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THE NEAREST DRAUGHT.

L the lone dove to far Palmyra Mying
From where her native fouuts of
pleam,
Weary, exhnuated, thimty, panting, sighing,
Laghits spdly at the desert's Ditter strenm—

Antioch

S0 the worn soul, slong Life's waysida faclhg,
Love's pure, congenin! spring uafound, uun
rnited,
Sullers, recolls, then helpless aod despileing
O what it would, descends aud sips the neaest
draaght,

For 'y Tises

THE SILENT WIFE.

46 BI’.!-'.I\' up in the country ¥' 1

queried, ns I met my friend
Hurner In the street o faw days since, 1
hadn’t seen him for some time, and he
looked sunburnt and rough, ns if he had
been exposed to the country sun. He
informed me that be bad, and that he
had been to visit Tim Bomers, . mutonl
friend of ours, who had moved awny
from town two years before. After in-
quiries concerning his visit and his en-
Joyment during the warm months,
conversation reverted to our old friend.

I never was more surprised in my
life," gnid Buiner, ** than I was to see
him in the depot st Ramshead. I had
quite forgotten that he wus located
there,”

" Iinformed him that I had also for-
gotten It, though I believed his wife's
relatives were living there.

S His wife's— yes, yes,” continued
Burner, “ singular woman that : did you
know her?"

“Yes, I replied; “she ix a little,
bustling, talkative thing, full of funand
chat, and making her house merry by

the music of her voice. Nice little wo-
man,"
Burner looked at me n moment, and

burst into a laugh, to my great wonder-
ment. I requested him, in a tone of
chagrin.to inform me what the deuce he
was lnughing at,

“Talkative!" said he, when he could

checkrein his cachinatory colt : * 1 found |
her anything but that, I tell you, 1

never knew the lady when she lived in
town, but a more taciturn body [ never
saw than I found her."’

\
“ Indeed ! I remarked ; ** then there

must have been n change, truly.™

“ T met Somers in the depot,”’ con-
tinued Burner, ** and he was very glad
to see me, inquiring after theold friends,
and you with the rest. Through all his
joy,however,I saw that there was a vein
of sadness; and when I alluded to his

fmmily heappeared embarrassed, and dis- |

posed to change the subject. I had no
object in view In visiting Ramshead,
othier than the change of gcene, and did
not intend to remain there but a day or
two ; but seelng Bomers led me think
that it would not be a bad thing to tarry

there awhile, seeing that there was a

beautiful pond of water in the vicinity, |

as I had seen from the cars as I came
along, and a deep wood denoting game,
Somers used to be great on those things,
you know. T hinted at our former sport-
ing practices, and mentioned my balf
resolution to stay : but, instead of mani.
festing' an Interest In the subject, he
sighed deeply, and replied :

“ Burner, I haven't taken a pole in
wy hand, nor put & gun to my shoulder,
for five long years, and 1 never shall
again.”

I looked at him with sstonishment,
but I know that he was sincere, I
fancled that I saw o tear In his lntelli-
gent eye, and my heart drew stronger
towards him than ever, T then quitere-
solved to stay, and ordered the porter of

the hotel to carry my baggege—my |

valige and gun— up to the house, which

‘ wits close by, My rod-eane 1 earcled in
my hand, Taking Bomers on my nrm,we
follwad the porter, and a few momonts

later found us seated in my room with o |

little rummer elaret negus between us
| an excellent lubricator for a dusty day,
[ “Whell, now, are you prospering,
[ Momers ¥ 1 replled, wishing to penelinte,
if possible, the mystery that enahrouded
him, deeming that it might
business difficulty in which he was in.
volved,
" Doing

be some

onpitally,””  he  replied ;
Shnven't lost o dollnr sloee 1 cnme here,

[
|
|
|
| People have nlek-named me * Lucky
|

Tom." How wrongly people judge in
moensuring men, 't
“What do you mean by that ¥ said

1,08 1 shw the cloud creep over his fuee,
as you have, while standing on the
mountaing, scen o shadow fitting across
the mendow,
[ 1 mean, sald he, ** that In measuring
[ us they tuke but one fenture Into the
neconnt, and upon that base u hy pothesis
of happiness, or luck, s the cise may
L.’
Are you not happy ¥ I asked, In a
[ tone enleulnled to win his confidence.
“1am far from 08" he replied ; “in-
deed, & more miserable man is
found in these parts,”
“In what regand ¥
My wife is dumb, ™ henlmost sobbed,
In answer Lo my question,
CSDumb ¥ I repeated, and thinking
| to rilly him, said in o jooular manner,

not to be

“Well, that is a very singular thing
to be sad for; I know many husbands
who would be too happy to have such a
calamity happen to them.  Burn says:
YA auld wife's tongue’s a freckles
matter," and there's no contention in a
house where perpetunl silence the
boud of unity '™

I saw that he wus hurt, and hastensd

Is

to remedy the evil I had done. Taking
him by the hand, T said :
“Tim, T assure you 1 would not

wound your feelings willingly. Lam no
less your friend than I ever was, and no
less worthy your confidence. Now I
wish you to tell me the cause of your
trouble, that I may share it with you,
or possibly alleviate it,"

He hesitated o few moments, und then
said, with considerable emotion ;

“Well, Burner, old friendship is
stirring within me, and 1 shall do at its
prompting that which I thoight nothing
could wring for me. You remember
how happy I was. There was not a
man in the world who had more friends,
Yrue friends, than I had, My home was
a happy one—my wife pleasant, my
c¢hildren handsome and intelligent. You
never say my wife, Darner ¥"

My name, in the conneotion, sounded
like an imprecation upon his wife, and
the Burner a wrathful expletive—** burn
Aer,” Bomers continued ;

“When we moved up here things
went on in pretty much the sume pleas.
ant way until there came (o the villnge
o ludy whom I had formerly known,and

about whom and me there had been a
| little gossip in old days, Our aequaint-
ance wits renewed, and 1 visited her

several times ; made no concealment of
| my intimacy with her, and invited sy
wife to accompiny me, but she declined,
She wished to make no new aegualnt-
ances, she sald, There was a frequent
visitor to my house—a relative of my
wife's— who polsoned ber ears with
suspicious that it was not right between
May Erennon and myself,
the old gossip, with additions, spoke of
my visits to Miss Brennon, and hinted
ut criminality, as that pasty-minded
class always will, who, having small
virtues of thelr own; and depraved
funcles, conjure up impure conceils re-
gurding thelr nelghbors, imputing
lasciviousness and wrong where the
strictest purity might not see occasion
to blush, I was returning home one
summer evening. on foot, huving spent
the day In business at o town a few
miles from this, whem, by u strange
chance, a short distance {rom town, [
mel Miss Brennon. It was a pure ncei-
dent that brought us together, nud she
turned bunok with me, taking my arm,
We walked slowly, ns the weather was

She repeated |

warm, and stopped 8 moment on the |
rustic bridge yonder to look down into |

the strenm and say a few pleasunt words
about old times. Isaw some one pass
| by us as we stood there, but was Indiffer.
et ns 10 whom It might be, and bldding
| my companion good-bye, I went home,

|
ax happy as a lord, In aotelpation of

meeting there that 1 loved so well. |
met with n cold pecoption, My bane
war sitting with my wife In counsel, nnd
[ rend judgment on the face that had
too many times Intely turned unkindly
towards me.

Mo you've come, My, Hypoorite, have
you ¥ was the first salutation.

“CUerininly, my dear, I have come,
I replied, * though I oan searcely
the renson for the applieation of the
name to me, "’

“You eannot! You have just left
thot vile erenture, on whose acoount and
in whose company you have all day
been absent from your home! You
cannot !

I have been sway nll duy on business, '

B

sndd 1, as calm ns Bocmtes, ' 1 wis  re.
turping home and encountered Miss
Brennon.  We walked together o litble

way, nnd then T left her for my plessant
home, and certalnly did not expect such
u reception,”

* You did not,” sald she sneeringly,
“hut you are found out, sir.  You stood
upon the bridge with your arm around
the strumpet’s waist and kissed her.™

I folt aroused at this, 1 ¢un benr aoy
attoek upon mysell but the reflection
upon Miss Bennon was too much for
me, who kunew her pure charscter and
exnlted worlh.

“Itis a falsehoofl 1™ 1
your informant is n
mulignant falsifier !’

The relntive gnthered heraelf up to go,
but before she went I gave her a lesson
on lying and tale-bearing that she has
not forgotten yet. Bhe has never erossed
my door since. As soon as she was gone
1 turned to my wife and sald :

** Ax for you, madam, if you cannot
make a betler use of your tongue, you
hadl better never speak aguin.”

nnd
anl

shouted,
mulicious

I was heated, in o passion, and searce.
Iy knew what I said, but the unkind
words entered into her voul, 1 lefl the
house and did not return for o long
time, I found her calmly and undis-
turbedly sitting where I had left her,
but she gpoke not, She arose and per-
formed such duties as were required of
her, but she did not speak. In wvain 1
addressed her; she made no reply, 1
grew alarmed, 1 begged her to speak to
me, but not one word would she delgn
me, It has continued thus ever
Not one word has she uttered to me or
any one. My home Is dismal ns a tomb,

T}

or I would have Invited you there,"

He censed his story, and I told him
how much Interested I had been in It
* But," said I, *have you tried no remedy
{0 cure this disense, for disense It must
be¥"” Hetold me that he bhad not.
“Then, " said 1, ** take me home with
you, and if Idon’t cure her, strike the
spurs from my heel as an unworthy
knight.”

I went home with the poor fellow,
and found things pretty much a8 he had
represented. I was [otroduced to the
mistress of the mansion, who recelved
me with a profound bow,

* A delightful home, madam, this of
yvours,'" said I, glancing admiringly out
of the window.” I looked towards her
us though expecting a reply, She mere-
nodded her bead.

** Are there many such in the vicinity
among the bills ¥ I persisted, looking
her in the face.

Bhe colored as though she were con-
fused. 1 found out subsequently that
I was the first stranger that be had
dared to bring home for several yenrs,
I gaw by her organism that she was not
naturally a bad woman, divined at once
that she had vowed perpetual silence at
the unkind words of her husband, and
that it only needed but a single word to
break the spell that rested upon her,

I continued my engineering, making
all manner of domestic enquiries re-
garding the children, of whom she ap.
peared very fond, but could not elicit a
word from her, I next alluded to her
husband and our old acquaintance, and
iu the course of my remarks made some
reflections ina playful way upon the
slight blemish in one of his eyes—the
ouly fsult in his reslly handsome face,
I saw a feeling ke chagrin flit across
ber brow, and & moment after, when I
pralsed him, & pleased expression effaced
the cloud.

*Aba!" sald I to myself, “ here are
pride and affection, at any rate; these
springs have not dried up, and I think
that language may yet be unsealed.”

since, | ensiness, and her looks said ** don’t go, "

A day passed, but nothing transplired l And this is my Ineantation,' I con-

anve maneuvers, I have never tried so |
bard to mnke myselfl attractive ns on |

| this ooonsion, nnd felt that I bad sue-

| ehambey, 1 ebatted and mttled on about

| penred surprised, and seemed as if ex.

| pose,”” sald I; ** were it nol attended

ceeded when on the sesond morning she
greoted me with o smile and  extended
her hand to me ns | came from my

the town nnd its splendors, told of new
Improvements, chnoging  fmshilons,
erinoline and lovely bonnels, all of
which was lstened to with evident in.
terest,  BLII she would not speak, con-
found it! Itrembled for my spurs. Bome
thing must be done.

' Mra: Bomers,”" sald I very suddenly,
*will you allow me to look at the palin
of your hand ¥**

Bhe extended her hand very readily,
and I gaged upon it as though 1 were n
wizdrd engnged in some trick of necro-
muney, involving the fute of the house.
hold.  Looking in her face,] relinquish-
e her hand and sighed deeply. Bhe ap.

pecting me to say something,

*You may well be surprised at my
conduct,” I eaid, **but your surprise
would be overwhelming could I dare to
tell you the motive of it. I eannot do
this without compromising others. I
may say, however, that In your hand 1
disoern a power that may be employed
for immense good. ''here are lines in it
that meet and diverge, and come near
together ngain without meeting., There
is g myslery " 1 looked nt the hand
again, rubibed my forehead, as though 1
were much perplexed, and went out ab.
ruptly. T snw her face depleted In the
glass as I passed out, and it bore the ex.
presslon of great wonder,

* How far is it to the top of Rattlesnake
Hill, Bomers ¥ I asked at dinner time,
ns we gat at the table,

HCAbout fifteen miles ; why "' he re-
plied and asked.

¢ Because I am going there to-night.
I must be there precisely at midnight. 1
am going to gather n charm from the
old Rattler's cave, through which I
hope to obtain & tressure that will com-
pensate for nll trouble and danger.”™

“You cannot go," sald he, anxiously,
‘the way I8 one of peril. It s full of
ravines and pitfalls, and the serpents are
very numeroos.”’

I saw that his wife shared in his un-

plainer than words could speak.
Yo much the better for my pur-

with danger, that which 1 seek would
be wvalueless. I shall go; and more

than this, I shall walk !

Bomers and his wife exchanged looks,
whieh I interpreted to mean: * Well,
isn’t he n queer one [V and after o few
moments st the table I left the house,
telling Bomers that I should be back by
morning. I accordingly struck out for
Rattlesnnke Hill, accompanied by his
ultered blessing and his wife's inarticu-
Inte benison ; but when I reached the
first brook, I made my ecane into a
Jointed fishing rod, and indulged in the
finest sport. The trout never bit with
more avidity: and hbaving caught o
good string, I carried them to a farm-
house not far awany, and had them eook-
ed for my supper. Late in the evenlng,
I returned to my friend Somers, and en-
Joyed & fine night’s rest upon the hay-
mow. At day-light Taroused the fami-
ly by knocking at the door, but I greet-
#d them with a simple shake of the
hand, gozing nabstractedly st Mrs,
Romers. She looked troubled,

* Bomers,” sald 1, * please leave me a
moment with your wife, It is & matter
you may sometime know, but not at
present. Have you not heard of my
wonderful developments as a seer 7"’

He sald he had not, but, without ex-
plaining, I pushed him out and closed
the door. I knew that he would listen,
however.

t Mrs, Bomers,”" sald 1, " my mysteri-
ous movements are fast growing to a
climax. I last night plucked a dragon’s
tongue from the mouth of mttlesnake’s
den; I Isughed with the midnight
echoes, and stood foe to face with the
darkness, In order to gain what I sought.
Your bhand, please; thank you. The
lines are brought nearer together, and it
needs but one word of yours in response
to sn incantation that [ shall utter, to
make my mystie charm eomplete, You
must say Yes, orall is us nought.”

I looked wildly ss I spoke, and I saw
that she was, as it were, spell-bound.

apent his vaeation.

tinued, * you swear that you hate Tim
Bomaers''—

U No!" she almost shirieked.

Poor Tim had been listening. Foaring
harm to his wifé from my supposed luna.
oy, and hearing the question I had put,
and the response, he rushed in, frmutio
with joy, clnsped her in his armes, kigsed
her over and over again, and jumped
about the room with the wildness of #
madman, Bhe did not seen to  compre.
hend what she liad done for an Instant,
but when she remembered that she had
spoken, und divined the mesning of my
eabmlistio efforts, she came near fainting
with her emotlon.

“Thank God! the spell Is broken!'
she sald, ** the hideous spell that hins
bound me to silence and sorrow
long."”

' The mystionl word having been
spoken, sald I, ** that has brought the
diverging lines together, I nm frée to tell
what I sought st midnight, on HRatile-
sunke HIL"

“* Whnt was it ¥" they both nsked in o
breath.

YA woman’s tongue?" T replied:
“and einee I have found it, never allow
any trifling cause to sllence 1L again,’’

My theory was correct s to her not
spenking. She had vowed perpetunl gi-
lence, and had kept her vow until
brought to utter one word by stratngem,
which had unsealed her tongue ngain,-
The ehildren were delighted and ran all
around the neighborhood telling every.
body that thelr mother could taik, and
everybody rushed In to ascertaln what it
meant, For a time it seemed as though
anarchy and confuslon had become in-
stalled on Tom Somere hearthstone, Lo
make up the silence that had so long
brooded there: but he bore it all good-
humeredly, 1 left them a week after-
wards, the happlest couple you over
saw, and my midnight excursion to Rat-
tlesnake Hill was often alluded to.

“Did you really go there? Mrs,
Homers asked, the morning before |
CAIE AWAY.

U No!" said I, imitating her emphatic
accent of the same monosyllable in re-
ply to my Incantation, and we had o
grand laugh about it; Tim Somers
swearing my seership was the best ever
known, and my magiec had wrought o
happier effect than that of all the fairies
he had ever seen exhibited at the mu-
seum.

“ Good bye,” said Burner, as he fln-
ished his story, and he left well snt.
lsfied with the manner in which he had

L2
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Why She Wanted a Divoree.

An Irish matron enters a lawyer's of-
flee : ** In this the placesur,where people
gt divorces P

“ Yes, oceaslonally we engage in that
kind of business, What can we do for
you, madam ¥

“ Falth, sur, I'd loike to git & divoree
from me husband, Patrick,’

“ What is the matter with Patrick.
madam ¥"*
“Bhure and Pathrick gits dhrunk.

sur.”’

“That's bad. But I hardly think
that alone will be a sufficient cause -
Have you no other complaint ¥*

“Iondade I have, sur: Pathrick bates
me. "’

“Yes, yes, I see. That ndds cruelty
to drunkenneas, But, madam, you do
not seem to suffer much In your appenr-
ance from Patrick's cruelty. I think
you must find & stronger reason before
the Court will grant you a divorce.”’

“Well, sur, beslles all that, I fear,
sur, that Pathrick isn't true to me."™

“Ah! now, madam, you begin to talk
business. What reason have you for
thinking that Patrick = unfaithful to
you ¥

“ Well, sur, I may say that it's mesel?
that that has & sthrons sespicion that
Pathrick 1s not the futher of me last
cholld.”

-

& A Ralelgh. N, C, negro invited
two of his friends to accompany him to
8 swanip-pasture st nlght, where o
nelghbor had a fat helfer. They went,
found a heifer, killed her, divided the
meat and went home, Next day the
negro found that his cow was missing,
and that in the darknes: an unfortunate
mistake had been made. But when he
went to his friends to get pay for the
beel they refused to pay him, wherefore
heé mourns sore,



