
I had found n'..; )m_l-:«n'l was sceking

of
when

making
wy friend

my ¢

Willard

an opportunity
unobserved,
Fleming caught sight of me.

“Don't Arthur,” be

vou to do me o favor. Y

go yet, sa'd

want

me with n ladyjdressed in blue

cape |

“y |

- !
!wmln- my first letter to her and signed

lit Willard Flewiog 1 wll
l-(rt- gth in‘o it,shulowing out the eon
filled me.

II‘AI my

|
fliciing «motions wh ch 1|
!"Il that 1t could not fail to huve its

as

| effect, for I was wriving for myselif!

I should have written hod it been my
[ right to address Ler in my own name:
[ I maled it two days later, knowing it

he suid, patronizingly., * You hival

donesplendidly.  Why, bless my heart,

I don't wonder she came 1o torms
Somie of your letters rend ax i you

w re fur ously in love wi h yourwell
[averted my head an t made no veply.
“Matters wre in exce leot s ape ™ he

“Ih

essity of letters, anil if we keep

continued re will be no more nec

our

would seach her shortly aforherarrival | secret she will never know anvihing
l I waited impatiently for her reply. | aboutit,  If she discovers it as | Ky
Willurd had arranged to have her letters | pose she must a'ter our marriags, <he
|

directed to me.  After I hod read them

I was to turn themover 1o him togetier
| with a deaft of my answer

Three weekslater Hfoundan envelope

postmarked Fravee, and a tdressed in g

!d'-hm?v feminine hand lying upon my

| desk I tore it open with t emblirg
‘“II_'--I-_ It was from Lydia Moreion, |
In every line of it | detected the etfees

of the letter | had wiitten her, 1t was
l‘n..m- than Kkind; it was just upon that '
be

friend<hip snd something more tender

neutral  groard which lies ween

I read snd e read it. | carried it about

with me for several days before 1 could

[ as<eted, A beautiful girl, with
dark bair and eyes ?"

“The sume,"” he responded. “ller
psme is Lydia Moreton; beautiful as |

you say, and what is no less interesting,
want you
to be introduced to her and form a ger
It is a very imporiant
matter.”

1 started.

“What part am 1 to play in this mys»
terious drama?”’ I asked
“surely vou do not propose to adjust

in surprise ;

your inc/ination for the lady by what |
may think of her
of scquaintance 7"

“1 will explain afterward,” he replied,
“come and see her first,”

Very much mystified, | followed himn
nto the conservatory, where | was for
mally introduced to Miss Moreton, On
taking my place be-ide her, | saw that
Fleming bad left us to ourselves, | cen
fess | was not displeased, for 1 found
her very charming. We were on good
terms immediately, and | was half in
clined to be angry with Willard when
he retarsed and took me away from
her.

“] envy you,” I maid. *‘She is exqui
site,”

“I am glad you approve,” he replied,
“but it is by no means rettled yeot, sand
thet is why [ want your help.’

“I wish you wou'd not talk in ridddles;
Willard, ' I exclaimed. *“Tell me what
you mean,"”

“Just this," he said, taking niy am
vonfidentially, “1 think I bave produc

4n impression, but she is going away to
morrow, for a year, [ shall bave no o}
portunity of following it up I have

gained her permission to correspond

with her, and you are going to write my |

lettera for me.”

YT T replied. “Yon seriously ¢
pect ma to correspond with her in you
name ?"

“Just 20,” he said. ‘It isx th» briglt
wat idea that ever enterad my Lead, too
Now, | write an abominable lotter,
snd in spite of the understanding Lo«
tween us, might do myself more harm
than good. You have an especial talent
that way. Everyoody admires your
letters, for you can produce any impres

you

impression

choose,
of
why [ introduced you.

sion You have a geuneral

ber character; that
If you will un

dertake the campaign, adding a Little

more warmth and that sort of thing in |

each suecessive letter, we shall capture |

her before the year is out.’

“It strikes'me the course you propose

s not strictly delicate or honorable,"” |
replied, indignantly. “What will she
think of us when she discovers the
truth?

“Oh, never mind that,” he returned,

varelessly. “After | have made her Mrs
Fleming I'll undertake so pacify her

[ was on the point of refusing posi
tively when Miss Moreton, on her way

She
What
was there in her look, her voice, the
touch of her small, gloved palm, that
stirred me s0? What was the wave of
regret that swelled up in my heart as |
saw her turn onee more to the door and

to her carriage, met us in the hall
smiled and gave me her hand

smile back her farewell ? 1 stood in a
profound reverie until Fleming plucked
me by the arm snd said, impatiently :

“Well, what s your decision? Will
vou write to her 7"

In an instant the thought entered
my brain that, though she could never
be nothing more than a pleasant vision
1o me, [ might st least retain the bitter
happiness of holding intercrurse with
her for a time, even if under another
man's name, The temptation was irre.
sistible, and I yielded.

“Yes,” 1 replied, “I will write your
letters,” '

“The thing is done then,” he raid,
rubbing his hands gleefully. “I shall
owe you the handsomest wife in Awmeri-
oa, and s balf million, besides.”

I turned away with a throb of indigs
nant envy, and left him exulting over
his anticipated success. That night 1

after a few momen s |

sod |

bring myself to give it to Willard, It |
[ seemed asaf it had been meant for me ]
| What difference whose name was at the
top of it? My words, my feclings, my |
s had drawn it forth. It had h

writtengto me; butsllas!! 1
to it

“Bravo!" eried Willard, o delight, os
he read it. “If any one asks me [ora
private secrotary, | sholl recommend

you above all others. Why, «he is halt

in love with me already.’

In love with him! “Tiue, it was Wil
lard Fleming she had thought of when
writing. Me <he bad long since forgot
[ ten, and I had done my best ta destroy
my last hope, if I had ever been so fool
ish as to cheri-h any

I went ho

1o half resolved to take no

further part in the conspiracy, and to
| let Willard manage his courtship as best
But [ had vot
| to relinquish the bitter-sweet of my fic- |
{ titious

[ he might, the courage

intercourse with her. Power

| fully effectad by our first mecting sand
jonly meeting, her first let'er had com
n love with

| pleted the mischief. 1 was

H,‘r‘y.nl [ might as well be in love with

llhv' moon

[ wiote again, reckless, almost jas

Under W llard's name [ re- |

ionstely,

flected all the fecliogs which her letter

had sroused in me. [ made no attempt

to disgui-e my love, but 1 expressed no !
[t was & sad luxury to imagine |
| ber flushing

bope.

cheeks and brightening
eyes ax she read my fervid lines

The letter that came in reply was san
viditional torture to me,
apparent that, far from offending her, |

|
It was very |

| my unguarded language had won me a
warmer place in"her heart

aswert, half confession of tenderness in

!
There was I
|

every word, such as would have been

my cue for an open declaration had 1
been dealing with ber honestly,

A paragraph in her letter warned me

of the dungerous ground Willard and 1

were treading upon in cur deception
It ran |
| I eannot understand, dear friend

my own feel ngs when | read your let
| bers,

When | met you in New York 1|
| thought you one of the common place
young men one meets in society, and

one | eoull never have felt any doeey

interest in, as | knew you ther It
seems now as if snother person were
“-|~ sking to me » man with a werm
heart, deep feelings and noble impulees

'
[ cannot reccncile myself that the Wil
I rd Fleming I onece knew is the Willard
Fleming I am n to How
have 1 dece

“Sharp girl!

oW writing
ived myself «0?
Fleming

t she

commented

)
when be read this passage, “won

Y-Hrl' when she knows | never wrote

her n line.”

The idea of cheating ber became
every bour more repugnant to me, |
I cou'd have understood the whole un
happy busincss what would I not have

given! How she would despise us both

when she came to know the truth!

| Thisstrange e« rrespondence contin
I‘,nul throughout the wianter. | could
| not break the fatal chain I bhad bound
around myself
| I eould not vol
i untarilly exile myself from herin hatred
| and contempt. No, the
| come soon enough in the inevitable
course of events. The end was nearer |
than | knew, !
There came alotter from her—shall I |
ever forget it ?—which, in ita tender out
pouring of love, left me no alternative
but to make a full declaration and ask
ber hand—in the pame of Willard
Fleming. As I finished it] felt & sense
of sorrowful relief. The die was east.
Two weeks later | received her accep-
tance, She was Willard Fleming's be-
trothed wife. She had resolved to cut
her European tour short by several
months and return to America, She
contessed she could not be happy now
unless near me—alas, not me! but
the man who bad never offered her
one tendar word, nor felt one thrill of
regard for her, Willard Fleming.
Willard was in bigh sphiita at the
prospect of the ful terminati
of his extraordinary courtship.
I'm much obliged to you, old fellow,”

Every word from ber

was as precious as life

end would

| Ca

| when Willard came near her »she

| William Fleming impressed me,

elp herselt
While he was talkiog in this wav, 1y

beart snok within me with a torturing

doubt which now occurred 1o me for

In my selfi-h love | had
de

the first tin

forgotten that I was iberate y put

t ng her inthe power of a man with whom

e had no sympaihy, and whom she
did vot love, Had I not conspired  to
Lring about the Litclong misary ol the

womun 1 lovea?
Itw s

betore | saw her,

several days after her arrival

Fhen | wos surpri-ea

ut her appesrance, It was not that of
v happy betrothed bride, Her  face
looked worn and pale, avd her manner

wus unxious and sad. | saw, too, that
invol
unturily shrank tiom him, ani looked
loubt «nd

al him with an expression of do

wondoer It was but too plan that sl
had an intuition of the deception pu

did

upon her., She not love him, and
she could not under<tand her nwn tee

mgs. My heart ached tor her; | lonp d
1to tell the truth: but how could |

However, it proved to be my destiny
to undeceive her in the most unee
pected manner. Shortly before then
marriage there came a rumor that the
trustee of her prope ty had de franded
her; risked all in speculation and los

sl The rumor was soon confirmed by
Willard him «'f.

Ho came into my room looking
gloomy and irritable. He flung him

self into m chnir with an oxth,

" ool &1

her face as | spoke, and with s torill
of joy suw thut her 1ok became me e
gont'e, her manner nore tender,

she replied, sfter . whil

“that | loved the writer of those letters,
I dd and It bas bheen iy ehefea
sorrow 10 beliove my idenl did not ex

do,

YTt does,”” she add d extending her
hands to me with a charming smile; why
should | deny i ?"
| I'nus the love, which had ran i
course through mystery and mi<tal
’qulnl its fruision at last, They sy
| 1oet’s soul is mirrored in hi< wo
love thesupreme poetry of lif | conver
our slightest acty into lavguags where
by hearts speak to hearts
— . —

‘ Tle Girl that Everyone Likcs

he not bhyuatiful 1 no! N wly
$inks «fealling her that, N tone ofa
dozen can tell whether her eves are
black or blue, If you sion'd ak them

t» deseribe her, they would only xay

USheis just right,” and there it would
end. She s a merry hearted fanJoving
bewitchiog maden, without a spark of
envy or malice in her whole compos
tion Sha  enjove herself and wants
everyholy else to do the came, She has
alwavs a kind word and aplessant sinile
for the oldest man or woman ; in fact
an think of no hing she resembles
more than asunbenm, which brightens
everything it eames in ¢ nteet th
All pay bermarked st ention, fr rich
Mr. Watts, whaolives in & mar n on
the hill, ta negro Sam, the sweep Al
leok after her with «dmiring eves and
sav to themselw e Sha i« just the
t rt \ The v 2 me
« n with one another 1o
1 i n 1 )
but «he ne vt them beyond
being simply kind and jolly : s0 ne
one can call Lier a flirt: no, indeed, the
young men all deny suel an a sertion

k'yv as she, Golewonderful to

“Here's a pretty fix he gr wled, | like her, too: for she never de
“Lyda’s money is all gone, in hurting their feelings, or say
“Weil," said I, coldly, “the los ‘Hn;a[-'-’u!'hnp bebind their backs
her money has not lesenod her value in ' Qhe was slwars willing to join in their
your eyes, | h'|- pe little plans, and to sssist them in any
“Hasn't 1t hereplied, 1 L way I'lievy go to hier with their love
the man to marry a womarn from s« affairs, and she mansges adroitly to see
ment. Do you suppose | would have | William or Peter, snd drop a good word
gone to all that trouble unlees | Lad I'r-y lda or Jennie, until their little

counted upon her fortune?
Angry aod disgusted as 1 was with

| him, I felt & great wave of joy aweep

Over me,
”

letters, |

“You got me into this serape,

siud, brutally, “with vour

count on you to extricate me
“Nary well,” |

returned, quie!

“how do you expect me to effect this
laudable purpose”’
“Go and tell her | never wrote those

letters, and that | pever made any er
gagemoant with her
“ 1 will do it," for

sl I, *“'not

yeave her from the

it
sake, but t meat est
of men. Thank God that you bave be
t ayed your true character before it

too Now
never want to

aAgain

leave this  house, |

look

late,

upon your face

th
ited

Considerably abashed Lie aheyed w
out a word, and I prepared to exe

my mission with a lighter heart than

a day

I had known for many
I sent up my card,

the room witha qu }

Ve
\ une m W I Fle ng,
she said hurriedls he has hoard of
misfortune, Tell me, oh, tell me, he
has asked to be relioved
“He has " [ replind he d t
1 trouble
Ioank heaver
ring he fa «i'h 1
| Aft ' .
an‘dl 1o ng A )
nuel
I I hard to i
own mnd. When | inet W red F
ngin New York ! was 1 prossed
favorably with ) v ) f
letter I changed my opir
correspond noe eontinued | learned to

Live

him his letters, They were
thosa of a noble, true hearted

Yetwheo | e

apointed

nar
me back | was cruelly dis
hd loved Y the

coased tot

The man |
man who wrote those

As at

first as a coll trifling
did not love him; I grew to abhor him
I would soomer have died than marry
him, yet I bad no He
given me one, but the mystery remains
Has a man two souls or who was it that
wrote me those letters 7"

“The man stands before you,” | re
plied, in & broken voice ; | wrote thoee
lettera.

Then I confessed the whole miserable

deception, without sparing my own
weakness and folly.
; “1f love beany excuse, " | concluded,
‘itis all T have tooffer. I could hot bear
to hear from you again. | believe that
you were favorably inclined to Willard
and I was weak enough to seize the op-
portunity of pouring out the sorrow and
passion that filled my heart undor his
name, Tt may be you ean not psrdon
me, but I am grateful that my decep
tion did not bind you fatally to & man
you dislike and I despise.”

exguse,

selfish wan. 1|

has |

| difficultics areall patched up, snd every

| thing goes on smoothly sgain—thanks
to her, Old 'adies payshe is “delight
ful." The sly w tch—she knows how to

| manage them, She listens patiently to
compluints of rheumatism or neuralgis,

and

then sympath ses with them w0
heartily that they are more than half
cured. Bu! shea sannot always be with
us A young man comes from a neigh
boring town, after a time and marries |
her The villagers crowd around to ]
tell him what & prize he had won, but
Lie seems to know it pretty well with
out any te'ling, taudge from his face
So she leaves us, and it in rot long be
ore we hear from th t place. She o
there the woman that every likes

Chrutian Adrecate,
| — —

A Mother's Control of Hor Sons

Women who have rons to rear, and
dread the demoralizing influence of bad
associations, ought to noderetend the
nature of voung manhood It = ex
cessively reatless, It ie distaurbed by
vain ambitions, hy thirst for action, by

ng cirement, by es wtihi]e
lesi fe in manifold way
If you, mothere, lead your sons 2o that
their homes sre associnted with the re

pression f patoral instinete, you will

v sure to throw them o the sociely at
nsom ensure ean supply the need of
their heart ey will not go 1o the
fubiie housesat fiest for love of Liguor
vory few people like the taste of Jiquor

ey go for the unimated and Lilarou
e mpanionship they find the w h
1 v discover does so much 1o repres
the dwturthing  restlessnesa n  their
brosste Sy to it that ther | o
compete with publie places i net
veners; open your blinda by day and
hight bright firea by night; illuminate
your rooms; hang pictures upon the
waull; put books and papers upon your
tables; have music and entertanin
gn ; Lanish the demons of dullness

| and apathy that have so long 1uled in
your household, and bring in mirth and
good cheer; invent occupation for your
st mulate their
worthy directions; while you make home
their delight, Il them with higher
| purposes than mere pleasure. Wheth
er they sball pass boyhood and enter
upon manhood with refined tastes and |
noble ambitions depends on you. Be- |
| lieve it possibe that, with exertion and |
| right means, a wolher way have more
| control over the destiny of her boys
than any other influence w!nlun»-“
Spirits of the Farm, |
-

| sonis; mbitions in

“Fifty years ago,"” says Earl Carns, at !
s meeting of the Church Missionary So- |
ciety, if a man had been shipwrecked |
on some of the is'ands of the Pacifie, |
he would have been killed, eooked and |
eaten; _whereas if & man were ship, |
wrecked there now, he would receive |
Coristian hospitality,” '

~The Iatest craxc-wave brald, st Gar- |
wan's,

I wat hed the varying emoti ms erons |

|

| CALL

|

I

AT THE

LEXTIRE DIUNDE

Job Office

i

nd Have YourJob Work

DONE

GHEAPLY, NEATLY AND WITH DISPATCH.

Now is the Time to Subscribe
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