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JOHN AND L

¦Come John,’ said I, cheerfully, *H
really is time to go; if you stay any
longer Iihail be afraid to come down

• and lock the door after you.*
• Myvisitor arose a proceeding that

] always reminded me of the genius
1 emerging from the copper vessel, as be
measured six feet three—and stood
looking reproachfully down upon me.

;1 ‘You are in a great hurry to get rid
1 of me/ he replied.

• I Now, I didn't .agree with him, for he
bad made his usual call of two hours
and a half; haring, in country phrase,
taken to ‘sitting up* with mo so literal-

, ly that I was frequently at my wit’a
ends to suppress the yawn that Iknew

| would bring a troop rushing after it
• He was a fine, manly looking fellow,¦ this John Cranford, old for his sge-
which was the rather boyish period of
twenty-two—and every way worthy of
being loved. But Ididn’t love him. I
was seven rears his senior, and when
instead of letting the worm of conceal-
ment prey on hia damask cheek, he
ventured to tell hia love for my mature
•elf, I remorselessly seized an English
prayer book, and pointed sternly to the
clause, 'A man may not marry his
grandmother.' That was three years
ago; and I added, encouragingly, ‘Be-
side, John, you are a child, and don’t
know your own mind.’

{ ‘lfa man of nineteen doesn’t know
his own mind,’ remonstrated my lover,

. ‘I would like to know who should. But
I willwait for you seven years, ifvou say

i so— fourteen as Jacob did for Rachel?
‘You forget,’ I replied, laughing at

bis way of mending matters, ‘that wo-
| man does not, like wine, improve with
age. But seriously John, this is ab-

I surd; you are a nice boy, and I like
i you—but my feelings towards you are
more like those of a mother than awife.’

The boy’s eyes Hashed indignantly,
and before 1 could divine his intention,
be had lifted me from the spot where I
stood, and carried me infant fashion to
the sofa at the other end of the room.

‘Icould almost find it in my heart to
shake you,’ he muttered, as be sat me
down with emphasis.

This was rather like the courtship of
William of Normandy, and matters
promised to be quite exciting.

‘Don’tdo'tbat again,’ said I,with dig-
nity, when 1 had recovered my breath.

‘Willyou marry me?* asked John,
somewhat threateningly.

‘The great handsome fellow,*Ithought,
as he paced the floor ‘why
couldn’t he fall in love with some girl
of fifteen instead of settling his affec-
tions on an old maid like me ? 1 don’t

- want the boy on my hands and I won’t
have him.’

‘As to your being twenty-six,’ pur-
sued John, in answer to my thought;
‘you *ay it’s down in the family bible,
and I suppose it must be so; but 1 don’t
care if you’re fortv. You look like a
girl of sixteen, and you are the only
woman 1 shall ever lore.’

Oh, John, John ! at least five millions
of men have said the same thing before
in everv known language. Nevertbe*-
less, when you fairly break down and
cry, I relent—for 1 am disgracefully

j soft-hearted —and weakly promise then
and there that I will either keep my
own name or take your*. For love is
a verv dog in the manger, and John
lookad radiant at this concession. It
was a com fort to know that ifho could
not gather the flowers himaelf no one
else would.

A tort of family shipwreck had waited
John to mv threshold. Our own house-
hold was sadly broken up and I found
myself comparatively young in years
with a half invalid father, a large house
and verv little money. Whet more na-
tural than to take boarders ? And
among the first were Mr. Cranford aud
his son, and sister, who had just been
wrecked themselves by the death of the
wife and mother in a foreign laud—one
of those sudden, unexpected deaths
that leave the survivors in a dazed con-
dition. because it is to difficult to ima-
gine the gay worlding who has been
calld hauce iu another state of Wing.—
Mr. Cranford was one of my admira-
tions from the first. Tall, pale, with

‘ dark hair aud eyes, he reminded me of !
Dauta, only that he was handsomer; and
be had such a general air of knowing, |
that 1 was quite afraid of him. He
was evidently wrapped up in John, and 1
patient with his sister —which was ask- .
iug quite enough of Christian charity,;
for Mrs. Shellgrove was an umnitiga-

. ted nuisance. Such a talker ! babbling
of her own and her brother’s Affairs \¦ with equal indiscretion, and treating tthe father as though he were an inca-!
pable infant.

They staid with us three years, and
during that time 1 waa fairly persecu- j
ted about John. Mrs. Shellgrove wrote
me a letter on the subject, in which 1
she informed me that the whole family Iwere ready to receive me with open
arms- a prospect that I did not find at I
all alluring. They stem to have set
their heart* upon me as a person pecu-
liarly fitted to train John in the way
be should go. Everything 1 was told
depended upon hia getting the right
kind ofa wife. Aspecial interview with

| Mr. Cranford, at his particular request,
touched me considerably.

I T hope,* said he, ‘that you will not
refuse my boy. Miss Edna. He had
•ei his heart so fully upon yon, and
yon are everything that I could desire
lin a daughter. 1 want some one to
pet. I feel sadly lonely at time*, and I
am sum that yon would just fill the
vacant niche.’

1 drew my hand away from has ca-
% %

rasa, and almost fish Hke Mac John
Cranford. Life with himwould bo one

1 of ease asid luxury; but I deoiled tint*r I would rather Veep bourdon. Id
i long after this tlCranfords concluded

to go to housekeeping, and Mrs. Shell-
t grove was in her glory. She always
i came to hmcheoa in her bonnet, and

govo o* minute details about the
I house in the Mat twenty-four hours.

Tt is really magnificent,’ said she,
1 lengthening out cadi syllable. ‘Broth-
er baa such perfect taste; aad heisae-

> fatally furnishing the library, like
i Edna, after your suggestion. Ton see,

, we look upon yon quite an one of the
family.*

i That is very good of yon,* Ireplied
shortly; ‘bat I certainly have no expec-
tation of ever belonging to it’

Mrs. Sballgrove laughed as though
I had perpetrated an excellent joke.

‘Young ladies always deny those
things, of course; but John tells a dif-
ferent story.*

I rattled the cups and saucers angri-

X; and my thoughts floated off, not to
>hn, but to John’s father, sitting lone-

ly in the library furnished after my
suggestion. Wasn’t it, after all, my
duty to marry the family generally ?

The house waa finished and moved
into, and John spent his evenings with
me. 1 used to get dreadfully tired of
him. He was really too devoted to be
at all interesting, and I had reached
that state of feeling that, if summarily
ordered to take my choice between him
and the gallows, I would have prepared
myself forhanging withcheerful alacrity.

I locked the door npon John on the
evening in question, when Ihad finally
got rid of him, with these feelings in
full force; and 1 meditated while un-
dressing on some desperate move that
should bring matters to a crisis.

But the boy had become roused at
last. He too had reflected in the watch-
es of the night; and next day Ireceived
quite a dignified letter from him tel-
ling me that business called him from
the city for two or throe weeks, and
that possibly upon his return I might
appreciate his devotion better. I felt
inexpressibly relieved. It appeared to
me the moat sensible move that John
had made in the whole course of our
acquaintance, and I began to breathe
more freely. Time flew, however, and
the three weeks lengthened into six
without John’s return. He wrote to
me, but his letters became somewhat
constrained; and I scarcely knew what
to make of him. If be would only give
me up, I thought; but I felt sure that
be would hold me to that weak promise
of mine, that I should either become
Edna Cranford or remain Edna Carring-
ton. ‘Mr. Cranford was announced one
evening, and 1 entered the parlor fully
prepared for an overdose of John, but
found myself confronted by his father.
He looked very grave, and instantly I
imagined all sorts of things, and re-
proached mvaelf for my coldness.—
‘John is well,’ I gasped, finally.

*Qui(e well,’ waa the reply, in such
kind tones that 1 felt sure there was
something wrong.

What it was, I cared not, bnt poured
forth my feelings impetuously to my
astonished visitor.

‘He must not come here again,* I
exclaimed. ‘Ido not wish to see him.
Tell him so, Mr. Cranford. Tell him
that I had rather remain Edna Car-
rington, as he made me promise, than
to became Edna Cranford.’

‘And he made you promise this ? was
the reply. The selfish fellow. But,
Edna, what am Ito do without the
little girl Ihave been expecting ? lam
very lonely—so lonely that I do not
see bow I can give her up.’

I glanced at him, and the room
seemed swimming round—everything
was dreadfully unreal. I tired to sit
down,and waa carried tenderly to the sofa

‘Shall it be Edna Carrington or Edna
Cranford P’ he whispered. ‘You need
not break your promise to John.’

‘Edna Cranford,’ I replied, feeling
that 1 had left the world entirely, and
was in another sphere of existence. If
the thought crossed my mind that Mr.
Cranford bad rather cheerfully supplan-
ted his son, the proceeding was fully
justified during the visit which I soon

; received from that young gentleman.—
I tried to make it plain to him that I
did him no wrong, as I had never pro-
fessed to love him, although not at all
sure that I wouldn’t receive the shak-

, ing threatened on a previous occasion;
and I endeavored to be as tender as
possible, for I felt really sorry for him.
To my great surprise, John laughed.

‘And lam not a villain, after all.—
i What do you think of her, Edna; ’ He

1 produced an ivorytvpe in a rich velvet
I caae—a preltv, little blue-eyed simple-
, ton. She looked like sstat seventeen.
| ‘Rose,’ he continued. ‘Rose Darling;
the name suits her, doesn’t it ? She

1 was staying at her uncle's in Maryland
—that's where I have been visiting, you
know—and she’s such a dear little con-
fiding thing that a fellow couldn’t help
falling in love with her. And she thinks
no end of me, you see—says she’s quite
afraid of me, mid all that.’

John knew that I wasn’t a bit afraid
of him, bnt Ifelt an elderly, sisterly
sort of interest in his happiness, and
had never liked him ao well as at that
moment. And this was the dreadful
news that hia father had come to break
to me, when hia narrative was nipped
in the bud by my revelations, aad theJinterview ended in a far more satisfac-
tory manner than either of us had an-
ticipated. So 1 kept my promise to
John, after all, and as Miss Bose kept
bars, he is now a steady married man
aad a very agreeable son-in-law.

not there, and Ids not know of her go-
mg at present.* Adding men serious-
b> *1 have not the pleasure, Mn. Frank-
fin, 0# haring a wile,’withaslight stress
on pleasure.

A vivid color cases into the brown
cheek of the howeekeeper, and her man-
ner showed evident embarrassment.

*1 thought—l behove—l cannot’—
and than she slopped.

He did not notice it. Hie mind had
already turned to other things.

He rose.
Ws sH settled, I h shove, By tha

way,’ his eye falling upon the
*

rusty
black dress, ‘you may like an advance,
as aa evidence of the bargain. It is
quite customary, I believe, to do so.’

The housekeeper’s band dosed on the
fifty dollars that he gave her; and the
words she would have said were left un-
uttered. She moved to the door. He
opened it for her courteously.

‘Good morning, madam.’
•Good morning,’ she replied.
T cannot starve. I must go. I can

keep up my disguise,* she murmured.
Mr. Dayton, accompanied by a friend,

arrived at his country house the middle
of the ensuing week. Everything with-
ixi and about the house was in perfect
order. If the new housekeeper had
made a few mistakes at first, they were
soon rectified. Every room that she
had touched showed a magical change.

Her predecessor had been one of the
kind who believed in the sunlight never
entering a room for fear of fading the
carpets.

Mr. Dayton felt the change without
knowing the reason of it. He looked
around him with a satisfied air.

It was not possible to find fault with
the variety and qualityofthe food placed
before them, nor the manner of its be-
ing served; and the table appointments
were perfect; and Dayton congratulated
himself upon having secured such a jew-
el of a housekeeper.

The weeks passed, and a holiday came.
Mr. Dayton had gone to town the day
previous, to remain the rest of the week.
The housekeeper had given permission
to the servants to go also. She felt it
a welcome relief to have the house and
the day to herself. She locked the doors •
carefully after the last servant She
would make the most of her day. She
would have no dinner only a lunch.—
She had almost forgotten her teal char-
acter in that which she had assumed; 1
’but to-day she could be herself without!
fear of intrusion or discovery.

She laid aside her cap and* gray dres- j
see, washed the stain from her skin,
and arranged her luxuriant hair in be-
coming curia, and donned a pretty, fresh
muslin, which fitted well the slight,
graceful figure; this done she entered
the parlor and stood before the mirror,
as attractive a figure as one wouldoften
see.

•Truly I have forgotten my own
looks! lam Kate Franklin after all!’
she laughed.

Removed from the longrestraint, her
spirits rebounded. She felt gay, light-
hearted, and like committing any fool-
ishness.

‘Miss Franklin,’ she said, in the min- !
ring, affected tones of an exquisite, ‘it
would be inexpressible pleasure to hear
the music of that long silent voice.’

‘ltwould be a great pity to deprive
you of it then,’ she answered in her
natural voice, ‘and myself also,’ she ad-
ded; and going to the piano she opened
it and played a few pieces with exquis-
ite taste and skill, and then she sang
song after song, in a sweet, clear, cul- 1
rivaled voice. She chose at first the
brilliant and triumphant, then the sad
and complaintive succeeded. There
were tears in her eyes when she rose.—
But to-day her moods were capricious.

‘Mrs. Franklin, who is playing on the
piano ?’ she asked, in an excellent imi- *
tation of Mr. Dayton’s voice.

Tt is only I, sir, dusting the keys.—
They need dusting so often,’ she repli-
ed, m Mrs. Franklin’s mature tones; and
she dusted them vigorously with her
pocket handkerchief.

‘Ah, me!’ she said. ‘Now what oth-
er foolish thing shall I do to prove my-
self that 1 am not an elderly housekeep-
er, but a young girl, who, *bv virtue of
her age, should be gay, byright of birth,
wealthy, and of consideration, visited
and visiting, as Mr. Dayton’s lady vis-
its and is visited. He 'is noble, good
sad handsome,’ she said, with a sigh.
‘She will be happy. How gracefully
she danced here at the party the other
evening, when the old housekeeper was
permitted to look on. She looks good
and amiable too. Mr. Dayton danced
with her three rimes. I wonder if I
have forgotten how to dance ?* and hum-
ming aa air, she floated gracefully about
the room.

She stopped, breathless, her cheeks
brilliant from the exercise, her splendid
hair disarranged.

‘Ibelieve 1 feel like stiff old Mrs.
Franklin with whom dancing doesn’t
agree.’

‘One more song by that heavenly
voice. IliaFranklin, and I shall go
away dreaming that I have heard the
angels sing,’ in the ludicrously affected
voice she hid before imitated.

‘Ah,’ she laughed, yet half sadly,
*the compliments poor old housekeeper
Franklin receive*, I hope won’t spoil
her, and turn her silly old head.’

She sat down again at the piano, and
sang ‘Home, Sweet Home,’ then played
one of Beethoven’s grandest, most sol-
emn pieces.

She rose, closed the piano.
*The carnival is ended. Kate Frank-

lin disappears from the scene, and Ma-
dam Fnnklin enters.’

Neither Mr. Dayton nor the servants

i TBS OLD TASSM^^S'
| At the toot oftb* ktR, aaar Si^HHiSL¦ la a qatet Mj spsl, ,

i
1 Stand* a little boss*!*

. And ttravinfr through at A*<H||||&l
, The *nnbUM play oa

i The css? chair, all patched HM|||L
t I*placed bj the eld hssrffSHPF

With witching grace,Jadir|H^p^s,
The fffrgruni are etrewaj :s?

And picture* hang on the fftNKig.¦ And the old clock tich* to

Whil 3 “n*aTawiiianiaimm
The martin builds her neat;

And all dap long the —¦> Wren*
Is wbiapwing lore la the beaded tree*.

Orer the door, all covered o'er
With a sack of dark green hulas,

Lara a musket old, whore worth is toll
In the event* ofother days;

And the powder flask, and the boater's horn,
Hare hung bend* it for Baap a Bora.

For pears hare fled, with anieelres tread.
Like fair/ dreams swap,

And left in their flight, afl shera ofUs sight.
A father—old and gray; S

And the soft wind plays with his now white hair.And the old man sleeps in his snap chair.

Inside the door, 00 tbs sanded floor.
Light, airp footsteps glide,

And a maiden lair, with flaxen hair,
Kneels bp the eld man’s side

As old oak wrecked bp the sagip storm,White the irp cliogs to its tramblii*form.

DAYTON’S HOUSEKEEPER.

“Wanted.—A housekeeper. Ho one
but an elderly person, competent, and
of the highest respectability, seed ap-
ply. Call between the hours of three
and four, Tuesday, April six, at No.—
Michigan avenue.”

Kate Franklin read this in the paper
which lay on the counter in the little
grocery, while waiting to hare aa ounce
or two of tea done np, and a roll ofba-
ker’s bread.

She repeated the number of the house
over to herself, aa she received the
change from the grocer.

She prepared the tea after she re-
turned to the littlebare attic, and ate
her meal mechanically. She forgot how
unsatisfied her appetite stillwas, in her
busy thought.

A stranger in a strange place, suc-
cessively she had tried to find a situa-
tion as teacher, copyist, in Mtore, sew-
ing. She had failed on three,
and was starring "

She would apply for thaßnlaee, but
she would need references. one
person she knew, in the whole great
city, of sufficient influence—Mrs. Da-
venport, the rich, haughty step-sister
who had ill-treated her gentle mother
while she lived, and hated Kate herself.

Perhaps, Kate thought, she would
permit her to refer to her, because glad
to have her descend to w*wl employ-
ment.

Kate was competent for the situa-
tion, for during her mother’s long ill-
ness, and her father’s absence, she had
entire care of theq| large family and
splendid house.

But an ‘elderly woman.* Now K*!*
was not an elderly woman, being only
twenty; but she remembered, with a
sort of pleasure, that in private theat-
ricals in happier days, she had imitated
the voice, and assumed the character of
an old woman with great success. She
knew how to stain the skin to give an old
and wrinkled appearance, and she bad,
in the bottom of a box, some false gray
hair and a muslin cap worn on one of
these occasions. She did not need to
look so old, only to present a mature
and matronly appearance.

Mr. Edward Dayton waited at home
after his dinner to see the respondents
to his advertisement. He was a hand-
some man, net yet thirty, with a gay,
frank, good-natured countenance.

He leaned hack in a nonehalcat way,
with his feet on another chair.

‘There ought to be a Mrs. Dayton to
manage these housekeeper matters. —

Well, there’s time enough.”
Two applicants were seen and dis-

missed in Mr. Dayton’s gentlemanly
way.

A third was ushered in. Mr. Day-
ton instinctively laid aside his cigar,
and placed a chair for his visitor.

The lady-likeness and propriety of
her manner pleased him at once. ‘Fal-
len fortunes, he commented to himself.

She answered his questions readily,
but in a few words.

‘Asilent woman—a good thing,’ was
his inward remark.

‘1 think you willsuit me. Mn. —,

what may I understand your name F*
‘Franklin.’
‘Mrs. Franklin, too willbe required

to go out of town about seven miles, to
my country house. Oak Grove—in the
town of Embury, on the grand Central
railroad. The salary I propose to nay
iis six hundred dollars per annum. Do
my terms suit you F’

She answered, quietly, that they did.
‘Then it is all settled By tbs way,

I suppose you have references, though
that is a mere matter of form.*

The name of Davenport waa given.
‘Davenport? Robert Davenport? I

know them. Allright. Ifconvenient,
you will please go to-menrow, Mrs.
Franklin, or next day. I shall not

; come until the middle of next week,
i and probably bring a friend ortwo with
I me. Have tbs chambers in the center
and wings prepared, ifyou please. The
housekeeper there now win net leave
until Saturday. She will show von
round.*

‘ls Mrs.—, is your wife there, or to
go eoonF*

He laiurhed.
| ‘MnTsdward Dayton? No, she is

* Iparf s |em
. would have suspected, from the placid
• sad dignified deportment of the house-
• keeper wkeri they returned at evening,

1 of what strange freaks she had been
guilty.

The housekeeper, as usual, when Mr.
Daytou was alone, sat at the table.—
Ithad commenced to rain violently, and¦ the weather had grown suddenly cold.

Mr. Daytou, as he had done occasion-
I ally, invited her to the library, where a

cheerful firs burned in the gntte. He
read the letters, and the papers which

? Aehai brought with hpm bom town,
• while she knitted.

An hour or more passed in silence;
1 indeed the housekeeper seldom spoke

except when asked a question. At
! length Mr. Dayton looked upat her, and

1 said, abruptly:
•Yours must be a lonely Hfe, madam.

i If it not a painful subject, may I ask
how long since you lost your husband?’

Two hands suspended* their employ-
ment, two eyes looked up at him with

1 an alarmed expression. In the serious
sympathetic countenance there was

, nothing to frighten or embarrass, but
1 the red grew deeper in her brown cheek.

•It is a painful subject,* she said at
> last, falteringly. ‘lfyon willplease ex-
[ cuse me.’

1 One morning he was speaking of the
1 great loss to children in being deprived
of tbeir parents.

1 ‘Inever knew a mother,’ he said.—
• ‘She died before my earliest recollection.¦ I believe that, man as I am, if I had a

mother, I should go to her with all my
griefs, as a child would. I have some-
times thought of asking you to act as
mother in the quiet evenings, when I
have longed to confide in tome one.—
My mother would have been about your
age, I think.’

Again there was a vivid color in the
cheek of the housekeeper, such as is
rarely seen in the aged, but it was un-
accompanied by a quiver of the mouth,
and ended in a cough, but both month
and cheek were quickly covered with a
handkerchief, and quite a violent fit of
coughing succeeded.

Mr. Dayton, however, did not seem
to notice, though he had given her one

| curious glance, instantly withdrawn,
and continued:

‘For instance, respecting matrimony,
whose advice is of so much value a a
mother’s P Who so quick to see through

. character, and make a good selection ?
Had yon a son, whom about here would
you select for a daughter-in-law, Mrs.

jFranklin ?’

T am not acqnaintsd with any of the
young ladies, Mr. Dayton,’ she answer-
ed faintly, after a pause, during which
he seemed to await an answer.

‘True but you have seen them all, ami
are, I should judge, a good diacenierof
character, from observation. Whom

i would you select from those you have
seeu ?’ be persisted,

i She reddened and paled,
j T have beard the Misses Orandison
highly spoken of. Their apfiearauce
would seem to prove the truth. I doubt
not you agree with me,’ she returned,

j quietly.
It was now his turn to color, which

he did, slightly.
‘Ido agree with you,’ he answered

emphatically.
It was late in September. Mr. Day-

ton and the housekeeper were both in
the parlor. He had been unusually
grave all day. It seemed to the house-
keeper that his manner was changed to-
wards her.

1 ‘Ihave a few questions to ask, ifyou
willpermit me, Mrs. Franklin.’

She felt instinctive alarm at his tone.
‘Certainly,’ with an effort.
There was an omnious pause.
T have been toldfT he said, ‘that Miss

Kate Franklin, a young girl, by dis-
-1 guising herself, palmed herself off'upon

me for several mouths aa an elderly
ladv. Is there any truth in the story?’
looking searchingly at her.

She started to her feet, then trem-
blingly back into a chair.

‘Yes, it is true,’ she murmured, fal-
teringly.

‘Iconfess Ifail to see for what object.
My heart you could scarcely expect to
gain in that character.’

‘Your heart !’ she repeated, scornful-
ly. T had no such laudable ambition;
1 had never seen or heard of you rill I
saw your advertisement. Would you
like to know for what purpose I took
upon me a disguise so repugnant ? You
shall. To save myself from starvation.
1 had eaten but one meal a day for a

week when I applied to you, and was
suffering with hunger then. My monev
was all gone, except a fewpennies, with
which to buy a roll of bread for the
next day’s meal, and I had no prospects
of more, for I bad been refused further
sewing. But why should you find fanlt?’
her pride rising. ‘What matter if I
were Miss or Mrs. Franklin, old or
young, if I fulfilled the duties I under-
took ? Have I not taken good care of
your house ? Have I not made too

comfortable ? If I have not, deduct
from this quarter’s salary, which von
paid this morning, whatever yon like.*

T have no fault to find, except for
placing yourself and me in an awkward
position, were this to become known.’

Waves of color mounted to the poor
housekeeper’s temples.

T thought—l meant, I meant, that
no one should know, least of all you
besides I—lthought when I engaged
to come, that you were married. Ob,
what shall Ido ?* And she burst into a
passion of tears.

Mr. Dayton’s manner changed.
‘Kate! Kate ! I did not mean to dis-

tress too. Nobody knows but sse —

nobody shall know.’ And he soothed

NO. 92

her tenderly. ‘Kate, look up. I lore
you with my whole heart. I waul you
to he my little housekeeper—my wife
always. Kate, what do you say f* la*

J king her in his arms and laying his
cheek against here. ‘Myown Kate, la
it not?*

1' She murmured something hstdeea
her sobs, that ehe must go away thit
minute.

J ‘Nonsense, darling! Haven’t you bseu
i; here for months ?’ What difference con
i a day longer make F Ton are safe with

; inexpressible pleasure of a song from
> that long silent voice ? Oh. Katie, you
i bewitched me that dav ! I am afraid

1 you willbewitch me always. But, Ka*
| tie, let’s off these trappings.* untying
' her cap. and removing the gray hair,

; ¦ and with this action down fell the
wealth of brown tresses.

| *O, Mr. Dayton, you were not, surely
you were not at home that day ?’ look-
ing up, covered with confusion.

i ‘Tee, Mr. Dayton was —iu the libra-
ry,* with an accent on his name which
Kate understood.

‘Oh, Edward! and you teased me
with all those foolish questions when
you knew.’

‘Tee, my Kate, why not F’
‘But you looked so innocent.*
He laughed.
‘Ishall soon, I hope, have somebody,

if not a mother, to confide in; and Kate,
it is my duty and pleasure to give you

| a husband, so that in the future, you
' can answer without so much pain, when
he is inquired after.*

‘Youare too generous.’
“Ican afford to be generous.' hs said

earnestly,‘when I hare had the pre-
cious gift of your lore. Kate, blest for- *

' ever be the day that I first engaged my
housekeeper.*

*

¦ mm*

FACT IS STRANGER THAN FIC-
TION.

While Hood was composing the “Song
of tho Shirt,*’ and painting with the
tints of despair the poor seamstress sla-
ving in her garret, a mechanic almost
equally poverty-stricken was working
out in an American garret the means
of her emancipation. “Inpoverty, hun-

Sr and dirt,” Elias Howe, a native of
aasachnsetts, surrounded by a young

family, for whom he was obliged to la-
bor during the day, devoted his after-
boors to the construction of a Sewing
Machine. This was about the year
1841, and his career since that period
up to the present time afford* an epi-
sode iu the annals of intelligent labor
pregnant will incidents, and checkered
with the lights and shades, which af-

: ford another illustration of the old say-
ing that “fact is stranger than fiction.”
Judicial investigations have demonstra-
ted, in the clearest manner, that to
Howe, and to him alone belonged the
credit of inventing the first Sowing Ma-
chine. His latest achievement “The
New Improved Machine,” has created
a demand almost beyond the power of
the Manufactory to supply. J. P.
Greenwell, Agent, Leonardtown.

*STA youuglady of Bellarat. England,
about contemplating, matrimony, whs

asked by her friends what kind of wed-
kind presents she would like, and re-
plied that she would prefer useful to
ornamental ones. Her wedding jour-
ney consisted in going from the house
of her parents to a cottage in the vi-
cinity, and upon arriving there she
found a barrel of flour, a jar of butter,
a complete set of cooking utensils, a

Eieee of merino, a set of crockery ware,
nivee, forks, spoons and glassware,

enough household groceries to last six
months, and a year’s rant for the cot-
tage, with two .£lO notes pinned to a
paper, on which was written, ’to pur-
chase something useful.’ Was not this
the right kind of utilitarianism for a
young couple of limited means, abcvft
starting out upon their matrimonial
career, and was it not more beautiful
than duplicate plated fish-knives, and
other trash usually given upon like oc-
casions.

- .?

Once a careless man went to the
cellar and stuck a candle in what he
thought was a keg of black sand. Hs
sat near it drinking wine until the can-
dle burned low. Nearer and nearer it
got to the black sand; nearer, nearer,
until the blaze reached the black sand,
and as it was sand nothing happened.

¦ ¦ ms#ste

A Thomas street school boy had just
got bis face fixed to sing “Let us love
one another,” when a snow-ball hit
him in the mouth and so confused him
that he yelled ? “Btll Sykes, jmt d>
that again and I*ll chaw your ear

off.
¦¦ ¦¦ ¦ ¦¦

A school in Vermont is presided over
by a cross-eyed teacher. A few days
ago he called out: “Thai hoy that I
am lookingat willstep out ou the floor."
Immediately twenty-seven lads walked
ont in front of the astonished j>eJa-
gogue.

And now they say William Pena
would sit dowa under a tree with Ir-
dions about him, and. telling them of
the better world beyond the sea, deal
Lim-eif four a<x*s and win the game.

| A noose paper—a death warrant.

| False pride he lore fa!*; b ur.


