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JOHN REED'S THOUGHT:

There's a mist on the mendow below; the her-

ring-{rn, o

e ﬂlillx\ilfhlf“ chirp end oryj
el dry;

The World 16 4

lonely place, itseoms, and T don’
know why. = !

1 ses, m; ‘Iilunn on the fence, how wearlly trndges

With the feel of the Spring
o oofwenk and elderly man;
L

But day after day to toll, and evor from sun to

" sin
O,
Qeil umdone,

Is ending at twelve like n c¢lock, and beginning

Bgin ut one,

The frogs make A sorrowlul noise, and vet it's

the time they mate;

's something comes with the Spring, a

ghinesa or else n wel
Thore's something comes w
Beems to me it's fate.

ity

i

It's the bankering after a life that yon never have

learned to know;

It's the discontent with a life that is always thns
nnia so}
It'a the wondering what we are, and where we

are golng to go,

My lfe is lucky enotgh, I faney, to most men's

oyes,
For the more » family grows, the oftener some

ome dies,

Aud now it"s run on £o long, it couldn’t be other-

Wise,

And gigter Jane and myself, we have learned to

elatm and yield;

Bhe rules in the house at will, and Iin the barn

i
80, nigh upon thirty years!—as I written and

signued and sealed;

I couldn’t change I I woulils I've lost the how
T3

nad the whe
One day m
the mistress then,

For single women are tough, and live down the

single men,

Bhe kept me 80 to herself, she was always the

stron
And my lof
around in the lnnd;
But Im tired and sore at heart, and I don’t quite
understand.

fu-r hand,

I wonder how {t had boen i£ 10 taken what others

need,

The plague, they say, of & wife, the care of o

ounger breed ¥

If Edith Pleasanton mow were near me as Faith

Reed?

Suppose that n_son well-grown were there in the
pluce of Dan,
And I felt mysell in him, s 1 wais whien my work

egany
I ahonld fed no older, suie, snid certainly morse
u man!
A daoghtor, beaides, in the house; nay, let thore
. -Eetw:- or three! -
We never ean overdo the luck thist ean never e,
And what has come to the most might also have
come (o me,

I've thought, when anelghbor’s wife or his child
was carriod sway,
That to have no loss wis 0 gain, but now=! ean
hardly suy;
He seemns to possess them still, under the ridges
of olhy,

And share and share in o life is, somelow, o dif-
ferent thing
From pmtw*rl}' ]iu.-ld. by deed, and the riches that
oft thke wings
I feal 80 close in the brenst!—I think it must be
the Spring.

I'm dryiog up lke s brook when the woods have
sen elonrad nround;

You're bure it must slways ran, you are used to
the sight nnd sound,

But it shirinks until there's onlyleft o stony mt in

the ground.

'I‘beﬂe'snnualnlz 10 do but to tnke the dnys as they
come and go

And not worry with thonghts that nobody Hkes

. to show,
For peaple o seldom talk of the things they want
o know .

There's times when the way s pladn, and every-
thing nearly right,

And then of a sudden you stane
# elonded sight;

A bush seems often a beast, in the dusk of n full-
ing night,

11like o rnrm' with

I mnst move; my Joints sre stiff; the weathor is
breeding rain,
And Dan is hurrying on, with his plow-team up
to the lane.
I'll go to the village stopej 10 vathor not talk
with Jane.
—Rayard Taylor in Atlantic for March.

MADAME DUFOUR.

“I woxper who she 151" said Walter
Drummond, looking back as he left the
churchyard,

*Who ¥ asked Kate Hyslop with a dis-
plew ed air,

“That ludy in the blue and gold shawl,
who sat opposite to us in church,” he an-
swered,

“0h! that red-headed woman?” indif-
ferently. *“*Why she wasa stranger, of
eourse ; what elze hould she be "

“But I wonder who she is, and where
she comes from,"” repeated Walter with
insistence,

*‘Really, Walter, you are very odd!
What eoncern ecan it be of yours, and why
shonld you wonder abont her at all 9" re-
turned Kate with iciest manner; and her
betrothed, taking the hint, let the mutter

dr?ﬂ.

nton, where they all lived, was just
& dull English village without a history.
and Walter’s curiosity was only natural,
under the eircumstances,

Soon the whole place was astir with the
news that a Madame® Dufour, the preity
woman who had sat on Sunday in
the chancel just opposite the viearage

w, had taken Elm Cottage where old

iss Donne had lived ; and that she was
busy furnishing it in & manner so costly
as to be next door to wicked.

The stranger came regularly to church,
which counted for something in her favor:
and she was reported kind to the poor,
and charitable beyond the common run
of even generous folks, Not that Hin-
ton quite endorzed this last trait, It had
its own ideas about excesses of any kind ;
and excess of virtne fared no better at
its hands than if it had been a vice. Lit-
tle by little, however, her plensant smile
and genial manner broke [‘mrn some of
the stifler predjudices which her stranger-
hood and unlikeness to Hinton laws of
life had created; and after a sufficient
time had elupged to forbid the appearance
of injudicious haste, the Viear and hls
wife called on her—rather solemnly, it
must be confessed, but with a good mean-
inq‘at bottom.

he next step was to ask her to tea,
Kate Hyslop was by no means well
pleased when she heard of this arrange-
ment; and in general, Kate Hyslop's
wishes ruled the vicarage, Bat Mr,
Drummond had certain notions on priest-
ly duties which not even his helress-ward
eould touch ; and this was one of them.
So now Madame Dufour was marked with |
the right bramsd, and the whole parish
gathered round her and bleated her o |
welcome to their Tulures. From having
been a kind of exile among them, she be-
eame the most popular plaything of the
day; Kate Hyslop alone refusing to bleat
with the rest, or to burn incenge at her
shrine.

From the first there was o distinet an- |
tagonism between these two women;
and from the first Kate hated Madame
Dufour, and Madame Dufour feared Kate,

“Bhe fatigues me with her vivacity ;
she sickens me with her theatrical senti-
ment, and her aflfectation of grace I8 too
transparent for anf'lmn’; but contémpt,"
Kate sald seornfully, when asked If Mad-
ame Dufour was not charming.

n the sun is down, snid the 8ol Is o

In his I.mnr, like n
T
®© hnd it many n time, byt we must work when

h n’p to the season’s front and nothing be

h the Spring, and it

¥ tme will be up, and Jane will be

showed well enough, when T looked

" Mon she lind with &er han
Rato Hyslop? She is the lee-maiden
bound fn chaing! she makes me shudder
as it #ho was n ghost,”

“Or a detective,” said Kate with em-
phasis; when some good-natured friend
re {erd to her wha! the newscomer had
anid, .

The word struck. It was bitter and
oruel 3 but then bitter things and oruoel
always do strike; ond Miss Hyslop's
sharp surmise made the ronnd of the par-
ish underhand, folks jwhispering amon
themselyes, “She s not so far out, fsn't
our Viear's voung |
detective will Iigﬁt on our fine Madame
soma day, st last.” Dut no one said this
to herself, and the pretty stranger stifl
lived in the sunshine and nourished herself
on ingense,

Walter Drummond’s habits were chang-
Ing. From a docile, steady, methodionl
young man, in to time, provet bially good-
natared If not very ‘br‘ght. and a8 inno-
cently eandid as a child, he was fist be-
coming irregular, uncertain, and retieent,
He wis always ont, and no one knew
whereq norwould lie explain when he came
home, silent and depressed as no one had
ever seen him before, Neither his mother's
business nor his fluncee's pleasures touch-
ed him.

Kate looked on at thiz change, and
said ngthing, She had evidently her own
mind oh the matter; and Mrs, Drammond
who Knew her, was quite aware of the
future preparing for her boy, But she
wisely left them to flght it out between
them, kquln{.r that the struggls had to
come, if not abont one thing then abouty
another: and Kate had to be crowned
(queen when all was over.

* Walter, [ want you to ride with me
to-day,"” sald Kate one merning.

* I am very sorry,” he answered hur-
rlmlig: 1 eannot tosday.'?

“No! Why

‘1 have the boat to look to."” he said.

She fixed her cold eyes on him steadily,

:’gnd her look brought the blood into his
noe,

Mmm"n]tor, Minging himself on a

ale and
ted, buk lus eyes told the old story

footstool by her side,
uglt
|nd e

Hi was
oquently rs they had always told 1t

kindness to me
* Dy not assuming that I have beer

counting me gratefnl to you,"

lips.

| that was more bewitching than even

nanghty boy ! You presume too much,
mon ami,"’

“ Tiens! who cian that ba® she erled,
with surprised eyebrows.,

Walter firet erimsored like & schoolboy
eaught, and then turned pale like a man
before whom 18 a stroggle unto death,
He knew who it was, clearly enough;
and Madame Dufouir read his knowledge
in his face.

S0, the battle had come, had 1t?
She was ready.

Bien!

‘im_r attitude, but even
round Into sotter lines.  “I'he tender man-
ner grew more tender, the sweet, low
volee more caresslig, the creeping toueh
of her long white hand more Velvety, as
it first pushed back the golden fringe that
| shadowed herforhead, then rested on Wal-
ter's chestnut heald 3 the tremulous fape
no longer dimpled with smiles or gquiver-
ol wltﬁ sympathy, but took on itsell a
mask hall mocking, hall impassive, and
wholly lrrimtinﬁr 1o an antagonist; and
then Miss Hyslop was ushered into the
room, to find the siren in her most dan-

‘“Are yon going to visit Madame Du-
four again ¥ she suid scornfitlly, * You |
need not spesk, Walter, yourlooks are an-
swer enough,’ she added. “ Pray don't
add felsehood to the list of your lately
aequired accomplishments, I"t i= what T
have long suspected 5 what, knowing vou,
and how weakes you are, [ foresaw from
the first.”

“And what is it you suspectod and fore-
saw from the first, may I ask?" said Wal-
ter angrily.

*Why should say it? You know as
well as I; and I don’t care to dig in plow-
ed ground,” she answered slowly.

* [ will not allow your insindatione!”
gnid Walter with vehemence,

“Will you not? But if I choose to
make them ¥ |

;‘l‘l'hunl will not listen to them,” he |
S,

“ Your fifend shall, Walter,” sald Kate |
deliherately. ‘
* Kate, you are trying me too far ! he |
eried, “What folly is this you have taken |
p ¥

“No folly at all, Waller—on my side.

I will forbear to characterize what vou

hinve taken up, on yours, I only kiiow |
the faor, that all these long absénces of
yours—these mysterious affairs whicli
ocenpy you from morning to night—mea 1
simply that you are spending the time
you deny to us with this Madame Dufour, |
g3y no more, #and insinuate no more—no |
more at lonst, ' she added with a slight |
Bneer, ‘“than your own conscience ocll-|
OUs, =

*And it T do see Madame Dufour at
times, am I not master of my own ae-
tlona ' said Walter.,

1 also of my own thoughts,"” she re-
phied,

“*Youare froe to be yvour own mistress
for all time, nnd in all ways, so far as [
am concerned,” sald Walter indignantly,
A great hope irradiating his face as he

spoke. |
“I'hanks, she gnswereil, her monoto-
| nous volee as calin 48 ever. ** Yo meant
thut for magnanimity, I daresay ; bat 1
shall not aceopt it. [ always have been,
and always menn to be my own mistress
under all clvenmstanees; you know that,
Walter, But we have wandered from our
point—will you ride with me to-day '

“ I told you before, 1 eannot,” said
Walter sullenly.

“ Yery well,” sheanuswered ; but neith-
er shall Madume Duafour.'*

She roze on this and walked steadily
and quietly out of the room, leaving Wal-
ter with the sensaiion that a thunderbolt |
hadl fillen at his feet,

Kate had seen clearly and spoken truly.
Walter had carried to the beantiful stran-
ger the inner wealth of 4 pature which,
until now, had been given to no one. e
huad engaged himseit 1o Kate Hyslop two
years ago, itIs true; but it was a thing
that had been done for him, more than
one whieh he had voluntarily chosen for
himself, His parents wished it ;1 Kute's
father had wished it: and Kate hersell
wished it—which c¢lenched the matter,
At the best, however, Kate was only to
him like a sistor ; not always so nice, and
not always so dear,

When Madame Dufour came, the
chuined fountain leaped into life and melo-
dy, To say that he loved her is to say
little, It was adoration more than corm-
mon love.  Heloved her as he had never
loved before, as he had no prevision he
could have ever loved at all,  And she—

|

well! she first played, and then she learnt.
Hiz was **her boy,” she used to say with
those sweet llps of hers that looked as if
thev had not been in exlstence more than
twenly years at most—Kate Hyslop al-
ways sald she wys long pust thirty, and
“made ulp 3 and the youth — just two
vears older than she looked—longed to
tell her that, if he was a boy to her in the
humility of his devotion, the nothingness
of his personality, he was a man to him-
self in the pussion and rower of his love.
But, now, what was he to do? Brought
fuce to face with Kate's net unfounded
suspicion and not unrighteous wrath, he
felt that he must take a step a8 decided us
it would be final, He must choose which
to do; abandon Madame Dufour, or break
with his betrothed ; cease to visit the one
he loved better than his life—and if so,
what reason to give her, ehe who was so
far above him he dared not even hint at
his love f—or he must disappoint his pa-
rents, break his plighted word, and dis-
tress one whose only fault was her love for
him and her claim to be loved in return,
At luncheon-time he rushed off to Elm
Cottage, thinking only that, come what
would, he should see her onee ngain,

Was he expected ?  Half Iylng, half sit-
ting on the sofs, was Madame Dufour,
dressed, as she always did dress, in the
most exquisite, the most seductive man-
ner; indeed, she did not dress, she draped.
On 4 small table, covered with ruby-col-
ored velvet, stood wine, fruit, and flowers,
and a large bowl of old Venetian glass,
full of jee. It was ethereal food for lun-
cheon ; but Madame Dufour was ethereal
in her food, and often spose with laugh-
ing scorn of the materialistic English miss
who ate and drank like a man. Kate
Hyslop bad what is called 4 wholesome
appetite, and liked cheese and beer,

“Ab, my boy!" she sald with her ca-
ressing accent and young-motherly man-
ner, and holding out both her hands to
him 44 he came in, but not rlsing to re-
evive him, *“Toujours le bienvenu !

While she on her side said, with a pret-

* How kind you are to let me come,”

| hones® woman, Intendin

| leave Ma

shot her bolt, she counld

ereature has gone ; and
sald, smiling,
klssed her tearfully, and Viear called her
 blessed among women,'

F.umm mood, surrounded by her most
hewitehing aceessories, with her own
lover, who was also herrival’s, sitting ut
her feet, worshipping.

“ Miss Hyslop ! how very kind !** said
Madame Dufour, in a pretty, languid
voiee. A rare pleasure, but none the
;“ss ]wnlmme," she added, oflering her
and,

| “Teame for Mr. Drummond, Madame

Dufour; not to pay you n visit.,"” said
Kate, in her stoniest manner.  “Walter,
you are wanted at home,"

“ Poor Walter! 1 hope he is not to be
scolded very sovercly at home," sald
Madame Dutour, with & mocking accent.

“Who wants me " asked Walter Indif-
ferently. i

1.0 eald Rate.

“ Y our pleasure?!
not looking up. 1

I prefer not to disenss my affuirs in
yublie,” sald Kate, *1 want you: tha'
s enoughs: so, If you plesse, Walter,
come; snd ot enge,™

U1 am eneaged," sald Walters 1 can-
not.'

¢ Madame Dufour, I must ask your as-
gistunce,” then suid Kate, turning to her
rival, **Will you kindly command Mr.
Drummond to obey me?#"

S What un extraordinary proposition !
langhed the stren,  “What do you tike
me for, Miss Hyslop 7*

“What do I take you for?" repea e
Kate, very slowly, and eyeing her Keenly.
“Well, I might take von for many things
—for nn setress, savs or an adventuress ;
for a runaway 3 perhaps for o woman who
onght to be—whero shall I say ¥—in Mill-
batlk for forgery, like that Clara Bell the
papers were so full of just before you
came here; or Il might take you for an
o no evil to any
one, and eareful to avoid seandal, You
see, Madame Dufour, a stranger as you
are muy be anything, Who knows #

During Kate's spesch Madame Du-
four's  fuce hnd  not  chenged o
musele, save the fuintest quivering of her
upper lip, and the sudden starting of big
draps both on it and on her brow,

“You have a fertile fancy, Miss
Hyslop,"” she drawled out with a little
laugh, * Really your roll-eall of possibil-
ities is =20 crowded, I cannot remember
half my probable eharacters.”

“ Huave you taken leave of yvour senses
Kate " demanded Walter sternly.

**Noi but you have,” she replied, as
sternly. > Again'l ask, Walter, will yon
dume Dufour and come with

e

** And again I answer, [ will not."” said
Walter, taking the long white hand in his,
**You have made it necessary, Kate, that
some one should protect Madame from in-
sult: and [ will be the one to do so,"

** Poor simpleton ! said Kate with dis-
dain, ** You are a greater fool, Walter,
than 1 took you for; and I never thought
you very wise, Howeyver, your wisdom
or your folly is no business of mine, 1
have done my duty ; and you must act as
vou choose.™

Without another word she turned
round, and went out : and a8 she shut the
street=door after her Madame Dufour sunk
Into Walter's arms in a violent fit of gob-
biug and weeping ; and Walter, holding
her to his heart, kissed away her tears,
und told her that he loved her better than
life Itzelf, and that he would devote his
life to her serviee, now and for ever.

“ Dear boy 1 she sald, at length, smil-
ing through the disorder of her passion.

It was worth the anguish of endaring
her insolence to know that I have such a
preux chevalier—that 1 have such a gal-
lant goul from 20 ungenia! g fate!”

And while this scene was taking
place Kate wa: walking homeward
through the lane, muttering, half aloud,
“ | wonder if that shaft struck true! |
could not read her face. [ wonder if it is
she, afterall! That foolish fellow ! But
I will mot let him go, all the same., He
sults me ; and he will soon forget that
wicked woman when he finds out what she
I8, if she {5 gs I believe her to be. If she
is not—"" )

But this thought displeased her, and
she put it from her to indulge the dream
that ghe was what a certain letter—re-
celvid that morning from London in an-
swer to one of inquiry from her touching
a suspiclon she had entertyined from the
first—gave great cause to suppose.

Kate was so fr wise in her generation
that she could hold her peace, Having
brd to walt the
result. Accordingly, when Walter re-
turped home late in the evening, she re-
celved him with the quiet stoﬁdity com-

n

mon to her ; and neither by word or look

made the faintest reference to the stormy

seene that had taken place st Elm Cottage
that morning.

proaches with which his father and mo-

She prevented, too, the re-

ther were charged ; and gained golden

opinions for her own part for the gener-
rous affection they
wards one so unsatisfactory.

i she displayed to-

“Oh! I know him. He will come back
to his better self a8 soon as this horrid
50 she shall,” she

hile ri. Drommond

w

“Madame," she sald to Mrs, Drummond

two or three days after this, during whish
they had scarcely seen Walter: nor had
she notlced a certain letter of his

her back her freedom, and breaki

the proposed marriage : 1 want you to

givin
ug o

“How can 1 ever thank you for all your

kind at, all,” she saild; “or lightly
tonching his shodlder with her fin, “by
putting it the other way, Mr, Walter, and

The young man lung back his head ;
Madame Dufour's fair face flushed, and
her eyea droopoed at the love that was in
ady : and maybe the | his,

He took her hand and carried it to his
“PBetter than the wealth of the
world!"' he murmured in a. low volee ;
but she, playvfully pulling one of his
brown curls, sald in a pretended anger
er
kindoess, *“That Is what you deserve,

Just then a ring came to the fron! door.

She never ralzed herself from her loung-
curled herself

ask Madame Dufour to dinner to-mof-
row.”

“My love!" said the Viear's wife in n
tone of astinisiment] *why have that odl-
ous woman here ¥’

“Do not ask me, pray:’’ she answered.
w1 wish it

“Well; my dear, of course you know we
| all study your wishes in everything,” said
Mrs, Diuamond humbly. 1 an sure, if
vyout like ir, I have no ohjection; and I sup-
pose }m;m will have none.”

“Thanks. A gentleman is coming from
London," then said Kate indifferently.

L] - - L] + L -

1

“What is the mr-malmi{nl‘lhls, my bhoy#"
asked pretty Madame Dufour, when the
servant brought in a note from the Viear-
age, refuesting the pleasure of het com-
pitny b dinner to-morrow ot half pust six
o'elock,

Walter was stattled, too. What did it
mean? Had his futher and mother taken
to heart how things gtood with him : and

as their own ¢
“Shall I o ¥ then asked Madame.
*Oh, yes! yes!” exclaimed Walter,
“You wish it, my boy ¥’
“Wish it ! Do I wish tolive in heaven !

| me where you are ¥

| “Dut this terrible Miss Kate
| like to see me?"”

would not have asked you else?’’
Walter innocently,
of the Vienrage, not my mother.”

**And she will not insult me again? She
will not punish me, Walter, for what 1
cuttnot help—vour love for me; and''—in
a lower veice, a ghy, sweet, tremulous
volce—**mine tor you?"*

On his knees before her,his fresh, young,
fervid fuce turned upward to hers as she
bent so gracefully, so tenderly towards
him, his glad eyes dark and mbist, with
the passionate love which at last had found

his adoration, his protestations there was
nothing to fear, and his assurance of de-
fense, ﬁ: a breath: and Madame Dufour,
smiling, radiant, lovely, turned to her
writing-table and wrote her acceptance of
the invitation on pink scented paper with
a golden monogram and coronet on the
top.

!'\' o gee, ghe eaid, with a pretty laugh,
| pointing it out to Walter, Ip am really a

countess ; but this is the only sign of my
state in which I indulge myself. A coun-
tess with a conple of maids ina remote
I*ll'll,li.:li-.-h village!™

pared (o pass out; Teavin

boy lying as if dead on the floor with no |

| more apparent coneern than If he Dad
knrn-.kw‘ over a rabbit, [t was all in the

{way of his profession—mersly a unit in

(s averages—and he knew he had nutl
killed him.

* Now, then, niv Beatity,;” he langhed,
| turning to the poor wretoh glternutely
cowering and raving in his grasp; “to
yvour house if {uu please s and then we
will get our little buginess sottled,"’ :

S0 he passed ont throwvgh the village,
go fur consenting to appearances ns (o
cover with a shawl the golden head that
had go lately borne itzelf in trinmph, and
which was now so bitterly abased, and to
conceal the eruel handenfls that shone
among the bracelets on her wrists, She
wis a prize worth takitig, sud he was
pleased with his day’s work.

3 » L2 » - b

|

-

b

were they prepared to receive her he loved | to marry Walter, was Kate Hyslop still,
| ing that heartbreak of his about with |

he eried. “Don't you know itie heaven to | have little to do wi b life any way, and

will she .

its home, Walter poured forth his thanks, |

he grentleman from London eame, true
to his thme: and Kate took it on herself
| to show him the one loeal lion, namely,
the chureh, with 1ts old monuments, its

{the like, Their ‘talk was intercsting

wae Walter's reply, | meanwhiles but it was not on the things | voice.

they went to see; and a listener might
hayve heard, “ Madame Dufone,” * Clara
Bell, **forgery,'’ “actress,'’ *‘clever es
cape,” “kuown bad character,” uttered
| more than onee, But it cawe at last to a
| conclusion, the gentleman saying warmly,
“PBut after all, miss, you have been the
| ¢leverer of the two,” as they turned up
the lane to the Vicarage, to dress for din-
ner—and Madame Dufour,
Exnetly at the hulf-hour she came; more
enticing than ever, thought Walter, as
{ he flew into the hall to receive her, He
brought her Into the room, leaning on his
| arm, hiz poor foolizh heart bounding with
| pride :uleny. Kate and bis as yet un-
annulled engagement with  her were
alike forgotten, as he led his queen, his
auint, his idol, to his mother 5 and it was
with diffieulty that he prevented himselt
from saying out before them all, **Moth-
er, tike her to your heart; she is your
dungliter ™
I did, however, hold his peace, anid
only Kate read him clearly, and shrugged
her shoulders over the words.

| Graceful and soft were the fow
| sentences  said, in her slow, half-
Hlisping  volee, by the fair  faced |
stranger  to Mrs,  Drummond, who |

{rz-vvivvul them awkwardly, half-timialy,
{us It consclous of the storm that was
[ hrewink, And then she turned to the
Viear, and made the old man's eyes
Ffi.ll’iilt' with the caressing charm she
threw into such an ordinary salutation us
that of a guest to her host on entering.
| To Kute she bowed with a pretty little sir
[ of triumph, snd glaneed hastily at the
buck of the gentleman from London,
stunding  slightly apart and in the
shadow,

1 think there is some one here whe
knows you.” then sald Kate Hyslop,
slowly. * Mr. Plumstead, you know this
lndy, { think

The gentleman from London turned
quickly ronnd.

“An unexpected meeting, Miss Clara
Bell,” he sald with a ernel laugh, and
tupped her expressively on her shoulder.

One lheutlnf spasm of fear and agony
transfligiured her loveliness to horror as
he spoke, and then the candid blue eves
looked up straight into his, the swiet,
emall mouth quivered into its usual half-
shy, half-plaintive smile. the gracetul
body awept a Icmﬁ, low courtesy, and the
silvery voice said smoothly, *“ You are
under some mistake, sir. My name ls
Madame Dufour—Caroline Dufour—and I
have not the honor to know you,”

*Game to the last, [see ! laughed Mr,
Plumstend ecoarsely. “ But the day of
reckoning 15 come, my lady, and your
fine nirs go for nothing., You have been
wanted tor some time, you ki.ow, for that
| little mistake you made shout young

Charlie Law:on's name to that check you
presented. By the look of things, T'm
afrnid we shan't et much out of the fire
there,” he added, in a kind of asides *'and
now I've found you I don't mean to let
you go aguin, I promise you. You have

no right to complain; you have
hada l;retty long innings, all things con-
sidered.”

Y Walter ! kill bim !" shrieked Madame
Dufour, turning wildly to her young
lover, She had no need to urge him.
Already his hands were twisted in the
neckeloth of the detective, when, quick as
thought, Mr, Plumstead drew a trun-
cheon from his pocket, and gave the boy
a blow that rgndered further interference
from him impossible,

* My boy! my boy! You have killed
him I"" eried the miserable woman, fling-
t“% herself on her kpees beside him,
“Walter ! look up ! gpeak to me! Brave,
good, Innocent boy, speak to me once
again I" she kept on repeating, while sobs
without tears—these terrible gobs of fear
mingled with angulsh—shook her whole
,?‘umn. as she erouched close to the. pale

ace, kissing It wildly.

* lusolent! abandoned ! said Kate, in
deep tones, striking her hands from Wal-
ter's face. *Your placeis not there."

“Ah! bot I loved him!" pleaded
Madames Dufour,with unconscious pathos,
“Whatever | .may be, Iloved him 1"

“‘Take her away," said Kate, sternly,
“She has stood between us long enongh.”

“They shall not take me!"  she
sereamed ; but Mr. Plumstead bent over
her riuickly; and, before she we!ll knew
that he had taken her hands in his, he
had slipped on a pair of handouffs, and
had her at his merey.

* Loosen his cravat, threw water in his
face, and keep him quiet when he recovers;
and don't fret, madam,” to the poor moth-
er who was wee lng vloluutry on the
other side, said etective, as he pre-

Yenrs passed, and Kate Hyslop, for all
er money and unrelaxing determination

and Walter Drommond, a sad, grave
man, prematurely old, and always bear-

him, was living in London, in an isolated

mizerable fashion enough, sgeeming to

to have
hope.

anid he had made no new friends.

arted forever with happiness and
115 father and mother were dead,
The

“Oh! don't you know that my mother | only interest he took Iz anything was in
" answered | prisons and reformatories, Thest he yis-
**Kate is the mistress | jted constantly; constantly, too, wander-

ed about the lower haunts of poverty anid |
vice 3 or, suddenly changing hig method,
he would roam about the park und the
fushionable squares, alwayvs eearching,
alwaya hoping, and ever emrﬁulng what
he never overtook, 8 eparch  be-
came & kind of monominnia with him ;|
but he never saw again the woman he |
sought, though day by day he suld to
himself—now the moment had surely
come, he would find her to.day: and
when he had found her, he would take
her to his heart lovingly, reverently, as
ofold, and in hig love he would eleanse her
of her stains, He never thought how
time would have treated her.  He looked
for the golden hair, the fuir flower-fuce,
the sweet, shy smile of the early days:
and once, when he gave a greyv-haired,
haggard, broken-down beggar-woman
halt-a-erown in the street, he did not|
know why she touched his heart so sadly,
or why she woke a chord that vibrated in |
remembrance; but that had no echo in
recognition.

At lnst, one hitter winter's night, he
died. He had wandercd restlessly all the
day, feeling so near and yer so far off, as if
her form was walking with him side by

| side, step for step, ws he paeed the long
tine Norman arch, its quaint carvings, and |

atrects for hiours § but he conld not see her
face, nor touch her hand, nor hear her
When the night fell he erept back
to his miserable home, once more disap-
olnted and hiz mizsion unfulfilled, His
ieart broke at last: and when they came
to rouse him in the morning, he was
dend.
Az they Iaid the poor worn body
stralght and fair for its last rest. they
found suspended round his neck a locket
in which was a long tress of golden hair.
a date, & monogram, and ¢ For ever,” un-
derneath, And when a wretched heggar- |
woman died of drink and privation in o
police=cell, that same winter, they found |
on her, too, wrapped in a worn bit of pu- |
rrr thut had once been pink and stamped
n gold, a ghorty erlzp, chestnut curl, and |
* Walter,” with the same date ae his |
written within; while u trembling hand, |
of evidently later days, had serawled in |
unsteady chargcters scross, **My only |
real love, God bless him !Y—ZLondon So- |
ciety for February. |
Bt —
Cottonwood Sugar.

ivery one in the East by this time
knows that a sugar i3 obtained from thoe |
stigar maple. This tree abounds in the
lastern States, Az soon ns the sap bes
gins to move, In the spring, holes are
bored into tha trecs. wooden spigots in-
serted, nnd the sap Hows ont into the 1it-
tle bickets provided for the purpose.
This #ap Is then snbjected to evaporation,
anid the sediment beeomes maple sugar,
In the West, the common silver lll:i|ll~“

o

of our Esstern eities has been experi-
mented with and © nnd to yield » tolera-
bly goodarticle.  Another maple. thebox |
elder, or negundo, as it is ecalled, also|
vields considerable,  As these two maples
grow very rapldly, they are often planted |
as much for sugar-making purposes ns
for the timber they yield or the shelter
from the keen prairie winds which they
afford, ¢

It has been found, however, that sugar-
producing trecs are not confined to the
maples. The poplars yield an article lit-
tle inferior to the true sugur maple of the |
East; and the annual product made by
the settlers in the cotton=wood districts
ctJ'l' the West is by no means inconsidern-

le,

The cotton-wood |ml:lur iz one of the
best friends to the far Western settier. In
many districts there is no timber except
along the river banks and water courses,
and ﬁ is then often confined solely to the
cotton-wood. It forms his firewood, his
fence-posts, and his esttle-corrals: and |
now it appears, as well us bolling his cof-
fee, it furnishes the sweetening to make
it palatable. Although found naturally
in damp places it seems to grow as natu-
rally on dry land; and it is used for shel.
ter belts on farms and street trees for the
towns, It grows with immense rapidity.
The writer has seen branches which have
mutde ten feet in length In asingle season ;
while some stumps of trees cut down
have indidated by their annual rings a di-
ameter of two feet in twenty years, The
timber is goft and not very enduring :
but, take it all in all, the cotton-wood, to
the Western man, is by no means a de-
spised blessing,—Forney's Press.

A Rallway Nulsance,

The English Rallway system has at least
one advantage over ours—the traveler is
noy
his journey, by venders of small wares,
There, in each station, the handsome and
well-supplied book-stall gives the traveler
an opportunity to furnish himself with
the books or papers he may desire; and
then, once seated in the railway-carrisge,
he is seoured from interruption. Buthere
the rallway companies sell the privileges
of the cars to vender, and deliberately
subject passengers to a systematized an-
noyanee, that, with proverbial American
meekness, is submitted to without a mur-
mur, Scarcely has the train left the sta-
tion, ere a boy appears with an armful of
papers, He isnot content to walk through
the train, quietly uﬁordlur those who wish
to purchase an opportunity to do so; but
he thrusts his wares into everybody's lap,
and then immediately proceeds to gather
them up. No sooner is the car canyassed
for the newspapers, than the vender re-
appears with a supply of candy-parcels,
und these are similarly forced upon every
one's attention; then comes pop-corn,
gum-drops, comic newspapers, almanacs
pamphlets of all sorts, doughnuts and
sandwiches, prize-parcels in which the
lncky purchaser will find a ring—the list
is almost interminable, the industry of
the small boy worttiy of a better cause,
and the tax upon the traveler's patience
and endurance rendered almost intolera-
able.—Adppleton,

them with the :
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| The orgies of Osbaldistone "Hall, graphi-

| four other guests,

stered, every five minutes during |y

. |

The * Three-Bottle* Times.

Ix those days Seotland wounld have
been 4 rich field for Father Mathow's la-
bors, Habits of drunkenness were com-
mon alike to rich and poor. They were
nsxocinted with goodfellowship, and were
tenderly dealt with, oven by the church.

eally deseribed in Rob Roy, found their
counterpart in many a #cottish manor.
The old buechannlian rhyme,

e who goes to bed, goes to bed sober,

Falls aa the leaves do, and dies In Oetobers

rrl't he thut goes (o bid, goes to bed mellow,

ives w lopg, joily life, and dies an honest fiele
was quoted, hall In eatnest, na apology

The Val

At a receiit agrlenltural meeting in
Ponnsylvania it was disoussed whether it
was worth while, fromta monetary point
of view, to ornament farm grounds. It
| is remarkable that, of the great number
of things discussed, no question seemed
s0 very interesting, One would think
that sitch a subject needed no discussions
it when we drive through the country
and see o many farmhoetges not only
witiiout beanty, but abselutely without
comfort—and even in detiance of all
beauty, as if cheerless, miserable eondi-
tion were actunlly preferable—it is clear
that the question was not at all a polntless

ne of Beauty.

low,"
for the excesees which wealthy and re-
spectable hosts, under the gilse of hospi-

tality, liternlly foreed upon their guests, |

when the cloth was drawn and the ladles
had abandoned the dinner-table to their
riotous lords and masters,

I have heardmy father, more than onee,
relate what happened on such an occasion,
when he was one of the setors, e had |
been dining, with a purty of eight or ten
gentlemen and a few ladies, at the laxn-
rlous country-seat of 2 friend who had
ghown hhm much kindness. When the
ludies withdrew, the host, having caused |
the butler to et out on the table two doz-

|

en bottles of port, sherry, and claret,
locked the door, put the key in his pocket,
and said to his guests, * Gentlemen, no
shirking to-night! Nota man leaves this
rogm till these bottles are emptied.””

Mo rewiark was made in reply, and the
wine passed round. My father drank |
three glasses—the ttmost Yimit to which [
have ever known him to go, though he hab-
Itually took a glass or two of sherry after
dinner, At the fourth round he passed
the bottles without filing. I8 host re-
monstrated, ut first in jest, then in a half-
angry tome, when the recusant persisted.
Thereupon my father, approaching a
front window which opened on the lawn,
only a few feet Below it, threw up the
sagh, and leaped out, followed by three or

This enraged their host. A= the fugi-

| which go delight us;

one.

One speaker at that meeting put the
ma'ter llnn practieal light in this way:
If, he asked, we are huying appled in the
market, and have two ssnples before s
—hoth lurge, both of equally excellent
flavor, both, in fact, precisely the same in
every respect, except that one Is of n
green, uninviting tint, and the other red
nnd ro.v-y—whlvﬁ do we take? Indeed.

| there 18 1n every breast a love of beauty,

and In many respeets it igall we live for.
We like this sworld beenuse it is beautiful 5
beeause the flowers bloom, the trees grow,
and the birds sing ; because our eyes, ears
and all our senses are pleased; and be-
sinse it is beauty that lends more than
any other element those charms of life
und, whether we
are conscions of it or not, it enters largely
in all our enlenlations as to what we shall
buv and what we will own.

To mako our homes beautiful shonld be
the one object of our lives, The mere
making moiey is all very well, It isin-
doed one of the virtues, e who is will-
ing to work, and is anxions to make and
to eave money by his hard labor, may
huve vices ; but he is seldom so coarsely
bad as the shiftless spendthrift who, while
ridiculing the saving habits of parents or
friends, is yet willing o borrow from or
ﬁ{'wn(l money for them But too often
these praiseworthy, frugal, and saving
hahits degenerate into a rule of life, and

tives looked back, they saw him upset the
dinner-table with a \']n‘l‘nt'k]t'k.- smuashing |
hottles and glasses, and declaring, with
an oath, that, if they didn’t choose to

| drink that wine, nobody else should.

The deserters joined the ladies in the |
drawing-room, but the host did not reap-
puear ; and my father, as leading congpiri-
tor, lost. and never regained, his friend-
ship.—Robert Dale Choen in Aflantic for
Mareh.

EE = <N
Proportion of Cream,

Few persons are nware, probably, of the
extent to which the percentage of cream
is inftuenced by the conditions of the cow,
1t is n curions fact that any excitement to
which the anmimal is subjected causes a
very large loss of cream on the milk, At
the Barre meeting of the Mass, State
Board, Dr. Sturtevant of Sonth Framing-

| am, said “Under the same feed, and un-

der the same cdireumstances, the ame cow

| gave, one day nine and half per cent, of

cream and another day eighteen per cent.,
of cream,” Thereupon, Mr. Lewis, an old
experienced dalryman sald : 1 can tell a
bigger story thun that, I have taken n
good deal of pains to test the value of my
milk that 1 have worked into cheese,
have graduated glusses for the purpose,
and 1 have found a cow whose unitform
percentage of eream was eighteen per
cent, reduced to gix, In twelve hours,—
not from any change of food, but from a
little execltement, You gentlemen who
make butter, be careful to adopt my ad-
viee and always treat your cow thully and
gently: never get her excited, beeause
every ounce of excitement will take from
lier milk one per cent. of ¢ream, 1 have
known acow abused by a furions, brutal
milker, and the perecentage of her cream
went down  one-hall, It is astonishing
what an effect exeltement has on the per-
contage of eream in the milk that a cow
produces, You will be astonished If vou
will make the test, and make it carefully,
I huve known a cow, excited from nataral
canses, to drop her pereentage of eream in
her milk from fourteen to =ix per cent, in
twelve howrs, So I would aguin repeat,
whoever abuses his eow knooks ont of his
milk « lirge pereentage of the cream,’

« It will readily be seen how imporiant
it 13 to keep the cow gquiet and from frigeht
und all excitement.  ‘The worry by dogs,
tae hurrying and halloing of boys, when
driving the cows home from pasture, the
kicking and pounding of an angry milker,
or uny similar cange of excitement will be
sure to reduce the gquality of the milk to
the extent of several per cent. of cream,
Thiz fact Is too well attested by many
vareful and experienced dairymen to ad-
mit of a doubt, and the first object of con-
cern with the butter dairyman, especially.
ghiould be to see that his cows are treated
with the utmost gentleness all the time.
The boys who drive the cows home will
miake a note of this, knd when the spring
comes and cows go out;, just mark what
we sy, —Mass. Ploughman.

- ~

A Newspaper Office on Exhibition,

There gre some things too sacred for
public display, and among them may be
elugged the art and mystery of “getting
up' a newspaver, It is announced, how-
ever, in aletter from Vienna, that at the
International Exhibition now being or-
ganized In that city one of the great
sights is to be the interior of a newspaper
olllce, with editor, writers, reporters,
printers and publishers at work, just as
in ordinary Jife. The Indstrions journal-
ist= are to be shown in 4 huge glass build-
ing, like bees in a trangparent. hive. The
editor will be seen giving out subjects,
revising articles, and exemplifying, wi'h
waste-paper basket at hand the well-
known rule in respeet to rejected commu-
nications. Writers will be on view at
work of the most varied kind—some at
leaders, others at reviews and a few oven
(if the character of Austrian journalism s
to be rigorously maintained) at the incun-
batien of canards, ‘'l'o complete the pic-
ure, & cerialn number of important visit-
org, anxious to obtain * favorable notices™
or to reply to just but unpalatable eriti-
cisms, should be allowed to appear, Itis
to be hoped that the literary performers
will he well up in thelr parts, that the edi-
tors will wear a becomingly grave aspect,
and that the writers will not be seen paus-
ing for lack of inspiration or refreshing

to books of reference.  Cobbett once ex-
rrﬂm.-d i desird to bring ull the journal-
sts of London together on Kennington
Common, that newspaper readers might
see by what sort of men they allowed
themselves to be influenced,
of the Neus Freie Presse had probably

very intelligent sneer, They, at all
events, are the herole gentlemen who,

their hearts are in thelir

Hoae durlng the forthcoming Vienna Ex-

from all parts of the world.—N,
pendent,

Wz muy as well throw our money into
the gutter, or go fighting wind-mifls, ae
low-creatures batter
while we neglect their physical condi.

to try to make our
tlons.

their memories too frequently by turning

The writers

never heard of Corbett’s amusing but not

with a love of publicity which proves that
rofesgion, pro-

ibitlon to do their literary and journalis-
Liic work in presence of as many thous-
ands of sight-seers as can be got together

very little happiness or good in any shape
resulte from the money made. A very
little of these savings—a very little time
spent on beautifying one's home—put a
| new phase on existence: and we really
belleve men wonld live an average of ten
vears more than they do if they were to
sqy onee in o while “‘begone dull care' 1
thi: meve matter of money-making, and
[ devote a little time ench day or so to mak-
ing a gort of Eden of thelr home and the
surroundings. But it I8 not so much of
the nwn-pﬂ'inure that we woull speak.
| ‘There i3 actual money in beauty. As the
speaker aboversaid of a besutitul apple, so
it is of n beantiful furm. As a general rule
a place in which taste i= exhiblted, and
everything is kept up in nice style, will
hring double that of one in which misery
and ruin rules complete, 1618 to be noted,
however, that these pretty pluces ave scl-
dom for sale. Those who oultivate these
tasteful habits with the view of selling
their places in consequence of improving
them, seem to thrive in every other way §
and in time come to the conclusion that
they can afford iv, and may a5 well enjoy
1ife'in the midst of beautiful surroundings
as to cell out for other people to enjoy,
The Press.

\ —— - —————
Romaunce of a Hafr.

To heara French woman glorily Franee
and vilify its enemies is to feel your own
hiood tingle. 1 heard, only the other day.
of an incident quite apropos to this, A
French lady, who married 2 German bar-
on some fiteen vears ago, and who lives
at Berlin in a style befitting her wealth
and rink, had at dinner not long ago some
ffteen or twenty Proggians seaceil aronnd
her tahle.  Notwithstanding her marringe
| she had remained French atheart,  In the
eonrse of conversution the I'rtssians be-
gun 1o hewall Parie, poor DPPariz, which
| was no longer Parle, and to prediet that
Uin ten years Berlin would be 1II|v capital or

the world.  She Hstoned angrily, until no
longer belng able to withhold her indig-
niation &he freed her wind to the effoct
thit Paris was Paris yet, wonll always
be 'arig, the most brilliant, most atteaet-
ive, most civilized and artistic eity in the
waorld, Moreover, she would lay & wager
that her Proassian friends might seleet the
most ugly and the most insigniticant thing
they might tind and Paris wonld make ot
it sn objeet of benuty, such us Berlin
would not dare to attempt, The wager
wis aerepted, and the next day the lady
received a=mall box, which upon op ning
<he found to contain a single white hair,
What eould be made of one white hair?
She did not know: but, concealing Lier
embarrassment, she sent the hair to Puris
accompanied by a letter giving an account
of the wager, the cirenmstances, &e.  In
due course of time she received the box
hack from Paris  And what think you
Paris had made of the white hair?  Tthad
been enclosed in an open trench of gold,
which crossed a medallion surrounded
with bhrillinnts. At the top of the medal-
lian the Prussian eagle in black enamel,
with wings extended, held the white hair
inits claws, Then suspended from the
halr was a little escuteheon in white en-
a=iel bearing this inseription: ** Alsace
and Lorraine,  You hold them only by a
hair.” It is not very probable that the
Prussiang were eager for another bet,.—
Paris Cor. N. ¥. World,
e
Divoree Laws,

We are glad to observe that the State of
Indiana shows slgus of reform in regard
to her divorce laws. It has hitherto had
the unenviable reputation, und that, too,
not without reason, of runniug u great
divoree mill, attractive to all eustomers
who want this gort of grist ground at the
shortest notice, The I',‘u-giul:uurc hias just
pagsed o bill reducing the number of  le-
gal causes for divoree, requiring that pe-
tioners shall have & continuous residence
in the State for at least two years before
they shall be entitled to commence pro-
ceedings in a divoree suit, and also pro-
viding that where the petition has been
granted without adequate notice, the case
may be re-opened and the decree sot
aside. The purpose of the bill s to
make the law more stringent, and there-
by lessen the facility with which divorees
ean be procured. The direct effect will
be # decrease in the number of such sults,
and an ineressing publie sense of the sunc-
tity and perpetu 1{' of the marriage cove-
nant, Indiang will be less likely here-
after to Invite the temporary residence of
persons who want to flud the shortest
way to break the legal bonds of unhap-
py marringes. If all the States would

opt & uniform divoree code, and then
ench State would recogunize the validity
of a divorce decree In every other State,
our American jurispradence in res{\ect to
this subject would be very materially im-
proved. There is no reason why
such should not be the fact, 1t would
oorrect many of the evils which grow
out of the present diversity of legal prac-
tice.—N. ndependent.

Taere is no outward sign of politencss
which has not a deep mo al reason. True
education teaches both the sign and the
reason. Behavior Is a mirror in which
every one shows his own | . There
It;: polg}ighnﬂaﬂof l’-.htflu heart akin 'If. t;m‘u.

m w gprin ¢ easlest ness
of outward behavior. N

l




