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THE LOST CHILD.

OPEDALBIY

T opened my sleepy eyes us Lhe
conductor’s volee fng lhl'uugh theoars,
and, taking my earpetibag, sprang out
upon the platform of the Ittle station.
My brief hollday day over, and, with &
ahrug, T prépared for my short walk
through the morning air, looking for
ward to the good fire and dellelous cup
of coffee I was sure Mrs. VWatson whs
keeplug for me.

It was o very mre event for me fo
leive the village whose name heads this
story. My futher hnd been the only
resldent physloian there, from the time
when I was a bolsterons sohoolboy up to
the hour when, in his professional
rounds, he fell dead with heart.disease
in the maln street, leaving me, his here
tofore nssintant, sole heir (o his name,
property and practice. Ten years before,
they had carried my denr mother to the
little churchyard, and Installed Mra,
Witson house-keeper In her place, The
villagers were willing to let the young
doctor step Into his father's place beslde
thelr plek beds, and so for five years I
hiad taken no holiday. o when an invl.
tation came from my old college friend
and sinee eorrespondent,Clement Payne,
to spend Christmas with him at his
father’s place on the Hudson, I was
sorely tempted to neeept and finally con.
aloded to do so.

It waa literally Christmas I apent,
leaving home at midnight on the 24th,
and my friend’s house exnctly twenty-
four hours Iater. It had been a pleasant
break In the monotony of my life, and
us I stood at sunrise on the Hopedale
station platform, I was sure my recrea-
tion would give me new vigor for my
daily dutles,

As T turned to descend the steps lead.
ing to the rond, some impulse, nay, a
Providence, led me to look in at the
window of the room, by courtesy

‘' Ladles' Room," of the station. It
wis  cold and desolnte, No fire was
lighted, and there was no furnilure,
unless the hard wooden benchies against
the walls could be so denominated. But
eurled up on one of these benches, sleep.
ing soundly, lay n strange child, Tlis
dress of rich furtrimmed wvelvet, the
waim fuy cap, long gaiters and mittens,
spoke of wealth and eave, and the pile
face, round which clugtered short curls
of a sunny brown, was round with
health and wonderfully beautiful, He
was no Hopedale ¢hild; I knew them
all. My professionnl instinep made my
heart thrill with a sudden shock, as 1
vaught sight of the pale face, for well 1
knew the danger of that deep sleep in
the biting winter air. How long had he
been there? Was he already dead?
were the gquestions I nsked myself as 1
strode across the room and liffed him
in my arms, There was no breath came
from the white lips, no throb at the
wrist, only a faint, very falnt fluttering
under my fingers as I pressed them over
the baby heart. Mantling him warmly
in my heavy cloak, 1 toredown thestepa
and raced along the road homeward at a
pace that would have amazed my pa-
tients, had any of them been awake ab
that early hour.

Allowing Mre, Watzon npo time for
amazement, I pressed her into service,
and in what ghe called a * Jify" we had
the little form undressed, in my bed, and
undergoing the most vigorous treat-
ment. It was so long before we were
successful thuat my heart almost failed
me; but at last the faint heart-throbs
grew stronger, color came to the pale
lips and cheeks, and a pair of large
brown eyes appeared from under Lhe
heavily-fringed lids I had watched so
anxlously. A

Only a look of sleepy Inquiry was vis-
ible, ay he stured a moment at me; then,
obeying my order to drink the warm
food Mrs, Watson, held to his lips, my
little pationt closed his eyea agnln, and
turned over to finish his nap, He was
safe now, I knew ; so, leaving him to
Mrs. Watson’s care, (who by this time
knew as much about him as I did), I
went to sleep myself, to be ready for the
dny’s duties.

It was nearly nine o'clock when my
housekeeper roussd me to say that
breakfust was ready, and the child
nwnke,

Very wide awake I found him—the
glorious brown eyes staring round my
room, tinking in every detail of its ar-
rangement,

“Whoare you ¥ How did I get here?
Am I nearly nt Australla¥ Who's that
man in the pleture ?” were the questions
poured rapidly forth, before I had time
to frame one inguiry. I want to gel
up! Who's got my clothes ¥ eame
next; then, * Who put me to bed with-
out any nightgown ¥

Not u sign of fear or & word of home-
slokness | I was puzsled.

* What is your name¥"” T asked, sit-
ting down beside him,

* Trot! I want to get up,”

“%ou shall get upin a minute, but
first tell me your name, and how you
chmé Lo be asleep in the station 2"

“ My name’s Trot! and the plaguy

vnrw staried off without e when I got
oub. Tt was dark night, and T oould not
cateh them, so T went into the room
and went to sleep till they came ngain,

“ Was your mother In the train—in
the onrs ¥

U No | nobody bub Just me,
Ing to Australia,”

H@olng to Australla ¥

“ Yes, Ellen's there. They have roses
there at Christmns, and we wanted some
for our Lree,"

“ But, my child, you did not leave
home alone ¥**

Y Yes L did. 1aln't altald, 1'm golng
back right away, as soon us 1find Kllen,
nnd get thie roses,”

“ But, don't you know you will have
to sall in a great ship for months to get
to Australin

“1llen went in the cars, We saw ber
go, mamma and I, We went in the car-
ringe and sald good-by, and she got in
the cars with Mr, Willlams,”

Who Is My, Willlams ¥** T sald, eag-
erly cateliing atn name.

Y Ellen’s busband, Ouor milkman he
was; before he went offt to Australin,
He's jolly | slways filled my oup for
nothing, when I was up.”

“And who was Ellen ¥

YNy nurse,

“What's your futher’s name?"

* Pupn I

“ But his other name ¥

U Harry, dear.” Mamma always eall-
&l him go,"

“Where does ho live ¥

“ He's dead,” sald the ehild in & whis.
per. ** Mamima cries all the time, most,
and wenrs an ugly bluek gown every
day."

Well, where does mammn Hve ¢

AL grandma’s, with Aunt Dalsy,
and Walter, and Bue, and baby, and—
ain't It funny—baby’s my uncle, and he
fa so little he has to be carrled about,
and Walter's littley than me, and he's
my uncle, tov ; and Bue's only six, and
ahe’s my sunt.”

I'm go-

* Where does grandma live ¢

* Why, home in her own house,”

" Well, what is her name ?"'

“Grandmal’ In s very positive tone,
and becoming restive under #o0 much
questioning.

I took him from the bed and began to
dress him, and explain his position ; but
even when he understood that he must
glive up the Australinn journey, and was
wade to feel something of his mother’s
despair at losing him, he could give me
no clue by which to find his home.
Girandpa, grandpa, mamma, who was
called Mary by the reat, Aunt Dalsy and
the three children, were nll mentioned,
and persistent questioning revealed that
he lived in o large house in the country,
but that was all,

My heart grew fairly sick as 1+ looked
In his beautiful face and pletured the
grief of his widowed mother over the
loss of her only child. In vain I search.
ed his clothing for the mysterious
“locket containing the mininture of a
beautiful female,'’ always found on the
stray children in novels; no ‘' straw-
berry or raspberry mark” disfigured his
gmooth, white skin. 1lis clothing, of
the most dainty material and make, was
murked with the initinls ** A, H.”

Days passed awany, and still the little
Trot—{for he wonld own no other name—
was an lnmate of my cottage, the very
darling of Mre. Watson'’s motherly
heart, I advertised him In all the large
cities, hoping some paper would reach
his gountry home; yet, as thedays wore
away, and he became reconciled to his
new home, and ceased to grieve for his
family, 1 began to dread the hour when
he should be clalmed. His frank, bright
Joyousness, his merry pratile, his loving
carresses, began to fill an unsuspecled
vold in my beart, and Mra, Watson was
a perfect elave to his loving tyranny.
She made him pretty garmenis to re-
place the rich velvet suit which we
put carefully aside, in case they were
ever required to prove his identity. She
furnished for his bed-room asmall apart-
ment leading from her own sleeping-
room, Bhe made the day one long nct
of serviee for his comfort, and as weeks
glided into months, and there was no
clue found to gulde us to his home, she
taught him to call her grandma, while
Ungle Charlie became my new noquired
title, To tell how he was petted In the
village would be & vain task to at-
tempt. To say that he was the heroand
idol of Hopedale will give but a faint
Idea of his popularity. Grmdually the
memory of hls home, Ellen, the vislt to
Australia died away, and he seemed to
forget that he had ever lived away
from us, Mamma and Aunt Dalsy had
been the two of whom he spoke most,
but I Judged from all he sald, that his
futher's death was very recent, and hia
residence at his grandparent’s a brief
vislt only in hls memory.

Eleven months had (his dear little
treasure been an inmate In' my house,
when there caméinte my life & new
dream of hope and happiness. About
five miles from Hopedale (here resided,
und had lived for many long years, an
ecoentrio old bachelor, by name Herman

Grabain, His home, Leshaven, wis fur
awiy from any cluster of houses Indeed,
neatly & mile from sny other residence
and here, In solitary slate, with only
two anelent servitors for his housshold,
he bad lived ever sinoe 1 could remem.
ber, He was a morose, Hltempared
man, and some early oross had mnde
him adopt & peérfectly hermit-like ne-
olusion, though his wealth would have
commanded every advantage soclety
oonld offer. 10 was early in November
thnt T was summoned to attend this odd
genlue, professlonally, The little note
brought lo my ofMeagby an elderly man
on borseback, was slgned “ Lilllan
Giralinm, ' nod urged my Immedinte at-
tention,

It wae a long, cold drive, but the man
represented his master as very 11, po I
propared to obey the summons, ** T had
no ldea your master had o diugliter.,” 1
said, referring Lo my note.

“That's master's nlece,” was the re.
ply § "' anlee, sweet-spoken young Iady
a8 I see, Bhe comes down on a visip
sometimes from her falher's place near
Albany., They were burnt out, hef
father's folks, lnst winter, and the
famlily all went to Europe while the
new houge was a-bullding, They came
home about a fortnight ago, but they
won’t go to the new house until spring,
g0 gome of them's boarding in New
York, and some In  Albany, and Miss
Lilllan she’s come to spend the winler
with her uvopcle. They'te all comlug
down for Christmas, I expeot.”

I found my new patient very i1, and
for o week my visits were frequent, and
more than once I passed a whole nlght
by his bedside, I do not mean this for
o lovedale, g0 I will nol weary my
render with the why and where fore of
my henrt bending In alleglanee to Lil-
lHan Graham’s charms. Her beauty,
gentleness nnd winning grace touched
my hearl as no woman had ever before
thrilled it, and before that weary week
of anxiety and watehing was over 1
loved her,

As her uncle began (o recover, my
visits slid from & professional eapacity
to o socinl one, and I saw that my wel-
come was i sincere one from both the
old gentleman and the falr girl, whoge
devotion to his sick bed hiad proved her
love, I was agreeably surprised to find
the hermit neither so savage or lonc-
cesslble as he had been represented to
be.  He had a painful chronie disorder ;
Lils manner was bursque, and his voice
often harsh, but he could soften, and 1
was able to give him rellef from pain,
for which be repald me a graclous re-
ception.

Christmns was deawing near, and I
had resolved to lny my heart before Lil-
lian, and ask her to be my wife, I was
heir to congiderable property left by my
father., 1 had n good practice, o plensant
home, and could offer her to the pure
love of a young heart, so I was not
without hope, especinlly as 1 could see
the flush deepen on her cheek, and a
glad Hight spring to her blue eyes when-
ever 1 was unnounced. Hhe wore
mourning,and I often longed toguestion
her about the loss it implied, but our
private interviews were very brief, and
but seldom occurred, and she never
spoke of her sorrow. I, too, had a story
to tell. Of course, if she became my
wife, she must hear about Trot,

It wis the day before Christmas, and
the snow was smooth and hard round
Hopedale; go I ventured to propose n
dleigh-ride, meaning to open my hesrk
to her as we drove, Bhe accepted my
proposul readily, and we were soon on
our way, Bomehow there fell a long
pllence belween us; I longing but not
daring to speak, my eyes fixed upon
that lovely face framed in its pretty fur-
bound hood, the eyes looking down, the
swoet mouth set with n sadder expres-
slon than I had ever seen It wear, Hud-
denly she spoke:

1 expect my parents,
sisters here to-morrow."

“For Chrlstmas guyelies ¥'' 1
tloned.

*No, to escape them, They are com-
ing here to piss the day quletly, far
away from sny festivity., Itis o sad day
for us, Doctor, do you believe in n
broken heart?"

“Yes; I know they exigt,"

“And are futal ¥'!

“Sometimes! I have seen heavy sor-
row driln away life!”

“ My poor sister,’ she sald, sadly, her
eyes Mlling with tears, ** 1 fear her heart
is broken.’"  And after n pause she said:
YA yeur ago—i year sago—poor little
Trot 1"

“Pret!' I eried, breathlessly,

“ My slater's only child, who died on
Christmns day lust year.’'

“ Died ¥ I sald, my hopes sluking.

“ Burnt to death [V she sald, sudly.
* We had had » Christmas tree for the
cbildren in the nursery. My sister had
been o widow only three months, so we
had no holiday gathering, but we dress.
ed a tree for the little ones and lighted
it on Christmas Bve. The next morn-
ing they, the children we mean, were
all in the nursery, and we supposed one
of them tried to light the tree, Cerlain

brothers, and

(jues-

it In that they pet the room on fAre, and
before we dould save anything Lhe whole
house was In flames. All esonped but
my sinter's ohild, her only one; he
petished In the fire,”

' Are you certain '

" Whete else could hie be? My two
little brothers and my sister were snved
with difMoulty, snd the roof fell in
while we were frantleally senrelilng and
calling for Arthur, or, as we always
called him, Trot. My sister’s health
gave way entirely under his blow, She
had eoncentrated all the stéength of her
love upon this ehild after her husband
digd, and the lows prostrited hor utterly.
We took her to Burope ; we had the best
advice for her, but she Ia slowly dylng
of a broken lieart.”

“ Itis from no lmperlinent curiosity,”
I snld, ““ that I question you. Will you
answer my Inquirles ¥

We were speeding over the frosen
ground toward my home, ns she an-
swered—

 Certainly. "

“This little child—he had & pel name
for you "

“Yes s my home name,
me Dualsy, and
Dulay ¥**

* And your slsters’

They all eall
he ecalled me Aunt

names ure Mary

and Bue; you brothers’ Waller and
Bady.”

* Yen; yes," she sald;, turning very
pale,

* Aud Trot's nurse, Ellen, did she go
to Australla ¥

* Yen; o year ago last fall.
Is radiant!
boy 1"

We were at my door; her face wnas
ashy white with emotion, but she obey-
ed my motlon, and let me lend her from
the sleigh to my office. I made her ait
down, and began to explain, when—
“Unele Charley’s come! Unele Charley!”
rang oul from my pel's voloe, nud T'rot
burst into the room. Lilllan rose to her
feat with » wild ery of *Trot! Arthur!
darling "

Your face
Hpeak qulekly — our lost

For s moment he atood bewlldered;
then o sudden rush of memory came
over the childish heart, and he sprang
into her arms,

 Aunt Dalsy ] Where's mamma ! 1
want mamma ! Quick! quick! Uncle
Charley, Aunt Dalsy, take me to mam-
ma "

For nearly three hours we sat in the
little office before Lillian could tear her-
herself awny from the ehild, but at last
ghe let me take her Lo the sleigh, consol-
ing Trot by a promise that to-morrow
he should see his mother.

I left the disclosure to her womanly
tact, But, on the morrow, when I drove
over with the ¢hild dressed in his black
vélvet suit, altered to it him by Mrs.
Watson's trembling fingers, and moijs-
tencd I am sure by many tears, I found
all prepared for the great joy.

Buch a Christmas never dawned for
me. To tall of the gratitude of the pale
widow, the joy of the grandparents, the
boisterous greeting between the children,
I8 beyond the power of my pen.

Of course tho preclse timeand manner
of Arthur's escape from the house we
could only conjecture. The nurse was
fu the kitchen nearly an hour when the
alarm of fire was given, amd the flames
had gained great headway before they
were (lscovered, the family sitting room
being on & different floor, and some dis-
tance from the nursery. Of course the
fearless boy had left the house before the
attempt to light the bree was made, but
the others, absorbed in Christmas de-
lights did not mwiss him, The distance
from the house to the station was very
short, and Ellen had gone to New York
from the littie village near which Mr,
Graham’s house was situated, The de-
parture for Europe, and the certainty all
felt of his fate, had prevented any
search being made for the boy, and we
presumed the rallway officials sup-
posed he belonged to some party on
the train,

It was o glad day for all; for if X lost
my little trensure, I won from Lillian
the right to be called in good truth
Trot's Unele Charley.

Woman's Wisdom,

* Mhe Insists that Is more Important
that her family shall be kept in fall
health, than that sheshould have all
the fashlonadle dresses and styles of the
times, Bhe therefore sees to it, that each
member of her family is supplied with
enough Hop Bitters, at the firt appenar-
nnce of any symptoms of [ll-health,
to prevent s fit of slckness with its at-
tendant expense, care and anxlety, All
women should exereise theiy wisdom In
this way."—FEd, 20

@& Did our young readers ever think
how Mittle It takes to staln their charse-
ter ¥ A drop of Ink lss very amall thing,
yot dropped Into 8 tumbler of clear wa.
ter it blackens the whole; and so the first
onth, the first lle, the first glass, they
seem very trivial, but they leave a dark
slain upon one’s chamcter. Look out
for the first stain,
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NEW WAGON SHOP.
THE undersigned having opeted a

WHEELWRIGHT SHOP,

™

NEW BLOOMFIELD,

arn now prapnrnﬂ to do any kind of work ln thnit
line, lunn 11« At prices whic J: tannot ln
glve nnm tion, (,lrrlmn of all st:loo 1lt
and all wurk ‘will be warrantod

STUUFPHB & CRIST.
New Bloomtield, April 29, 1874,

J, M, Gievin, e li (ieviN.

J. M. GIRVIN & SON,,
FLOUR, GRAIN, SEED & PRODUCE

Commission Merchants,

No. 04 South Gay, 8t.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

Wo will pay striet sttontion to the sale of all
kinds of Country Produos nnd remit tlm ammlllu

prompily.
J. M. (IIIIVIN & B?)H.

Muss}zﬂ & ALLEN

CENTRAL STORE
NEWPORT, PENN'A,

Now offer the publie

A RARE AND ELEGANT ABSORTMENT QOF

DRESS GOODS

Oonsisting sf all shades sultable for the season.

BLACK ALPACCAS
AND

Mowrwing Goods
A SPECIALITY.
BLEACHED AND UNBELEACHED
MUSLINSBS,

AT VARIOUB PRIOCES.
AN ENDLESS SELEOTION OF PRINTS!

Wesalland do keep s good quality of

SUGARS, COFFEES & SYRUPS

And everything under the head of

GROCERIES |

Machine meedles and oll for all makes of
Machines.

To be eonvinead that our goods are

CHEAP ASTHE CHEAPEST,

ISTO OALL ARD EXAMINE STOCK.
& Ko trouble to show goods.
Don's forget the

CENTRAL STORE,
Newport, Perry County, Pa.

BOOKB"’MII.LIOH
m and complinte Oulde




