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CURFEW MUST NOT RING TU-NIGHT.

Fogland'e sun was setting o'er the hills so Tar

’m:d't..\k land with iisty beauty atthe close of

‘ndwl.l:e last rays kiss'd the forebead of & man and
mwalden

He :uhlm-hn tlow and weary, she with sunny

t 1
He w:,l.h i':m Lead, sad and thoughtful, she with
M‘;’g‘h.:et.owlmd .‘b‘olrhk' the murmuy, “Curfew
oe N

T ust Dot rivg gﬂ!ahk"

*'Bexton,” Bmiled‘n white Iips Taltered, pointing Yo
the old,

With its walis so tall and gloomy, walls so dark
and damp and cold,

C'rve;‘ lg:lrbh that prison, doomed this very
night A

A til;‘o {ln'pu of the Curfew, and no earthly help

nigh.
m'rll‘l"'ﬂl nolc eu-me' til) sunset” and bet face
TRngely wi ..
.umpoh in {mv whispers— ‘Curfew must
not ring to-night’

*‘Besaie,” calmly spoke the sexton—every word
pierced her young heart i
ke a thonsand glemming arfows—like » deadly

puisoned dart;
*“Long. long years I've rung the Curfew from that
: ’lhldowd o %

towern;
+ JBvery evening, just at sunset it has told the twi-

t hour;
4 have done wy duty ever, tried to do it just acd

How I'm oid, | will ot miss it; girl, the Curfew
TiLge to-might! ™

Wild her eyes and pale her features, stern and
white her thoughtful brow,
And within Ler beart o decp ceuter Bessie made a

solemn vo
Bhe had Mnn;nvhﬂe e judges read, without »
AL t'l:'r?r g of the Curfew—Baail nderwood

t dle.
Aund h::ubmu- came fast and faster, and her eyes
grew large amd bright—
One Jow murmur, searoely spoken—"Curfew mul
Bot ring to-uight !
8be with light step bounded forward, sprang with-

in the old ehiurch door,
Left the old man coming slowly paths Le'd trod so

re;
Mot one woment parsed the malden, but with
cheek aud brow aglow,
up ‘hﬁv‘ ¥y tower, where the bell

to J
'l\::-hne‘cnnhd the slimy ladder, dark. without
one ray 5
still, her El. lips saying, “Curfow shall
not ring to-night."
Bhe has reached the topmost 1adder, o’er ber bangs

the great dark bell,
And u:e awful .m beueath ber, Like the path.

way down to

the us tongue s swinging, 'tis the
‘hour of curfew now

And the sight hath chi.led her bosom, stopped bher
breath rl«! ber brow.

Khall she let § nnil No,never! her eyes flash
with sudden

As she aprings ur'upo it firmly—"Curfew shall

not ring to-might!”
“Out abe mhl::..hront‘m city seemed a tiny
“There, ‘twixt heaven and earth suspended, as the
bell swung to and fro;

And the hd“f:fu! sexton ringing (years be bad not
And het bt the twill Curfew rang young
Mmm kull:'h‘ <
'w::?d.-ddnd .hhm frmly, cheek and brow so

and white
tilled her frightened heart's wild beating—~''Cur-
e few ahl.fna( 1ing to-night.”
It was o'er—the bell censed swaying, and the
den more

MRl stepped once
, Firmly on the damp old ladder, where for bundred

Humau soot bad not been plauted; and what ahe
this night had done
loug ages after—as the rays of set-

Bighd the aky with mellowibeasty, aged sires with
w!
Tell the children why the Curfew did not ring that
one sad night.

©'et the distant hug'-m came Cromwell; Bessie saw
y w,
. Lately white with aickening horror, glows with
at mu'm?» ul:’hﬂ story, showed Det bands
g .
all bruised and torn,
Anvd ber lte:.!‘;mm‘ fuce 8o haggard, with a look
80 sad worn,
his with sudden pitp—~lit his eyes
with misty lght;

*‘Go, your lover lives" cries Cromwell; “Curfew
" ’.'h-u not ring to-night.” s

[For the New Orleans Republican.)
A MOTHER'S BEARCH,

& Reminiscence of the War, .
BY X A D,

*A lady wishes to speak with you, sir,”
announced the orderly.

“Who isshe! Why did you not sscertain
her name! .

“} do not know. She eaid that it was
Sardly worth while for her to send in her
fisme, 38 you would be none the wiser b,
At ‘

‘What sort of & person is she—young and
pretty, or old and ugly?” .

“‘Old as the mother of 8t. Patrick, an
& ugly as the Witch of Endor.”

“‘Keep her out, then, by all wweans. Tell
Der that I'm busy—to call next week, or to
go to the devil—anything. To be impw
dent is a fault only pardonable in youth
and beauty; but to be old, ugly and impa-
dent is to be outside the pale of mercy.”

“That all may be so, Colonel, but pever.
Theless 1 must speak with you.”

These were her words as she pushed past
the orderly, and came into the room with a
movement at once rapid and catlike, but
still not devoid of  certain grace and dig-
mnity. And the orderly was right in saying
that she was ugly—that is if a yellow
wrinkled skin, a large toothless mouth, a
dong, thin, sharp nose, and a chin clothed
¥y a scant crep of beard, {fosted by the
winters of sixty odd years—all united,
would be supposed to constitute ugliness.
This was the sort of woman who thus forced
herself into the presence of your humble
servant, chief of staff of aGeneral command-
1ng a department in the Confederate States.
8he did not appear to be the least abashed
either by the stern and withering glance
ihat I bestowed upon her, but looking me
full in the face with those large blue, and
singularly clear eyes, for one of her age,
®aid in & low and sweet voice—yes she
had a sweet and motherly toned voice:

“F wished much to see you, and had so
little time to lose.”

Now I had determined to have her put
dut for her insolence. It was mnot
%0 be permitted, such a forcible
invasion of the sacred inner cham
ber of headquarters. It mattered net
what her business was, or who she was, she
ehould be made to pay due respect to the
commavding General and his staff; but
‘when she locked into mine through those
groat soft eyes, and that kind and mourn-
ful voice fell upon my ear, I thought that
after all I would not be hard upon her, and
at least hear what she had to say. And
then, upon consideration, she was not so
wgly, after all, in spite of her age, her
wrinkles, het poverty in teeth and wealth
inbeard. Asshe stood there she seemed
stately and noble, so I rose involuntarily

and offered bher a chair. Yes, I, Colonel

Blunderbuss, the sourest martinet in the
@ervice, } cffered this intruder a chair,
begged her to be scated, and requested
that she would make kpown her business.
“Previous,” said she, “to my doing that
it is right for me to inform you who I am.”
And to my nodded sssent she continued:
“ My name is Wheelock — Mra. Abigail
Wheelock, of Bath, New Hampshire. 1 am
not one of those women who meddle with
politics, or who are attached to any depart-
moent of the army which is fighting your
people to save the Union. I am a plain
country woman—a farmer’s wife—and be-
{fore this awful war began never was beyond
the liwits of my native State. But our only
child went off to the war, sad last year he
disappeared after the fight at Antietam.
They said he was killed, and at firss I be-
Tieved it; but soon I could pot beheve

it
avy looger; Symeshing told mie that he

was alive, and a prisoner somewhere in
the South, and every day this feel-
ing grew stronger. My old man =maid
that I was going crazy, and for a long tinie
would not listen to my plan of comiog
down South to bunt Stephen up. ButI
prevailed upon him at last to start with me.
He was not calculated to go through with
what we had to go through with. His
nature was a little hard, too, against your
people, seeing the oceans of blood they had
shed in trying to break up the Union, and
be could not every day help from showing
it, which gave us trouble after getting in-
side your lines. And besides, he was a
very old man and not able to stand the
fatigue and bardship which we had to
endure. So be died month before last, and
1 am continuing the search all alone.

The only eigns that this strange little
woman gave of any feeling when mention-
ing her husband’s death were somewhat
peculiar. The brightnees of her eyes was
increased to a remarkable extent, so that
they shone like two diswonds, snd that
bearded chin of hers twitched and fiinched,
but ber voice was still soft and even, and
she never Jost the slightest bit of hey ealm-
nees.

“] bave been all through Virginia and
North Carolina, and have in one way or
another visited every prisoner confined
there, but 60 far have not found my sen.
But at Salisbury I saw a soldier who eaid
that he kuew Stephen bad been killed at
Antietam—bad helped to bury bim.”

“Why, madam,” ioterrupted I, “that
should have convinced you of the hopeless-
ness of your search.”

*No,” sadly replied she. *It did not. I
can not be convinced of that, for I have
prayed to God to take from we thus belief,
if it be not well founded, and each day it
grows stronger within me. My boy lives,
sir, as sure as I am here before you, and 1
comwe to ask that you will grant me a per-
mit to vigit the different prisons in your
Juriediction where your prisoners of war are
confined.”

This permit counld not be granted. Gen-
eral ‘was particularly savage on this
subject, ae there bad been several escapes
during the past few months. And how did
I'kn ow that this old woman was not aspy
and an aider and abettor in effecting such
escapes! 1 told her eo; but still she per-
gisted in urging the request, until 1 prom-
ised to bring the matter before the Genetal
in pereon. Of eourse he refused, and even
spoke of ordering her arrest. She only
sighed wearily when she received this reply,
and left my office.

But sbe did pot leave that part of the
country for seversl weeke. And when she
did go I felt sure that she had not dome so
before ehe had found the means of visiting
each prison in the department.

Moaths afterwards I saw her magin in
Georgia, and she greeted me with the same
mournful, wearied smile. She was still on
her pilgrimage, she told me, baving never
yeot obtained information of her gon. She
was thep about to start for the Trans Mis-
sissippi country,as she had been told that
we had @ large bumber of prisoners at
Tyler, in Texas, When told that her son
could pot be among them, as they had all
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< THE MASQUERADE.
1 went to the uerade.
G‘ll‘]t':nnrd my bri, hmeu and ;danvd my bair,
o by \‘&23—5 '"'rui‘l: there
v 3
"l::::.‘;.n’::: {:da us!” I laughed st the
thought.
“Laces und silks keep hie eyes from my fsce
Cavaliei’s plome or the cloak of s king 0
Turn to & stranges’s his maubood aud grace ¥
Gay flashed the lights and around wkirled the
. crowd,

o 1%

my 1%
Laughter snd musie sow low acd now lond,
Beg‘uly to charm, hidden gisnces to turiil,
'Mid the soft wusic he came to wy side.
“‘La Fille du Regiment,’ you do I know "
This glove tells the secret you thosghs it would

ide.
Be Tm:e in this dance, sow, wy friend,” soft and
oWwe

Swifter tLe wilg etrains swept out ot the aie,
Soiter 1he weird rhymih enrt thro' my braln,
Linking his light werda to welodies rare,
Fl mi wy heart with jove's jubliant strain,
What did I see that my fac e.fre' 80 stTAUge
When the gay maskers laid by their disguised
Otters came bisck to themselves in the change:
Two masks bad hidden wy fricud frow my eyes.

Both fell af once. One was ailken and white;
hl::.'u t!}n‘e &vaturzs conu-:l!ﬁd x'n‘n;:!ov,

ide in the lips, the eves of light,

Sweetness aud ptrength; yes, ilis face &id 1

kuow.
*‘The other’ 1 fancied that constancy, truth,
Purity, hovor sbode in Lis heart.
Enougli—"twas & maek; it fell, and, forsooth,
1, wowan-iike, showed my surprise in tLat start.

Think net I turned myself sadly away,
Deem me not Leartless in that 1s1.] smiled
Why should I weep that my idol was clayl
hy ahonld I mourn over fate like a cLild?
Yes, er, lows thrn-'er&w ueath the emile,

Hearts won't forget all their tricks in a day,
And wine will elude my gk»}}doncc» inn vlnlc.'
Jooking Luck still, when W8S 0D WY WAY.
SR .‘—‘ne Ga.exy for March.
-_——
JFor the New Orleans Republican.}

MADELINE,

Hector, ty dog, raise your woolly head;
we're alone to-night.

By Jove! old friend, you're true at least.

Heavens! how the wind does blow, and
the rain patters down like Philion's feet
on the homeé-stretch.

None of the boys will drop in to-night,
and, by Jove! it's too bad for the theatre
or club; a fellow might cateh his deatli cold
out in this elush to-night, and if I was to
die—~why, my dog and my cat would moursn.

And Madeline—somehow this devilish
head of mine keepe turning to her to-night.
Madeling, sleeping “under the daisies”
theee many years.

How the rain does pour!

Great God! Madelive; do yog slumbes
sweet to-night at Elmwood?

How the birds used to eing, and the
flowers ‘wave at the old place there.

I remember how the sun shone on yeur
yellow curls thet firstday at Elmwood—the
first day, Madeline, not the last. Would to
God that it had been! We were visiting
the lake near by, a number of us “sports,”
you know, and one day—that day, Made-
line—] stumbled into the grounds st Elm-
wood.

What a timid little sprite $ou were,
standing under a tree, your hat tlown off,
the sunbeams falling in flecks on your
yellow curls, and the flowers all spilled
from your apron to the ground. Ah, Made.
line! J regathered the fallen towers, J re-
assured the trembling little creature at my
side with artless cupning. Devil take us
men, with all our honeyed wiles. And then,
Madeline, after that, you krow, every day
found us there.

At first I held your hand, then my arm
erept down to your waist: then your yellow
curls hung down on my shoulder, and then,

been captured west of the Mississippi river
since { ke battle of Antictam, she would re

y :
pl" Who knews? 1 will only believe he is

dead when I have been everywhere, and
seen all the prisoners you bave,”

And she traveled on.

History was made fast those days.
Events «nough were crowded into weeks to
bave sufficed for decades of years, And
immersed in the busy whirlpool of such &
time, & wap soon forgot incidents, which at
others would have beenthe subject of much
though?,

Theretore, in spite of the fact that ! had
been much imterested, st the time, in this
old lady, and bad been much moved by her
silent, tearless grief, § hLad forgotten all
about her in five months more, when I wae
ordered down to Texas, %o repert to the
commanding General there, for special
duty.

It was within » few miles of Dallas that1
eaoght up with » carsiage eontaining a
sick female, attended by an old megro,
dragging their weary way on amid the heat
and dust. ¥ rode up beeide the carriage,
and on locking is saw that it was Mrs.
Wheelock, whom I immediately recognized
and saluted.

“I do not know how it is, Colonel,” said
she, “but 1 am pretty near worn out all of a
sudden. Perhaps ita the heat or the food,
but I seem to have lost my hope as well as
my strength. ¥ begin to believe now that
Stephen must be dead, which I never did
before. Ya it mot strange! It ecame upon
we all of & sudden laet Wednesday (it was
then Saturday) snd § have had mo heart
since. Yes, my son must be dead, and I
will never see him again. 8o I am going to
start back home to Bath as soon as I get
strong enough. Do you think there would
be any use in my going to the battlefield of
Antietam and trying to discoaer the place
where he was buried?”

1 told ber it was possible that she might
be able to trace the spot where her son had
been buried, but only by way of consols
tion, for I saw that she would never live to
reach the borders even of Texas, ad death
had set his mark upon that singular face.

Her monomanis had left her upon the
near approach of death. The hallucination
which had kept ber constantly wandering
from place to place for these long, long two
years no longer existed, and she would die,
that was certain.

A mile or two further o we eameto a
farm house, and I prevailed upon Mrs.
Wheelock to stop there until she grew
strong emough to travel farther.

The people of this house informed me that
they bad only a few days before buried a
stranger who had boarded with them for
some time. He represented himself to be
a8 disc harged soldier, having been disabled
by & wound through his lungs, which had
finally caused his death, But upon exam.
ining his papers after his death, they had
found out that he was & prisoner, escaped
from one of out prisons.

“Did you learn his name 1" I acked, with
o singular feeling of excitement.

*‘The letters which be left with the re-
quest that we would forward to their ad-
drees were signed ‘Stephen Wheelock.” *

Yes, the devoted mother had at last
reached the end of ber journey. We buried
ber in the same grave with her som the
next day.

He bad died on Wednesday—the day
that she tad given up ber search. The pa-
pers left by him gave full details of his
capture at Antietam, his imprisonment at
the Libby, subsequent escape and wander-
ings and sdventures till death closed his
career amid the wilds of far-off Texas.

—l——————

A singularly terse sanitary maxim was,
we believe, given by Boerhave to a friend
as & legacy: “Keep your feet dry and
warm; your hoad cool, and fear God.”

how—1'1] swear ! don't know how,
Madeline~1 held you all in wy srws. .

And then, what & rain of kisses, turning
earth to heaven, How wildly through our
veins flowed the “new strong wine of love,”

I've kissed many women, baven't I, Hee.
tor, old dog? but my God, Midelive, no
lipe e’er brought the bliss of thine,

Well, the autump brought our parting.
Time brings @ surcease to all pleasure, so §
reasoned, Madeline. And you—well thepe
was & frightened Jook im yout eves, apd a
kind of despair in your voice when I told
you good-by, 1 didn't think of it then, but
{ did afterward, wheh some one wrote me
from Elmwood that Madeline, the light of
her home, the darling of her father, was
fading, dying elowly, it was said, of some
nameless discase,

OL ! bitdie, little golden head, “under the
e0d and the dew,” slept soon the tender blge
eyes of Madeline,

The sun shone om, the birds sang, the
flowers blossomed—but the o!d home was
desolate~the father's heart was broken—
the light and joy of Elmwood had gone for-
ever! And l—well, we men of the world
have our secrets—under the satin sheen of
our broadcloths, and the garish glimmer of
our diamond studs, and this cne the boys
found out never.

But, Madeline, love, “my wee little blos-
som of the tender blue eye,”if I had you
fo-night, not eo deeclate my heart and
home—got this Dbitter wail to-night in
memory's chamber. But you are with the
angels now--gone.

** Out to the banks of the beautifal shore,
Where the augels and seraphim be;
On-lodme"l.l‘reﬂ.n of the sweet evermore,
y dar journeyed from
Has journeyed away to the goiden day,
Where the sunstine falls softly forever,
%o the throne all white thatout-dazzies thelight,
In the kingdom of bliss o'er the river.”

What, Hector, old boy, disturbed in your
dreams! Mine are waking, bat bring their
bitter too.

What miserable Havanas that boy gave
me. By Jove! Ican'tstand tlis. Il try
the wind and rain. May be some poordevil
is down on the pave, and I'll give him a
lift, and somehow, great God, if I can,

stone,
——————— —
i, Louis te New Orleans,
(Prom the Nashiville (Tennesscr) Bannee,)

On the twenty-fifth of December, the Mis-
,-)empfi Central railroad having been cow-
pleted to Cairo, opened up to the commer-
cial world a great through route, all under
one managewent, from that town to New
Orleans. Heretofore, freights from Cairo
bad to be transperted down the river by
steamer to Hickman, Kentucky, in order to
their shipment by rail by this line to New
Orleans. The opening of this route trom
Cairo to New Or| e“:lf;"e an all rail route
connection between all points North, North-
west and Bouth. It opens np, also, a new
connection via Frost station, the junction
of the Mississippi Central and the Nashville
and Northwestern road. The distance be.
tween Nashville and New Orleans via
Frost station, by this new route, is U8
miles, and via the Nashville and North-
wg-’slem road, via MeKenzig and Milan, 603
miles.

The distance hetween Nashville and De-
catur and North and South roads, or via
Montgomery and Mobile, as it is sometimes
known among railroad mep, is 630 miles.
It will thus be #een by comparison of these
differences, that the route via McKenzie
and Milan, over the Northwestern and Mis-
sissippi Central roads, is thirty-six miles
shorter than the route via Frost Station,
and twenty-eight miles shorter than via
Montgomery and Mobile. F t8 and
passengers will be transported to Nashville
over the new road, and via the Northwest-
ern, from both Frost Station and McKenzie
and Milan. y there have been
shipped from New Orleans to Nashville, via
&eu point.:, ‘.’O(}I‘ car louhd of groceriu.unhi

is route freights an gers wi
sent to New Oglunl. mm versa, over
;vo reat trunk lines, Ihenu'h he"d?}'

ore they were transported over three dif-
ferent roads.
—_————

Judge Jeffreys, pointing with his cane at
& prisoner before him, observed, “There is
& great rogue at the end of thisstick.” The

man roplied, At which end, wy lordi”

I WILL NOT LET THEE G0. an envious heart wes >... under the
; =y swiling faces which greeted ber.

Z:d'-:‘..xfnog:'nl:::tgzn. Slove 13 thig? “There is Mrs. Eattlane, Mr. Thorn-

CQ:T:‘L be ™ bury,” said Cornelia Granger, a tall, pale,

1 will ot let thee go. upert bad been

1 will not let thee zo.
If tLy words' breath couid seare thy deeds
As the soft South cap blow
Ard toss the feathered sceds, .
Thes might ] let thee go.

. . . . . . - t;

1 will not let thee go.
The stars that crowd the sumtmer skies
Eatk watched cs 50 below
With all their wiillos eyes,
1 dare pot let thee go.

I will pot let thee go.
1 hodd thee by too many bands:
Thou sayest tutewell anclo!
1 Lave thee Ly the Lacds,
Aud will Lot let thee go.

AFTER VEARS OF WAITING.
*1 shall see you, to-night, Mrs. Kath.

lane?*

*At the Grangers? Yes, I shall b
there. I hope it won't be a crush.”
*Why? I rather like & crush.”

“Ob. A crush uankes we fee] vicions."” %

Rupert Thorubury smiled s he looked
down st the speaker. Sowething had
evidently put her. cut. **Are you oiten
viciously ui:})oscd. Mrs. Katblane? Jtis
news %0 me,"

I wish you wounld not call me that,
Rupert. Mrs, Kathlane! You do it on
purpose, and I don't like it.”

The last words were spoken like g petne
lent child; and there was o cloud on the
face which looked np for » moment from
the soft, vividly colored wools which the
white and slender fingers were knitting
into some incomprehensible ‘“fancy-
work.” A very Leautiful face it was, and
a very beautiful woman was little Mrs.
Kall’a-{nne; and no one in the wide world
was more thoronghly couvinced of that
fact than Rupert Thornbury. t

She was slight and small in gure—~girl-
ish looking still, despite her four and
twemty years. No other woman would
bave dared, with her complexien, to wear |
the colors which ske did, often in defiance | &
of ordipary rules. Ske wore, this morn-
ing, & deep, royal purple dress, with pur-
ple bands in her dark Eau wod Iookec{ as
no other woman could Lave looked—
charming.
forehead in lustrous waves, and was mar-
velous in its perfect fort and brilliant col-
oring; and ber great dark eyes, with their
long lashes, were enough of thewselves to
turn en ordinary mau's bead.

*J don't like it,” she raid again, glance
ing at her eompanion, who was abstract-
edly tangling the bright wools, apparently
lost in thought, *‘end ¥ shall be seriously | *
angry with you if you persist in being so
formal. Fog it is forwal, after you Luve !
known me since I wase little child, to

ak a8 h we were strangers. "

“I'll not cail you so aguin, Millicent.
Only—" Mr. Thornbury yaused.

+Only what " returued the imperious
)iltntle lady, giving bim another searching

nce.

i

*Things heve changed a great deal since
You were a child, Millicant. You ure o

and I—but it is no good talkingof these
things, Tmustbe going. Will you prom-
ise e the first waltz to-night 2

*‘Certainly. T hope you sppreciate my
kindoess, 1 waltz very mrely, you know.”

*I do appreciute it; and pow I must go
down to thut stupid old office, s you cull
it, and make up for lost time.” Good
worpivg, Millicent—don't forget your
promise,” nud then he was gone, Gone,
und unconscious, as he walked swiftly
down the street, that when she turned
back to her work a soft sigh duttered from
her beautiful Jips, and a shadow clouded
her face,

He had known Ler, as che said, sinee
she was a little child; and Le, a strong,
rude lad, had loved the Sower-faced little
Millicent dearly; aud when ut the age of
eighteen he had been sent away from his
Lome to qualify hiwself to play a part in
the work of lite, it was with & secret de.
termination to return ufter years had
pessed and claim her.  Although she was
achild not a dozen years old, she had
taken the warmest place in Lis warw beart
for her own.

Years passed by, and Rupert Thorn.
bary worked Lard and well, but the for.
tune he 50 ardently wished for never came,
He was ar bonorable man, and crushing
Lis own heart back, he took his father's
Lurdens on his strong young chonlders,
and bore them bravely. ©Only once Le
faitered, and that was when, aiter scarcely
six years had passed since he first went
out izto the world, news cume to Lim that
Millicent, his *little Milly," was married.
It ws her father's wish, the gossips said.
Mr. Kathlane, the suitor, was immensely
wealthy, and baving been fascinated by
Millicent'’s beanty, he parents had nsed
all their influence with her: and the end
was, she married, Millicent, now Mrs,
Kathlane, went away to ker tusband's
Lome, and Rupert Thornbury wearily
went on with Lis dall, distastefal lubor,
with not evem the cld boyish dresm to |t
lighten his task, t

Six years twore pnssed slowly by, mak-
ing many changes in the aifairs of both.
Mr. Katilave died suddenly after two or
three years of married life, and Milljcent
went abroad with some frieuds,

She bad been buck nearly a ¥ear now,
and bad settled down to a town life. Dur-
ing this period the old childish friendship

for Rupert Thornbury had been warmly [ cloak around her tenderly.
slight him. But we will stay out here nn-

renewed, and Rupert had discovered thaf.
charming as she was in Ler childbood and | t
girlLood, now that she was a woman she
wus infinitely more so, .

During this year life Lnd grewn n great
deal brighter to Mr. Thornbury: he was
prospering, slowly and steadily, and had
gained many friends, Anxious mammas | t
locked upon him with favor, and many
bright eyes gave Lim bewitching glances;
hitherto in vain. His whole heart—and
he knew it—was still with Millicent Kath-
lane; but Ler marriage had raised her,
both as to wealth and position, so far
above himeelf that he did not, except at
some fond, delusive moment, dare to
aspire to her. Hewas only a city man,

lodding on in his close city ofice, with
Ejs three or four clerks nnder him.

*‘How beautiful ske is |” he though?, ns
he walked away from the house, *Just
the same little Milly at heart, too, as in
the dear old days, And her glances--ob,
if I might dare to believe in them =
seem as true to me as they werg then,
But whbat would the world say 7

That pight saw him at Mrs. Granger's,
a fasbionable woman, with some fashione | &

able daughters, one of whomw, Cornelia, | ¥
waYye

Lad made » dead set at Mr, Thornbury,
He stood in the lighted rooms, watching § ©
eagerly for Millicent; but it was not unti
very late that she arrived, As she eawe
down the 6ng rooms, moving us ensily
and gracefully as though she had been, | €

from carliest childbood, accustomed to | ¥
bave chosen,™

reign in society, s wurtuug ¢f adwiration
followed hers

She was dressed Tn & trailing ecbe of
pale, silvery blue, with an over dress of
soft, white lace: her beantiful neck and
arms were bare, save for their cruaments
of fretted gold; ber face was untonched
by paint or powder, and her vivid color-
ing made her beauty seem almost nn.
earthly as compared with some of the
inane fuces around her. Her black bair,
elaborately dressed, was fastened here
and there with ing sprays of scarlet
flowers, and n:it_h;r“ bosom, looping her
over-dress, and in jewelled bouguetiere,
the scarlet buds glowemd bum‘g.‘

“Is she not lovely ?’ That was a ques-
tion which every ome felt’could be an-

swezed but ip the affirmative, And many

ill-natured girl, to whom 3
saying civil nothings for the last few min-
utes, and who was furiously jealous of
Mrs. Kathlane in ber heart of hearts.

lieve,

knew not how,
worthy of her.

Mr. Thornbury.

§
Her bai | wi
er haix drooped over her on different subjects, and then excusing

Liwself, sauntered across the room to
where Mrs. Kathlane sat, surrounded by
an admiring group, of which Ricbard
Werthington was one.

you are dancing beautifully now.
were you and that odious Cornelia Grang.
er talking about so ]onﬁ?"

o’

am afraid.

him hesitate,
gagement to Mr. Worthington,™

. Thorn
quarreling " said Richard, "b‘\:‘ry

‘You gentlemen are wild about her, I be-
Red and biue—whsat excruciating

aste ! I wonder her maid does not teach

her better.”

“Every one has not your critical eyes,

Miss Granger,” said Rupert, lsughing. “I
thought her dress charming."”

*Of course.” Miss Cornelia was not an

awiable girl, as we have said, and at that
moment her temper was pinching her
mther sourly.
of those who are wild over her, Mr
Thornbury?”

“Perbaps yon make one

‘It wonld be of no use to me, I expect,
{1 were,” replied Rupert, in bis candor.
+Well, 1 suppose not—as she is scon to

be warried sgnin.”

*Married again!” be uttered.

*'So report runs,” said Miss Gravger,
oying with her fan.

“To whom? T had not heard of it.”

*To Mr. Worthington; a cousin of her ¢

late husband, you know.”

*I know him,"” cried Rupert, feeling Le
“Dick Worthington's not
It would be desecration.”

“SLe may not think so. It is said

allu-re was o great deal of intimacy before
Mr.
simply for his money—that's well known—
and the handsome counsin used toben
frequent visitor. There was a denl of
gossip about
theres Dick Worthington now.
ng "her color rises when she speaks to
im.

Kathlane died. She married bim

it at the time, and—bnt
I,cv(rk

, ““Are you quite certain your informa-
ion is correct, Miss Granger?"
The pale eyes glanced at him again,

and then locked away.

“Abent the engagement? Quite sure,
At least, the world is

ure of it. 1 am neithey more nor less

wise than it."

Mr. Thorzbury did not change color at

the news or seem, in reality, to feel much

nrﬁrise; he stood laughing and chatting
ith the yo! lady for & few moments

It is wy waltz,” said Mr. Thornbury,

ns she looked up and greeted him with
one of Ler brightest smiles,

*Or ate you
00 tired 7*

*Tired?" Ehe langhed a little silvery
nvgh as she rose. I am mever tired of

dancing. Richard, I will leave my flowers
and fan with you as a hostage.”

It was nothing, this leaving with him

her fan and flowers—it was like a thou-
sand other little coquettish ways which
she had—but Rupert thinking—oh' so
bitterly—of what had just been told him,
fancied thet he saw something deeper
than her usual lili'll::l

womsn now, wealthy, courted, Hattered; Flm‘“ she gave the

coquetry in the
dsome young fel-
ow, and groaned in spirit. It seemed &

full coutirnuation of what he had heard.

*“Oue, two, three. ©One, two, three.

Tou are shockingly ont of step, Rupert!”
said she, after the first turn,
the matter? You look us stern as if you
bad seen a ghost.™

“What is

*1 have,” be said, almost grim!y—*the

gliost of a dead hope;” and she, half-
frightened at his tone, looked up at him
questioningly.
be smiled back at her, and she was zeas.
sured.

But in another moment

*Don't talk nonsense, Rupert. There!
What

“Odious do you call

“Well, ¥ do, Rupert. [ think Ler so;

she has not a spurk of good feeling in her.
Don't you go and tell, now.™

*“Do you think sbe is trutbful, Milli.

cent?"”

*“No, I don’t. Take care!"
They whirled lightly through the dance,

Rupert almost startling Millicent by his
anwonted gniety, langhing and chatting
like anyone but Lis grave eelf; and she,
the colos deepening in her cheeks, the
light in her eyes growing momentarily
bLrighter, Jooked like a veritable *“dance.
sprite,” £0 airily did she float through the
TOOIE,

“How beantifully they waltz!* Even

Coruelin Granger involuntarily spoke in
adwiration, and a slender youth near ber
gave itas his opinion that “TListledown
conldn’t be lighter than Mrs, KatLlane jy
o waltz,

"

*:Are you tired 7 said Rupert, looking

down at the beautiful face, nud Millicent,
for answer, said she could keep on forever.
And s0 she danced on and on, until Ru-
pert saw the bright color fading away,
aud the sensitive mouth beginiuning to
droop a little at the corners.

*“You are tired,” he said, and then,
efore she could answer, be whirled her
brough the low, cpen window into the

cool, itesh air on the balcony,

*Thanks,” she said,  *I beliave I was

alittle faint. Wiil you get ay cloak?*
And then, unti! her cloak came, she sat
quiet, like a tired child, with ber head
resting wearily on the railing.

*The next dance but one 18 Richard's,”

she said, as she wrapped the saft, white

*I must not

il then, unless you wish to go back, in

which case I will not keep yon with me,”

“I shell not dance agmin to-night,” Le

answered, *unless it is with yon.

*1 am engaged for every one of them, I
I could Lave been engaged
Lree or four times over,” she added,

laughing. *I am sorry, Rapert, but—"

*‘No watter,” he interrupted ber, almost

rudely. *1 must get used to it, 1 su

pose. E:
ing down at her, and she, in her pretty,
iperious way, laid ber hand on bis arm.

He was standing before her, loo

*‘Yon are cross to-night,” she said. “'Sit

here beside me, and tell me what it js that
troubles yon.”

He hesitated a moment. and then, with

& reckless determination to disclose every-
thing, and afterward leave her forever, be
told her the story of his long love for her;
told her in a fierce, hard way, which al-
most frightened her, and yet made her
reverence and admire him more, perbaps,
than she Lad done before.

*l bave loved you, Millicent. I love

you mow, more than you can imegive,

ud I huve not told you because~because
01 are 8o far removed from we in every
1 feared you wonld think me mer-
enary, Ifeared-oh ! Millicent ! Heaven

ouly knows bow I have loved you: how I
have longed to tell you, and yet I have not
had the conrage,

Now it is too late,
ither for barm or good. 1 shall pray for
our happiness always with the man you

*What do your wean, Rapert #*
Tke profound wonder in her voice made
*1 have heard of your en.

*Who Las told you that?* she asked.

But in the same momwent Richard Worth-
ington stepped through the Jow window
and came toward them,

1 have been searching for von every-

where,” Le said, langhing in his boyish,
good natured way.
respected cousin  Millicent. "
was forced to go, without another word to
the man beside ber.

*It's my dance, most
And she

“Have you and Mr, been

to do

’

else, as a wife. “‘He looked black as a
thunder cloud, and yon are pale.”

I was a little faint after the weltz,” she
apswered. “Don't tease me Dick;" and
5o Richard desisted from his inquiries.

Meanwhile Rupert Thornbary, left alone
with only his own thoughts for company,
sat as utterly and entirely wretched asa
IAD CAD fee{bnt once in his lifetime. In-
side the rooms the mnsic kept untiringly
on; the gay dancers floated past the win-
dows; every face was bright with smiles.
Ontside here, in the darkness, a man sat
alone, struggling bravely ;.o lift his cross
and bear it uncom lunmg y.

How long he sazpthm e knew not, bat
at last he roused himself, and rose to his
feet. I must go back,” he said. ‘“Cor-
nelia Granger will have n delicate bit of
gossip if she sees me here. .

So he went in and showed himself, and
said & few words to Miss Granger, and
strolled about Le knew uot whither, talke
ing to one, talking to auother, and pres-
ently found himself up stairs near the
library. )

The library door was ajr, and as he
entered, all in silvery blue und soft white
Iace, with scarlet bnds glowing and burn.
ing here and there, turned and advanced
a step toward to him, TLere were tears
in the great black eyes, and the red lips
were trembling like & grieved child's.

“‘Was it untrue, Millicent?”

"E\'er; word of it. Dick, indeed! Ob,

B‘ﬁm‘ § =
¢ clasped Ler bands nimost rudely.

“‘You are not engaged?"

Ouly a look answered bim. He caught
ber to him, pouring forth all the sweet
love vows that be had sensitively refrained
from before, and Millicent whispered t.h:}t
she never should be engeged, uuless it
was to Lim.

* A pity but Miss Cornelia Granger had
chunced look into the library.

Aiter waiting for so wauy years !'—The

Argesy.
—_——
ROSE LEAVES,

We stood beside the sleeping bay;
She held wy gift-rose 1 her Land;
It was the lust sweet trysting day.
Aud then, ho! for & strunge, fir land
e vlucked ench tender leat apart,
And each jeaf Lold its tale to we—
Each leaf s hope torn from my heart;
TlLe leaves foll futtering by the sea,

Aud oft in far off lauds I thought
Of one who never could be mie;

Who must be loved. but be unsouglite
“T'was hard to love and not repive.

Those rosc leaves withered on ﬁ:e sand,
Eut other roses bloom for thes;

© lost love lu the distunt land,
Q roee leaves withered by the sea!

—Once & Week.

Peter Cooper’s Lessons to Millionaires.

The following i= Peter Cooper’s speech at
the Arcadian Clab reception in New York
last week. Jt ought to be read by every
rich man in the world:

For the ious manner and kindly
words in which you have wade me welcome
to your hnegiuhlc bowe and more hospita-
ble hearts, be 80 good us to accept my cor-
dinl thanks; none the less sincers in that
they come from a heart in which the pulsa-
tions of eighty-three years have not en-
feebled the appreciation of deeds of gen-
erosity and kindness. Wbhen the sugges-
tions of the honor which you designed
for we was communicated to we, I con-
fees § was reluctant to accede to your
wishes, because my acceptance see to
imply & consciousness on my part of desert,
which  did not feel; and wy reluctance
was only overcome by the as<urance that
the recognition which you desired to make
of my me-lon‘i desire to do my duty to the
city ot my birth, and to wy fellow-men,
might be useful in belping others, and
especially the young, to do their duty in a
community in which 5o much depends upon
&e voluntary ections of its individual mem-

8.
If, then, I have done of accomplished any-
thmf which really merits your good opin-
ion, let me say at once, and for all, that I
have found and received full ¢ jon

R . ek,
The philosopby of domestic histery iu-
volves many ly’nblem in real life that
would be d as ex gantly i

y
ticable in fiction, and the peculiarly facile
gﬁm of social and Iop‘ institutions in
United States seems notably favorable
ouriosities.

te the ¢ of such .
Thus & M‘“im-d. Maine, has recent!
di and thereby necessitated a m{
;1 & case of alleged mistaken identity,
the pardes to which are a gentieman w
claims another person's '@ as his own,
and the luxov 0 firmly and indimumy
dnhch{ that ever even saw the claimant

ore.
Mrs. Waite, wife of & highl, table
citizen of that name, is ?umquu
tion, and tlllae eluifmmt of ::: mritnlllli:;
ce, who is from anotl of t.
g«i);:try, persista that be once mp:nrﬂed and

was deserted by her, and brings letters and
witnesses in proof (herl:’ol‘. e, on {3}’
i d by husband, chil

dren, ol’d friends and acquaintances in ut-
terly denying all knowledge of the man;
and, ad the ment of the jury shows,
the evidence on both sides is so strong as to
batlle the average of human sagacity to des
cide the astounding problem.

But yet more surprising are the ancma-
lous legal complications of a cate in San
Bernardino, California, of which the follow.
ing are the chief facts: In I872, an Eng-
lishman nawed Ondes came thither from
Australia and purchased a farm in Temes-
cal township, representing that be bad ex-
peri d bitter ic bereavement and
pecuniary loss in the land whence be came,
and exhi{iting great despondency of spirig
in q In J y of the follow-
ng year he wooed and won a comely and
highly respectable widow of San Bernardi-
no named Foreland, but not without having
given her the tragic history of bis past er
rors. About six years before he had beena
thrifty farmer in Wellington county, New
Zealand, on the frontiers of the seditious
Maori country.

During his absence from home one day,
on a short journey of business, while lus
wife and several children were alone in the
house, a band of uvu:u:mris devastated
the place and left the dings in smoking
ruins. Upon his return he found only hea
of smouldering embers and ashes mn the
place where the homestead had stood, and
charred human fragments in the dreadful
wreck left him no hepe but that bis whole
family bad been butchered by the pitiless
destroyers. It seemed, indeed, barely floo-
sible at first that some of the victims had
been carried off captive; but weeks, mounths
and even years o plﬂfnl waiting and in-
quiring never eus! the pouibuxg.
At last the inconsclable man had gath-
ered together what little worldly sub-
stance was left to him and emigrated
to California, and now told the story
of his calamities to her whom he besought
to be his second wife. Thus Mrs. Foreland
knew what Oades bad suffered before she
gave him her hand in wedlock, and needed
no further information from him when, in &
year after the m r only s few
weeks ago—the first Mrs. Oades snd three
children arrived at the farm in search ox
husbaund and t. The woman and the
little ones had been made prisoners, inetead
of killed, by the Maoris; the humain res
mains found in the smoking ruins were
those of savages who were slain by each
other in a fight for the spoils; and, after @
captivity of years, the hapless Mrs. Oades
and her children Lad finally been releaced,
followed their natural protector to
California.

Upon hearing the piteous tale from the
poor wanderers, Oades and his second wife
were of one mind about what to do in the
matter. They would not relinquish their
own union, for it had been entered into im

rfect good faith on both sides, and was

mtiﬂed‘by the mutual devotion i1t had dee
loped; but the desolate new- s musts
be received into the house as legitimates
members of the family, and receive all the
amends that could possibly be made fog
o, ok, Sadot tho qeod iople
ot 8o, though, decided the goo
of San Bernrﬁino, who, on being fnnfl‘
told of the d io situation, insisted that
there must be a divorce to accommodatd
afiuirs to civilized form. As neither Oades
or either of the Mrs. Oades would move in

in the satisfaction which I have derived
from the conscionsness of duty performed;
and that the experience of a long life
enables me to say that money and efforts

expended for the general good are a better
paying investment than any sible ex-
cation. In

Yenu’itm for personal gra
ooking back, however, over my life, I am
compeiled to make & remark, in which most
aged persons will sympathize, and that is,
how much { have seen come to pass, and
how little 1 have been able to do in a long
career, the cardinal rule of which Las been
to render some equivalent to society, in
sowe useful form of labor, for each d:y of
wy existence, When I was born New York
contained 3,330 inbabitants. The upper
liwits of the city were at Chambers street.
Not a single free school, either by day or
night, existed. General Washington {md
just enterad upon his tiret term as ident
of the United Suates, the whole aunual
expenditures of which did not exceed
§2,300,000, being about sixty cents per head
of the population.

Not a single steam engine had et been
built or erected on the American continent,
and the peopie were clad in bomespun, and
were characterized by the simple virtues
and babits which are usnally associated
with that primitive garb. I need not tell

ou what the country now is, and what the

abits and the garments of ite people now
are, or that the expenditure, per capita, of
the general government has increased fif-
teen fold. But I have witnessed and taken
s deep iuterest in every step of the mar-
velous development and progress which
have characterized this century beyond all
the centuries whick lhave gone befors,
Measured by the achievements of the years
I have seen, I am one of the oldest men
who have ever lived: but I do not feel old,
and I propose to give the receipt by which
I have preserved my yoath, 1 have always
given a friendly welcome to new ideas, and
I bave endeavored not to feel too old to
learn, and thue, though 1 stand bere
with the smows of s0 many winters
upon my hesd, mwy faith in buman
nature, wy belief in the progress of man
to a better social condition, and especiall
my trust in the ability of men to establis
und maintain seli-government ure as fresh
and as young as when I began to travel the
path of ifo. While I bave always recog-
vized that the ohject of business is to make
woney in an honorable manner, I have en-
deavored to remember that the object of
life is to do good. Hence 1 have been ready
to epgage in all new enterprises, and with-
out incurring debt to risk the means which
1 bad acquired in their promotion, provided
they scemed to me culcnlated to advance
the general good. This will account for my
early attempt to perfect the steam engine,
for wy eurly attempt to construct the first
Awericsn locomotive, for my connection
with the telegraph in a course of efforts to
unite our country with the European world,
and for my recent efforts to solve the prab-
lem of economical steam navigation on the
canals; to all of which yeu have so kindly
referred. It bappens to but few men to
change the current of human progress aa it
did 1o Watt, to Fulton, to Stephenson,
and to Morse; but most men may be
nearly to welcome laborers 0 a new
field  of usefulness, and  to  clear
the road for their progress. This ! have
tried to do as well in the perfecting
and execution of their ideas, ua in wakin
such provision as my means have permitteﬁ
for the proper education of the young 1we-
chavics and citizens of wy native city, in
order to fit them for the reception of new
idess, social, mechanical, and scientifie;
boping thus to economize and expand the
insellectual as well as the bysical forces,
and provide a larger fund for distribution
among the various classes which necessar.
iy mwake up the total of society. I feel
that nature has provided bountitully for
the wants of all men, and that we need
only knowledﬂe. scientifie, political, and re-
ligious, and self-control, in order to eradi-
cate the evils under which society has wnf-
fered in all ages. Let me say, then, in con-
clusion, that my experience of life has not
dimmed my hopes for humanity; thag my
sum is not setting in clouds lntf darkness,
but ia going down cheerfelly in a clear
firmament lighted up by the glory of God,
who should always be venerated and loved
as the infinite source and fountain of all
light, life, power, wisdom and goodness.

— .

An enthusiast asserts that Wa , “the
nuwol-tho-hhn" mwan, has m"
teatures. Whoeet

the the public prosecn attorne
Was constrai to institute le; proceede
ings. And then the judicial pere

lexities of the problem. According to the'
Angeles Ezpress, the husband was first,
sued for retaining the woman from Austrae
lia under his root. He proved that she was
51: lnwfxl qntfe and m:::eb-uit :n abane
oned. suit was rought against
him for unlawfully livinguwithu wifed
numwber two. He was acquited under thew
law, which declares that “the marriage of
ap having a husband or wife living i
void, unless such former husband or wife
living was absent and not known to suchs
person to be living for five years immedie
.tel{l& such subsequent marriage—e
in which case the sul uent marriage i@
void only from the time its nullity is ade
judged by & proper tribunal.” He was themy
prosecuted for bigamy, but the law pros
vides that “no person shall be held guilty
of bigamy whose husband or wife has been
fur five ive years without bee
isl:)ghknowl.n to such a8 being livings®
6

again 3

A fourth suit was finally brought fo dide
80lvé the second m e. That failed bee
cause not brought by one of the interested

es. They were uxpulod to, but ree
used to take action. - At a public weetingy
of the now fairly frantic citizens it was pros
posed to petition the Legislature to Pass oy
ﬂ»eoul act dissolving Oades' last marriages

ut Ondes, who was present, immediately

arose to address the meeting, and told themy,
that that was no go, for by the twemtieth
section of the fourth article of the constitne
tion of Califoruia it ia expresaly provided
that “‘no divorce shall be grante by tha.
Legislature.”” As Oades produced the bool,
itself, this arguwent was unanswerable,

It was then proposed that the Legislatare
should be petitivned to call a constitutional
convention for the gurpone of annulling one
or the other of Oudes's marriages; but
Oades produced the constitution of the
United States and read the tenth seotion of
the first article, which express provides
ltli‘a't :h-ll’

“ No sué - - -

o 8 20 pass any
. impairing the obligati )
contraots,” “‘and marriage,” he l:mt:q?wz;
well settled to be a contract, and therefore
no earthly power could deprive him of his
vested right in his two wives.” And thai
the case stands at present—one of the mos
:::n":::&lie enmple;n of leﬁ:l and soc:

on ever own 8 cixili

country.—Graphie. oS

Sulin Dean’s Mistnke, °

A Southern letter to the Cincinnat} Coge
mercial says:

While in Charleston I had
old colored woman, who hu. il:ltnmht::
theatres there for twent; years and over,

bas helped dress all the old stock of

Siage. Her taik ‘whouk ok from lfc
Julia Dea: was interesting, = Wiy

'A'Dood’ oney,” said she, “Dj
hain’t much what it used o b?.“wiee;p.'ld.ig:
Julia Dean came here to make the great
mistake ob her life. Den dar used to ba
trings and strings ol carriages in front oby

the theatre, an servants in i
Miss Juhs was ite. > Bas,
honey, I tole her b:tt%rm' o

not to marry

¥oe. I tole her, de berry tust o

;o;.x:g uh:yne ebber sent, which ™1 tcok te

—_— nng own bressed self, I tole hep

Rt li:: nuflin to do wid hiwm, for he make

nwnli‘ rable. But, honey, she got despew

i inder ober the meanneas ob her fadd

& €r stepmodder, and she married d

b ayne. Do,I Wwas a bad day for Miss Jul:
0Oney. An' when she came back here ag

Ar;.glr she had done been married a littlg

: ile, lhedu.-qt put her head on m breast,

l_tmey, and she say, ‘Oli, suntie ! ilyl'd only

n:g:u}"t:ls youl And, p‘rney.l could say

4 48 weep wi
weep togedder, % W A e

The Redlatribution of Nationad

There seema u? h.:r::c:;nbt th". iy
m:tl{ﬂ;wpurwd by Senator sbe:!::l;'opt;l‘lhl
b‘lnk‘curr:n;;:l i::xrlllb '::::: %:ll‘xhtbnnion“
R B el
pou;ltiu“’ Are not %o.n;n'mn?!:h‘g

$25,000,000
e en on ol their demands, b
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