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A TEAR AGO

N the pleasant summor wea ther,
When the stin waa low,

Bide by side we walked together,
Just & year ago.

In the West the orimson glory
Blowly died away,

AsT told the old yweet story
Al the close of day.

Jay, il then In life denied me,
Bel my heart at rost,

As the falr young face Leside me
Consclons love conlessed,

All the hopes that hovered o'er ns
Youth alons can know ;

Life mud love were all bofore us
Jdust & year ngo.

Just o year—ihe sky Is clonded,
And the shadows fall ;

In a grave my hopes lie shrouded—
Death has won thom ail.

Loyed and lost! The tie 14 broken;
Cold are lip and brow ;

Words of love, tbough warmly spoken,
Cabnol reach her now.

Joy has vanlshed, hope Is perlshed,
Droams of youth are vain §

E'en tha love by Memory eherlahoed
Thrills the beart with pain.

Goune for vv or—-sorrow only
Futare lfe can know,

Sinece sbe dled and lefv me lonely—
Just a year ago.

Uncle Jim's Christmas Day.

R. and Mrs. Albert Morrisson at
breakfast, formed a very pretty and
interesting ploture, The accessories, such
a8 furniture,n blazing five in an open grate,
and cholee engravings on the walls, were,
tosay the lcast, guite clegunt, and sugges-
tive of smple means, Mr. Morrisson was
tall and museular, but & little wo stout for
a hero. His wife was slight and graceful,
and her large bright eyes and regular fea-
tures had long since established Lor claims
as & bandsome woman,

There was somethiug higher than mere
physical beauty, however, in hor seunsitive,
ecarnest  face — sowmething that foretold
capabilities nover yet brought into action,
passions lying dormant, because their key-
nobe had pever been struck ;  possibilities
unsuspected by thelr owuer, whose life
hitherto lad been bright aud cloudless as &
perfect sumper day.

" Albert, 1 want & whaole lot of money,”
she remarked playfully, dropping lumps of
sugar into Ler eup as sho spoks,

Mr. Morrisson looked at her thought-
fully, apd began to wnfold the morning

{
“What do yon want the money for,
Gerty? Anything very presslng?”’

“1 want to buy Obeistmas  presents,’’
and Mra. Mortisson ssw in imagivation the
fanoy articles, toys, jewels, and lnces Uhat
ahe oontemplated giving to hor childen and
rolutives.

W 0ould'nt you let them go this time,
Garty 1" He avoided leoking at horus
he spoke. ‘' The truth s | csovot gpare
the money at present. I weed every dollar
1T can ralse “in the business.' "

# Is thero anything wrong ' and for o
momont; moticing ber husbund's unusual
gravity, Mrs, Morrisson entirely forgot the
“ Ohrintmas presents.”

“No, nothing as yet. But the times are
hard, and & man has to bo eareful.  About
the dinner  party, have you  invited aay
persans yat ' ‘

" No, but I thought of doing it ro-mon-
m‘_"

1 think we had better give iv up, Gerty,
It will involve so many additional expon-

2
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| “Buppose you buy the gun for Bertie
| and give Edith a trinket of your own. Tom-

and Ray will be pleased with a few
cheap toys. You know, Gerty, I would
oot speak  so decidedly if thers wero not
strong necessity to do so,"

“1 know that, Albert," and with a great
effort Mrs, Morrisson conquored hersell,and
sflempted to comfort her husband and win
his confidence.

Mr. Morrisson was not inelined to be
communieative, He had been rash, he
said, in specnlating in a kind of goods with
which he was not familiar, and he conld
not tell how the venture would turn out.

After he had left the house, his wifo
went up to her room anxious and thought.
ful. How to nasist dear Albert, who wus
evidently greatly worrled about money,
was the all abgorbing thought. Money :
The word did not convey to Mra. Morris-
son's mind that important article in its
tangible form, such a8 notes, coin, and
checks, but rather the applinnces and lux-
uries which its possesston insured. With
her money had always been an established
fact, Where it came from, and how, was
n question ahe had never asked horsolf,

Before her marriage she had had little
use for it in her purse, She had always un-
limited aredit, and the bills were sent to
her father and sottled twive s year, After
she bocamo Mrs, Morrisson, her husband
relieved hor of all care on the subject. He
generally went with hor on her shopping
oxpeditions, and made all the payments,
The trades-people with whom they dealt
sent their accounts to Mr, Morrisson, and
received their money from him in checks.
Congidering the style in which they lived, a
very small sum, comparatively speaking,
pussed through Mrs. Morrisson's hands in
the course of u yenr.

True, any tritling article that took her
fauey, she was at liberty to purchase, but
ahs had to ask for the money fimst, just as
she had done that moruing.  Hitherto, she
bad never been refused, and 2o, this meth-
ad of spendiog at will and having no reg-
ular stated amount to draw upon, had ap-
peared wvery convenlent and agreeable.
Now, some of it drawbacks and inconsis-
tencies began to foree themselves upon her
mind.

How could she be economical when the
burden of all household expenditures was
taken off her hands? KEver since their
murringe, Albert hivd endsavored to relieve
ber of all unoecessary oave and responsi-
bility ; and so well bad he muceceded in his
efforts, that her ideasjn rogard to eming
money, and spendiog it wisely, were con-
fused and rather unpracticable,

You he had said that they could not be
oo sconomiocal in the house.” Her busy
brain reviewed rapidly the home armunge-
ments loft under her control. Woman-like,
sell-sacrifice seemed her bounden duty, and
a glimpse of her three servauta collected in
the court, watching & passing funerl, sug-
gested one mode of ecomomy to ber mind.
Ray was three years old.  Why keep a
opurse for her and Tommy? Sorely, with
a little exertion on her own part, she might
attend to the ohbildren, and maoage with
LwWO servaata,

In theory it seemed very plessant and
practioable, and It happened that a friend
was in need of an experionced nurme, so
thnt Jane being provided with a good
home, her conscience would not disturb
her for parting with the girl.

While debating this question with her-
solf, her oyes fell on & roll of paper lying
at ber feol. Bho examined it, saying [to
herself, *'Bomething of Albert’s I wonder
Al he will need i."

It was a short memorandam of money
owed by Mr. Morrisson,  There wad an
item of three bundred and fifty dollars for
stabling bis tiotting horse ; another of
three hundlred for two 1ittle dinoer partios
at Delmonico's and severnl chargea for
boxes of cigars, making & total of seven
hundred dollars,

Mrs. Morrisson put down the paper and
leaned bar head on her hand, A dim per-
ception of the truth began to dawn upon
bier mind, but as yet did not shape iteell
into foreible vonylotion. The firwt foeling
that took possesslon of her was one of in-
dignation,

Bhe folt jnjured, and began to question
his right to dony ber a moderate sum of
money with which to gratify her wishes,
if he felt justified In con ng billp of
such a charnoter and to an amount.

Theu she wondared if the fact of having
to pay \ifs bIll was the romson why he ro-

e

causes that led to it, and therefore not re- J Gerty. It would be simply throwing away | they have earned it,  Yon must urge npon

fleeting upon their probable effects.

Her excited feelings found reliof in tears, | to think of uncle James.
and a sharp, angry speech formed itaelf | million if he has one thousand dollars, No

into sentences in hor brain, as ahe put
the paper into ber husband's dressing.case.
The unkind words, however, remained un-
spoken. Indignation
gave place to sympathy, whon she saw his
pale, harrnssod face, and felt the change
in his manner onca so cheerful, now de-
pressed and constrained.

“1If he only wonld counfide in me," she
thought, ns she watched him duripg the
dinner, trifling with his food, and making
vain efforts to answer the children’s merry
questions,

“Papn, Christmas is just throo wen].uuf

"

from to-morrow |
Albert trinmphantly.
lots of things."'

“Bois 11" exclaimed Tommy.
you going to hang
papa P

Mr. Morrisson nodded, and smiled fain
Iy,

“Me know what Banta Claus will bring
me,"" said Ray nodding ber head, and
swingiong hor silver mug in the air.

“Your stookiogs are too little to hold
anything,'" said Bertie. *Yon’ll have to
borrow o paie.”’

Ray surveyed her small foot ruefully.
“ Mo det papa’s,” she exclaimed, o bright
smile flashing like a sunbeam over her face,
while a general langh followed ber speech,

How many bitter words and wicked
quarrrels have been prevented by the pres-
ence of little children, Hard thoughts and
unkind intentions die awny and are forgot-
ten beforo their fearless remarks and inno-
cent glances,

Yet in contemplating his merry boys
and girls, Mr, Morrisson’s misery was in-
creased a hundred fold., *“*Must I drag
them down in my ownruin?"’ was bhis
weary, unceasing thought.

After Edith and Bertie had gone to study
their lessons, and Tommy and Ray had run
up to their nurse, Mrs. Morrisson confided
te her husband her plan of economy.

He agroed to it kissing hor and thanking
her, but not volunteering a word in expla-
nation of his difficulties.

““How useless I am to him,"" she thonght
bitterly. ‘A maore toy to be caressed and
petted, but not worthy of trust or even of
shaving his trouble.” Then came the an-
swering thought : “ He knows how hely-
less 1 am, bow powerless to aid him. He
is bearing all his troubles alome, trying to
shield me from suffering.’” Still, sho felt,
*this uncertainty is harder to endure than
a complote knowledge of the worst that
may happen.'’

Mrs, Morrisson's small schemes for do-
meéstic economy were not productive of any
visible good effocts. After the first week
the children, who were in the beginning
wild with delight at bhaving mamma to
dress thom and put them to bed, pined for
their old nurse. Jane sang for them, and
repeated endless nursery rhymes and fairy
stories with untiring ' patienoe night after
night, until their aleepy lids gently closed
in sound slumber,

Mamma was abstracted and quiet, sing-
ing by spatches in sad tones her favorite
hymns, sud often unconsciously breaking
off in the middle of a sentence, 1o think of
the husband sitting in the room below ;
his depressod, altered countenancs, and
the ohange in his once cheerful bearing.

The cloud on his face grow darker ench
duy, and yot he kept his own counsel,

One evening bhe came fu late, looking so
utterly misorable and overwhelmed, as it
wore, by his troubles, that his wife put her
arms around his neck and kissed him, up-
able to speak & word of welcome or com-
fort, He sat dewn, and then, strong man
a8 o was, be  put his hand over s  Tace
and sobbed sloud,

“Albert, my durliog | What is ite What
is coming 7"

Y Fallure and ruin, Gerty. My last hope
is gone, 1bave just wesn my uncle, He
wou't do u thing to help me. The business
I built up, Gerty, to me it break snd go to
pieces | 1 have worked hard ; you know it,
grer sinee 1 was eighteen years of age. 1
haye given the best twenty years of my
life to it, and vow it will be destroyed—all
miy labur goes for nothing. Thank God
you have this house. They cannot take it
from you and the ehildren.”

Y 'Who are *they?' "

"My credijors, They can wot touch
this, becasise your father. gave i} to yow,
I pover owned ls." ST

“ Why pot well it, and pay your debis
with the money ?"'  Mr, Morvisson smiled

announced Mawster
“1'm going to bave

" Are

t-

T e A, . . '
1t would be but & drop in the ooean,

and  self-aksertion |

what Is yours. 1tell you it maddens me |
He bas halfl a |

one to inheirit it but nephews and nisces,
und they are just waiting for him to die #o
as to grasp it He willnot part with o
cent of it. One would suppose that he
conld find pleasure in doiog good with it
now. He might help me out of all my
troubles without risking much of his gold.
But no, there be sits In that mean little
house of his, calculating interest, looking
over his balante sheets, and finding fault
with his honsekeeper. I almost oursed him
this nfternoon !'!

up your stocking, |

“No, Albert,
that !"

1 must, 1 cannot help it."" And spring-
ing to his feet, Mr. Morrisson paced the
floor, frenzied with the visions of his un.
cle’'s unused gold, the utter ronin staring
| him in the face, and his joability to  touch |
| one dollar of the coveted treasure,

no, Don't speak dike

“1 went to him, Gerty, believing that
be would assist me—hoping that some
feeling for his brother’s son would stir his
| heart. Ilaid my nooounts before him. 1
'Ihlum'ed him where 1 had made mistakes,
| and how, with some aid, I might vectify
them. He, miserable, mean old man that
heis! he listoned with o soeer on his fuce,
questioned me closely, wormed out of me
every folly of which I had been guilty,
and then told mo coldly that he could do
nothing for me. When 1 appealed to him
for my childrens snke, he ordered me out
of his houso, and locked and bolted the
door after me, as il I were a thief rendy to
rob him of his wretched money.'" Too
frightened aud too horror stricken to speak,
Mrs. Morrisson sat watching her husband
until at length, his passion spent and  his
stremgth exhaustod, he threw himself on
the sofa utterly prostrated in body and
mind.

Then she brought » pillow for his tired
head, and sat by bim, trying to kiss the
anxious, haggard look from his featnres.
He bhad fullen asleep, nnd sho was still near
him erying silently for him, his broken
pride and blasted hopes, when the door
opened to admit her brother, Mr, Archi-
bald Wilson.

The gentleman, with a glance at his
brother-io-law, took in the position, and
quletly beckoned to his sister to follow
him into the dining-room,

“ Gerty,” he sald, takiog a seat near her,
somsthing must be done. Do you koow
that Albert is on the vorge of s failure "

“1 have just heard it,"”” with a nervous
glange into the adjoining room.

* What, not until this evening 7"

‘* No, not until this evening,’’ her voice
sank to a whisper.

“ My poor girl 1" And Mr. Wilson who
was tall and very stout, looked sympathet.
ically at his sister's pale face and trembling
hands.

*1 came up to talkk with you, Gerty, It
will never do to let Alberk go to pleces now,
At his age and with his tempernment, a
man never pooovera lost ground. Bomething
must be dooe this week. Come, brighten
up, Gerty. You should always understand
things when explained olearly. Haan’t
Albert a rioh relative, an uncle or cousin?”’

“ Yen, but he will do nothing. Albers
has just been to see him.”

Mr, Wilson's fice foll at the nows.

“That is bad, What Albert wnoods is
for two or three parties to come forward
sl advance equal amounts. UOne man
could not undertake such & responsibility.
You know, Gerty, Iwould doall in my
power but for my own large family, I can.
not afford to Jose money now. This house
is not mortgaged.'

Mra, Morvisson shook her head.

H Well, my idew is this, I will advance
twenty thousand, and take & mortgage on
this house, providivg other purties can be
found willing to nssist. Not otherwise,
Unless the fnilure can be prevented, there
I 0o renson why you should part with the
house, Is this old relative perfectly un.
munageable? You had better peorsuade
Albert 1o see him agaiv, and mention my
proposition.”

“He will not, I am sure. His unole was
#o Insulting in his munver of refusing. I
do oot think he would give Albert an op-
portudity to epeak to him.”

“Gerty, I bave beon riding about the
city all day on this business: 1 know sey-
ol men who would belp Albert if he
were just bagked up for a fow months by &
solid man, 1t would give them coufidence

Albert the necessity of bringing his uncle
to terms, ¥ And now, I ahall leave ‘you.
Lat Albert aleep as loog ns bo can.  He is
worn out now, and to-morrow he must
work hand. It will be the turning point in
hislife. Everything depends upon what o
can do to-morraw."

Bo saying, Mr. Wilson went awny quiet-
ly, leaving his sister in a condition border-
ing on distraction, What to do ? how to
think ? where to go? There wero the (ues-
tions presented to her throbbing brain, For
a few moments she stood in the lighted
hall, trying to control the helpless, nervons
sensations stealing over her she. Then
went softly into the parlor, and listoned
to her husbands heavy,irvegular broathing.

' To-morrow, only to-morrow, she thought,

“and he will nover
blow,"

She bont over him, pressiug her lips to
the masses of tangled curla falling on his
forohend, and then as if seized by a sudden
inspiration, left the room and hurried up
stairs.

revover from such n

Edith was sitting in the dremsing-room,
looking over lessons.

* Edith will you take yonr books to the
dining-room, and be very quiet? Papa is
asleop in the parlor, and 1can not have
him awakened. You will watch by bim for
a little while.”

Edith did as sho was told, secretly won-
dering why papa should be asleep in the
parlor,

When she had left the room, Muis, Mor-
risson took bher cloak and bonuet from the
wardirobe, and began to dress hastily for
the street.  She was tying her bonnet on,
when Ray’s voice ¢ame, clear and ¢urious,
from her little orib in the corner.

" Where are you going, mamma "'

Mrs. Morrisson turued, rather startled at
the question. Ray was sitting up, her
bright eyoes fixed on her mother's figuro.

“1 thought you were nsleep, Ray.”

Y No, mo not sespy.”’

“Mes, Morrisson thought for a moment,
then looked at the clock. Tt was justnine,
The distavce to Mr. Morrisson's house was
short, easily traversed in ten minutes, and
the night, although cold, was clear and
dry.

“Will you come with mamma, Ray 2"
Ray sprang to her feot with o ory of delight,
and Mis. Morrigson, having loeked the door,
dreased the little creature in her warmest
clothes, and, taking her in her arms, went
noiselossly down the broad staircase. Ber-
tie's voice singiog for Tommy was audible
from the upper story, and in {le dining-
room mirror the mothor caught a glimpse
of Edith’s delieate profile bending over her
book.

Pressing Ray's little fuce to ber Lreast,
leas the child should eall out, Mrs. Mor-
risson gently opened and glesed the hall
door, hastened down the stoop, and with o
sigh of reliel pul Ray on hLer féet on the
sidewalk,

‘“Me Jknow where we nro doing I" ex-
claimed the child, putting her hand fu her

mother's, and glancing down the ‘broad
wtreet.

“Where, Ray?"' and Mrs. Morvisson's
heart gave a sudden bound. She was grow-
ing nervous over the step she was about to
take, foarful for its results, half dreading
that her impulsiveness might injure her
husband's cause. And yos somothing
within impelled hor forward, The moon-
light seewed to clothe Ray in robes of silver,
and the childish faco was glowing with
delight. as she replisd, “To seo Banta
Claus.'

“Do you feel cold, Ray 7" Roy shook
hor bead, clasped her little white muft clos-
or to her form, and pattered along the al-
moit desorted pavement, smiles chasiog
each other over ber happy face,

A walk of three blocks acroms town
bronght Mrs. Morrlsson to an avenue,
which, liko a grest gulf fixed, divided the
uristoortio quaster in which her house was
situnted, from the unpretentious neighbor.
hood in which Mr. Morrisson dwelt. Bev-
orul timed in tho course of her married life,
she and ber husband bad visited nnpcle
Jamen. Not very ofven, for the old man
Onco insinuated that they oiume to gain
favor with' him, in n view of a prospective
legnoy.  Mr. Albert Morrisson's pride was
hurt at this speech, for hitherto he Lad
been equal to supporting himsell ; had ss-
elatod others generounly, and hnd saldom
given even & passing ‘thought to U
.‘Illm'a money,'’ as it was oalled in the fam.
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in bim. It seoms hard that they are not
willlog to assist bim soyhow, hut wousy
is yory diftioult to make, and we cannot
blame them for gto keep it, after




