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Avant etre dessillusione.

To move men's wil
You are a deady perfumed flower
'hat shines snd kuls
Your face is brighter than s dismond’s splendor
B e s ing tender,
'Mr , yeu and seem .
-{uo axd eruel
beck in warm and fragrant tresses
Your mingling hair
Walls from & brow too chaste for Jove's caresses;
Too ehaste and 3
Yeur lips blushed deeper than the roses;
Your muimunyg words
Aze better thi D the breath of violet closes,
Or songs of buds.

“Where, my sweet ensrmy, ::f,l your power

1 watch you, love; my heart is trembling
'fo tind you there,
1 t.

8o fuir, 8o fair!

Calmer than death; » white-faced statue.
Bow can 1 wove you!

1love you, darling, wondering at you,
Hate y ou and love you.

Let go, my eou!, and Jet us hasten
Far frem {ourml 5

Those bonds ou bind me with unfasten
While ali is wel!!

Why do you glisten with such beauty,
Bo strm: ge and fateful,

While walking coldly down the paths of duty
You seem 80 hutefu!

1 think of treason, plot, defiance;
Your vivid presence
Comes on and bolds me with magic scienoce
That pever lesscns.
You are 8o subtie. so magnetie,
1 thrill and crave
Servile beneath you aud ecstatic,
Like a drugged slave.

Ryes awift like lode stars in clear winter weather,
Lids lashed and curled,
©Oh! face more fair than the world's, together,
n all the world.
Why 'n'lyt;ur glory ever pursus me
i

Bright eycs that kill me with your burning through
me,
And quicken me again |

1 sak mot love, nor love's endearment,
hﬁ-nb-:::l’(fu.: lady's garment
1 m of m ‘s I
e With & soul's :hogk .;l
have you near me, waking, sle2ping,
Living aud dead; .
To give my beart, sweetbeart, into your keeping,
And keep you in its stead.
—~The Aldive.

A QUEEN OF SPADES.,

BY M. W, HAZELTINE.

It was a vexatious chance which kept me
from New York when the Tyrrells arrived,
for I thereby missed Bob Lyon, who came
bome in the same steamer.

A decent deference to the claims of
kindred would have worded that sentence
otherwise, and, indead I am fond of Aunt
Tyrrell, while Clara—but let that go. I
was but a ou'lsling. lcok youm, grappling
Iatin syntax, and she jast learning to make
eyes and prattle French, and, no doubt, the
wverb we coujugated in those languages de-
soribed » eallow, temperate vearning quite
different to the peremptory passion for
which you, madam (who inspire it), have &
Saxon name.

Bat Bob—or Robin, as we liked to call
him, recognizing, in & rude, unconseious,

in his art, and
that wistress, is & very fine thing indeed,
and s uhhint speotacle in these languid
times; but ob y it must isolate the
srtist from the sympathies and pleasant

, and lead into
many galicheries and some leot of the
socisl smenities. Whether bin had
luckily eesaped those untoward oconse-
QqUences May ap) from some aecount of
sn interview with Miss Tyrrell, which took
place the eveuing before his de re.
Bear in mind that he was p tak-
ing leave of the young lady, as it was most

tive, rustic genius, we bave all seen such—
succumbing finally to strong drink and dis-
sppointment, left nothing behind bim but &
fretful wife and sturdy boy. He oould see
bis uncle—plain, over-worked, kindly

—tending the widow (while she lasted),
patient always of her peevish plaints,
pinohing his girls to buy Bob books, and
putting the lad to Exeter school (for the
son of  genius must have advantages), and
at last throwing 3 in his turn the hard
taek of living. And then Ruth, s mere girl,

unlikely she would see him in the g
“And you mean to bury yourselt in &
farmhouse the whole summer?” Miss Clara
eaid to Mr. Lyon, having for enoe been per-
ded to di d topics. “I give
you & month; you're mo Arab, after all.
You'il koun weary of those deserte, and we
shall welcome you back to civilized life.
We—that ie,. mamms, wants you to come to
Newport.

“You don't know my country,” said hon-
est Kobin; “Lthink no man leaves it will-
ingly. You would love ita rugged scenery,
I know that. There's nothing like it east
of the Sierra.”

This was the moment to aacertain the pre-
oise State and county wherein the home-
stead lay, but the demsel's wind perhape,
yv-n pot dwelling on matters geograph-
icaily.

“I'might like it,” she said dubioualy. *for
a week or two; bat I sbould perish with no-
body to talk to. Of course thers can be no
society”'—this was put forward interrog-
atively—*none that you would care for,
those lwlldn!" P kitieh .

“Only my own people. in, gently.
“They are fond of me, I of them.” A

“0," she began, and stopped saddenly,
flushing qnite rosy with regret and self re-
proach. I suspect Miss Tyrrell, intent on a
certain vein of inquiry, had dropped uncon-

ly that ungracious ph She tried
lno;;lar track. "

“My poor picture”’—this was a portrait
Mr Lyon had been commissioned to Ppnint—
“will ion promise not toneglect iti Perhaps
it might better wait till autumn. Are you
sure you need no more sittingai”

“Quite sure,” he said. *“It ought to be
finished in & week. I'll touch nothing until
it is done, Miss Tyrrell, and then forward it
instantly.

Perhaps the covenant to cede so ‘prnm ptly
o lady’s likeness is mot particularly flatter-
ing, and prohbé{ you, sccomplished read-

er, would have given the speech s pretty
turn, but blundering Bob made matters
worse. I only hope ’l(n Tyrrell may like
“] shall do my best, but
rtraiture is rather out of my line. The
act is, my heart's not in it.” And them
they began to talk of other things.

Now, I ask, was this & correct mode of
parting from a young woman of fortune,
who had really foﬂo out of her way to no-
tice and be kind to a struoggling artist—on
the eve, too, of a protracted separation?

V\‘Ihen&:nl Tyrrell, nutgl::‘r;::g, after
wishiog young painter , went
to her dsughter’s room, she found Mise
Clara dressed, and weeping. Of course she
had the girl in her arms in & moment.

“My ohild, my owp, what was I thinking
oft O, my love, my darling!” But who
can paint the pantings and eoft moans of
the parent dove fondling her stricken nest-
ling and soothing it ¥

I can not tell what tender story was whis-
pered in that rapt ear, but something it
certainly was which made mamma rufils
her plumage fiercely.

“He's a selfish, moon-struck brute,” she
cned; ~I wish we had never seen him!”
And a feeling of resentment, akin to hatred,
inat that poor, harmless Robin began to

it,” he went on.

‘way, the sturdy honesty and siwplicity of
e iad-had Iaid hold of some eollege
mates (:i.bh '-b.ae no zenembll lo.v:;) u;"lb a
greep w absence, possibly, slow
alternative of time, but notbing else, weuld
loosen. Our early friendships strike their
rootiets deep, sad a good many years must
pnh:ml some rich, losmy natures be
1o thin arid eoils before the crop of
d interests quite straugles those
hardy growths,
Well, I was not there to seize the old
boy's hand, mareh him off to my own snug-
, and hn'h with bim over the vernal
when he dsubed my classbooks with
siymphs and warriors, and revealed his
dream of b ing » great paint These
diversions the young artist los*, but he did
mot want fur bospitality during the week he
tarried in Manhattan.

“Of course you come with us, Mr. Lyon.
30 Gramercy park. I den't know how we
ahall requite you all you did for us in Lon-
don—poor, unprotected creatures that we
were—and on the voyage, tso. Yen must
;ot think of going to hotels. So that is
sottled.”

Thus did Aunt Tyrrell prescribe the
movements ot my tractabls friend, and
thongh Clara said not & word, why should
her eyes brighten if she disspproved the

-Fuuu.
t is true, mb:. meuﬁ Eu‘t:lbl that
ought to go to hi e country,
it ‘:lm ast ml:d ﬁm‘w‘“‘:

some made for

e o e st
t require & day or two. Yeu are aware,
that the uleet.io? dg :uudio. em-
r ve questions of light, tromtage,
..nndqi-mmmy from m’:he,.n‘qc to
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, and
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the maternal bosom.
m.

When I appeared in Gramercy park that
evening, of course the hawk pad tlown, and,
1 perfect keeping with his tiresome heed-
lessness, neglected to leave his address.

“Somewhere in New England,"” said Aunt
T‘ymll. peevishly, aud vagne reminiscences
of the college catalogue belped me to place
Bob's home toward the far porth.

~4And what do you thick of my friend
Robin? Isen't he s rare picca of rural hon-
esty!” were my next questions; and here
the acute female intelleet might have
drawn shrewd conolusions fiom my aunt’s
cautious, oyniosl replier, and perhaps con-
pected them with Mies Clara's listiese, ab-
stracted aif.

Bat the reader donbtless understands that
the scenes and incidents heretofore recorded,
as well as others to be preseatly set forth,
were made known to the writer at a period
eonoidenb% subsequent to their actual oo
currencd. Otherwize he would have be-
thonght him at this juncture to commu-
picate & little circumstance calculated to
dispel with magio cogency the worst symp-
toms of a certain distemper, and cause the
mind of a well regulated young woman to
recover instantly its normal tone. I mean
the circumstance of my friend's engage-
ment, which I might, without much diffi-
culty, have resuccitated from m{:‘xemory
(the 1diot had engaged himselt ore he
left off jackets), and even drawn a tolerable
li of & rosy-cheeked, bustling lase,
who, on class day, danced with ardor upen
the coll green, and betrayed a hively in-
terest and sense of proprietorship in Master

.,
surin

the traditions and
olve an wasthetio .mm%fn. isa
not lightly dispatched. The ladies,
sincerely anxious to attest their
for the patient guidance which
open the ary treasures of Britain,
Richard Wallace’s thesaurus even

1

I

Bob's

While I was rominating on Aunt Tyrrell's
equivocal demesunor, and my kinswoman,
by sheer want of confidence, loat the com-
fort and healing virtues of a timely word.
Mr. Liyon was rapidly nearing the natal vil-
lage, which grov«l to be—aa I guessed—in
New H ire, and was, in fact, no other

unfinished masterpieces (yet d
the vulgar eye) of embryo academi-
and were fain, by way of quittanoe,
their guest those unrivaled oolleo-
which afiuence and enlightened oon-
ip have ace Isted in this
And it may be that one of his com-

i in that edifying round could go
ck further than those London days, and
zecall long rambles in Florentine gallerier,
when a few, plain, thoughtful worde bad
provoked s wistful sympathy and quickened
a girlish mind to unaffected zest.

t is ecarcely possible to know less, in a
worldly sense, of a young gentleman, whom
one chance or another has repeatedly thrown
im your society, than the Tyrrells knew of
Mr. Lyon. Coocerning his outward circum-
stances and personal history, beyond the fact
that he waa a class-mateand friend of mine,
those ladies were quite in the dark. Not that
Robin could lsy any claim to that austere
discretion and nice reserve which some cir-
cumspect but rather empty-pared fellows

in passing for the very finest breed-
ing. On the contrary, he would chat most
freely about his little trinmphs and re-
bis aversions and private hobbies,
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than the townsbip of Conway, in the country
of Carroll. It was late st night when he
reached the quiet station which lay nearest
the farm, and. leaving his traps on the se-
cure platform, set out cheerily to walk
home.
How well he knew the road! There was
the red schoolhouse and the Baptist Chureh,
the clump of maples at the Four-corners.
That was the Saco humming on_his leff,
threading the meadowe, and feeding the
pool above Squire Allen's mill; and here
were shecp on the upland—Ruth’s sheep,
rhaps—asleep in the dry June weather.
Q\e'e-t and north rose familiar hille, clothed
to the peak with pines and hemlock, kneel-
ing, it j, bet the in lords
that reared sbove them their bare beads,
gaunt and weird enough in the moonlight,
snd hid somewbere in their shadow the
wonders of the haunted Notch.

He spied the gleam of a candle—in the
keeping-room, no doubt—aas he swung open
a little gate and strode up the graveled
walk flanked with sunfiowers and holly-
bocks. *“That is Ruth darning and mend-
ing—faithful soul;"” he thought, lettin the

)} 1 t the door, and Rath, in-

verses,
and oonfide to r{::‘n, on moderate age-
ment, the cherished dreams and wishes of
his heart. But then, these all happened
to be beund up with his voeation
of painter, which did, in truth, evoke
what solicitude and fervor he had;
and it no more occurred to this eccentrio
youth to csll the roll of his connections and
acquaintances, or descant on domestio mat
ters and the doings of the ple at home,
than it oocurs to many lively personsto tulk
of anything else. You might as profitably

1sud the sprouts of  potato for feeling
:ﬂ'n way toward sunshine, as try to msake
Robin comprehend that his own earlier
strugglea were anywise commendable or
moteworthy.

His reticence did not offend Misa Tyrrell.
A capricious, fancitul, rather arbitrary
Joung WOman was my ocousinm, who, I re-
member, at our children's parties, would
often tasse me with her wayward behavior,
and wus accounted by some juvenile ad-
mirers of quite s captious and sarcastio
turn. And to this day many ingenious gen-
tlemen, whose eprightly anecdotes find
favor in drawing rooms, do not esteem
Miss Tyrrell sympathetio.

Now an ariless, headlong enthuniast, like
my friend Robin, would make, 1 should
suppose, » capital butt for female raillery;

t, strange to say, this varisble damsel
nchene f very bumbly in I:iuooiot&. and,
after thuse Florence experiences before re-

ferred to, would let him poor fourth his
quirks and theories (wild enough, I

), tor hours together. Or it might be,
:l’ol a pause fel), she would some
queer littie notion of her ows, whioch Bob
wan sure to proclsim vastiy suggestive. I will
1, however, b & bigh-flown
may have preferred a girl's com-

own, for, while I ve read
to my discourse,

mot
=
(o

o , t0 see the sun pop out some seo-
- }“'-umm that Bob's absorption

8

deedr, it was, who trotted forward in great
amaze, thurst back & bolt nervously, s

s second doubtfully into his eyes, them
caught bim in & warm embrace. ;

“Is it you, Bob—really you?” cried the
eager girl. “Come to the light—let me see
your fuce!” She led him to the low-ceiled
room, where all looked spruce and prim,
and neat as wax. “Why, how you've
grown!” she said, scanning her cousin with
admiring eyes. ‘‘You’ve got a beard, too—
» great brown beard. it the fashion,
Bob, in foreign parta! What haven't you
seen and done! And is it tiue, Bob—do
they give you heaps of money for bits of
canvas like that you sent us irom Francel
How much nowt—come—"

“How are you all,” eaid bewildered
Robin. “How's little Nell?”

“Little—why she's s woman, Bob! Where
is shel—Nellie?” And excited Ruth ran
into the passage to bid her sister dress
quickly, and come down speedily, and wel-
come somebody who had come howe to his
friends at last.

And then modest Robin was again in-
spocted, and marveled over and catechised,
and presently in bounced Nellie—a game-
some, sprightly lassie—and flong two plump
arms about his neck; and Ruth made tea,
snd woke up Reuben the hind (hired help
she called him) and dispatched him to fetch
the great man’s loggage, and Nelhe filled
Bob's pipe, sand give him current wine, and
sltogether there was joy and festivity, that
night in the Lyon ho! "

vobody couid belp liking Ruth Lyon, who
marked the kind, firm mouth, and honest
eyee, or watched her earvest, matronly
ways. A little too brisk, toe careful snd

not ee ot, with » big, barren w,
ill-stocked and wortgaged, with a little sis-
ter on her bands, tnhng ur the burden
quietly and eingly (Bob sbould never fore-
go his ocollege and the chance of a fair
career), wringing from those reluctant acres

depend snd t, and even profit.
Was it not a fine, brave thing, he thouglht,
and could heart of man wish more generous
comrade, or he!pmate more efficient aod
true? And Cousin Ruth bad waited for
him all those yeare, and now he was come
home to marry her. They would be mar-
ried at once. That, at least, was certain in
an uncertain world—fixed and a8
that be would finish Miss Tyrrell’s picture,
and forward it as per contrsot, within a
week. X

1 dare say it incommoded Ruth to sacri-
fice her capacicus etore-room, which, hap-
pening to open from Bob's bed chamber and
to poseees & skylight, was at once promoted
to the function ot atelier; but she proceeded
cheerfully to transfer her household stuff,
stowing it away in nooks and pigeon-holes,
merely oraving permiseion to leave some
strir ga of dried apples which depended from
the rufters. She could not tind it in her
heart, however, to rebuke the kitchen maid,
who bewailed lustily the confiscation of her
clothes hoise (80 she termed a drying frame),
and probably Ruth condemned in sccret the

rversion of that machine to art purposes.

ut she esteemed it ber plain duty to further
Bob's wisbes, and foreetall them if ehe
could, se when he had riﬁ ed a tolerable
easel and got fairly to work, Ruth enjoined
the utmost quiet on her sujects, and strove
to compass the deathlike silence which she
presumed congenial to wsthetic toil.

It was a shock, therefore, to the well-
meaning gir), when shestole in on tip toe to
annnounce the mid day meal, to find Nellie
at Bob's elbow, giggling and prattiiog right
noisily, and dsubing a strip of canvas with
enthuasi Ruth disliked to scold, but
some reprimand seemed Decessary.

“Why will you be so thoughtless, Nelll”
she said. ‘“Look at all tbat fine paint
wasted! How can Bob keep his wits with
such adin?” . .

“(Q), let her stay,” eaid the artist. ‘Talk-
ing don’t tease me, rather helps thie sort of
work.”

“Does it?” said Ruth, astounded. and be-
gioning to find small difference between
such work and play. “Why. Mr. Greathead.
the Baptist mimister, locks himself up for
days when he writes sermons.”

“That's what makes them so musty,"”
eaid profsne Bob. “But come here. Ruth:
what do you think of this!" and he puinted
to Miss Tyrrell's portrait. o

“] think she’s lovely,” protested Nellie,
who had bestowed close attention on the
young lady’s toilet. ‘‘See how she does up
ber hair; and the ruff round ber meck—I
wish I had one.” )

“A comely face, but dreamy looking,”
said wide-awake Ruth, and picks up a land-

with more interest.

*“That's & view in the Morena,” explains
Robin, “the region you're always heating
of in Don Quixote.’

~ don’t remember,” eaid his bethrothed,
dubiously. *It eeems a hiliy eountry.
What breed of sheep is thatl—sauch corly
wool and twisted borpa. Mine are common
stock, but I clipped 200 pounds last shear-

ing,

% ¢'ll goand ipepect them, dear. after
tea,” said Bob, who was looking forward
eagerly to the evening walk.

“Ob, come here, shout~d Nell, and made
her sister look at some jonketings in the
Tyrol—a pretty scene envugh—where the
bright costumes of the women had caunght
the dsmsel’s eye. “It's too aweet,” sbe
murmured tenderly; “how I shonld love to
be there!"

But Ruth opined they were barbarons
crestures, of thriftlers habits, and probably
Roman Catholics. 1 guees therc's more
dancing than plowing over there." she said,
sud marshaled Bob and Nell down to din-
ner.

In the busieet households the evening is
a season of leisure and refreshment: but
after sundown 'Squire Allen mwust peeds
stroll over from the mill and shake Bob's
hand, and take Ruth aside to disclose a no-
table projeot for supplying the Notch Hounse
with eggs and butter, The sagacious house-
wife discerned much promise in that scheme,
forthwith got out pens and paper, and was
presently deep :in figures, renouncing ut
terly for that ocossion such frivolities we
moonlight walks.

“Nellie will go,” she said; and accordingly
Robin, who would have preferred, zﬁrhl‘p"
to drink in solitude the spirit of hille,
was attended by that vivacions young per-
son, and regaled with divers histories of
sewing-bees, spelling matches, maple-
scrapes and sleigh-rides which had signal-
ized the previous winter.

Nor am I sure when the times were more
auspicious, and no graver cares batked the
commaunion of lovers, that Ruth and Robin
were often betrayed into the rhapsodies of
strong emotion, or developed a very fervent
sympathy. You see their sttachment was
no giddy impulse, or brief heyday of the
blood; it had withstood the test of years,
and approached (on one side, at least), the
calm beatitude of what wedded fondness
which invariably (as you know, madam),
gains depth and volume from close acquaint-
anoe witt the dear object. Yon might have
discovered many tokens of that serene affec-
tion, if you had followed them in their
ramblea and marked how inevitably the
converse of this pair dritted away from the
dreamland of sentiment to the homely
topica of demestic life.

“Look, Ruth, what a site for a painter's
home!” cried Bob, en one occasion, when
they bad walked out along the Bartlett
road to a point where Mount Wuhingmn
itself looms grandly sgainst the northern
verge, shouldering a way between Mount
Frauklin and Mount Monroe.

“You can’t mean,” said practical Ruth,
you would exchange the old farm for such
worthless ground?! The view is very pretty
here, and 1 know our house lies in a hollow,
but the soil is ten times richer down the
valley. Why, the country hereabouts is
source fit to graze over, and even buck-
wheat would starve in land like that.” And
she pointed to a field where the stounes
were, no doubt, disgouragingly numerous.

“But we don't intend to go on farming,"”
exclaimed Robin plaintively. *I wasounly
thinking of the summer months, and what a
paradise we might make of this quiet hill-
side, ringed with forest and river and set in
the eye of that gilorious scene. We need
know nothing of ite bleak winter, for then
we should be in New York. I thought you
understood, dear Rath. Didn't I tell you I
bad taken a studio in town "

“New York !" cried Ruth, almost broken-
hearted by this disclosure. *‘Give up the
farm, take me away from home {” And the
poor girl, though unused to the welting
mood, gave way to most unreasonable tears.

Here was a plight for a sensitive young
artist, who could not seriousiy think of re-
linquishing his calling, and yet was loth to
see & woman ory—how much more a buxom

in with & bundred ol to his regard?
What arg and blandish ts, what
humorings and compromises were here re-
sorted to, I can not tell, but it is certain the
betrothed pairdid not quarrel. How could
they?! There exista not a gentler. more ¢on-
siderate being than modest Robin, or one
less qualified to take the tyrant’s vein; while
Ruth, with all her sturdy Enrpose and ex-
ecutive turn, held quaint theories of female
obedience and wholesome notions of the’
rights of man. Yet all the fostering and
comtorting in the world can not sweeten the
cup of exile to the foolish Switzer lass, nor
will the model meekness of your Griselda
rob bereavement of its sting. I think Bob
read this in his companiorn’s patient looks,
and, no don.lm he noticed that she seldom
thenceforward went singing about the house.

There is no situation more trying to the
temper than to find yourself the relactamt

of an irk rueful sacrifice, and

practical, you may think, with senti-
went or leisure enough to play the role of
sweetheart, but no such doubt or cavil oc-

traiture, he might natarally seek to
the most of .“l:lbu hn-ﬁo’ subjeot, n'%d

® ise by ome uant masterpiece the
-um o{ thnno.d"eqnv. But I have often
hend{i.m disparage that partiolar province
of his art, and am, therelore, at a loss to
explsin his present feverish and nusatisfied
bebavior. Two or three weeks slipped away,
aund still he was dawdling and tiddling wita
the canvas. Was it Ruth's pensive
shadow which thwarted and obscured his
work, or was there something in the face
he pored over which drew the cunning
from his hand?

Why shoald 'Squire Allen, who regarded
art much us Bob regarded top dreseing, se-
leot this woment to visit the studio and
ventilate his unvarsished heterodox opin-
ions! To be sure he was always lvitering
about the house and consulting with Ruath
Lyon, but matters of momeut engrossed
these discuesions, und it was & rather tardy
r:)liteneu that prompted bim to ask what

b was doing.

The squire’s attitude aa he surveyed the
atelier, whither Ruth conducted him, was
very affable end friendly, and the discourse
he pr d on the jon abounded in
fresh, fruitful suggestions, which Bobin a
pormal frame of mind would have devoured
with intinite gusto.

“Them pictures o’ scenery.” he remarked,
in the course of his review, “air good and
val'ble. They ain't no kiud o' use to we,
but city folks that live cooped up in them
brick dwellin’s. and bain't got room to
keep a gardin, they kin hire a cLap to paint
suthin' green and conntry-like, which is
huleowe to the mind. Ain’t that the idec!”

Robin thought perhaps it was.

“As for them palaces,” pursued the
‘equire, pointing to a street scene in Fer
rara, “‘and marble meetin’-houses. [ set my
foot agin 'em us savorin' o' the pumps and
superstitions o' the Old World. They air
the high places of idelatry and the sink o'
corruption. Let 'em crumble to the airth!"”

“Crumble!” said Bob, indignant!y. “Can’t
you see the beauty of them as mere modelsi”

As modele, p'raps.” allowed the eritic.
“lor a State hiouee or Bosion postoflice they
kin be nsed. But that 'ere thiog,” he con-
tinued, snapping a tinger at Mias Tyrrell's
pioture, “you kin ssy nuthin' for! There
4in't no sense in 1t."”

“What do you mean!" cried Robin. red-
dening.

“Why, they was fust rate,” the ‘tquire
explained, “in the old times, and with
woney, too. I've got one o' them likenesses
to home that cost a sight”—he referred ro
his sire's presentwent, executed by Luke
Slingbrush, a local artist of some fame—
“pat who's going to pay, nowadays, for all
them paints and varnishes when you can
buy @ photograph for a dollar! You air
swmwart, Robert, I kin see that: but you can’t
beat the sun, nohow!’

‘The sun’s an sss!" shouted Robin, pro-
voked beyong endurance. *‘The sun would
make Shakespeare look a blockhead, stariog
sud gasping st that big bull's eye. G
Lord! man. do your teatures say anything!
And the expression of your face, too, at a
given moment, what is it but the retlsx of
one mood—a single letter in the alphabet
of character! They're well titted for 1ools—
your plotographs! But the pregunant face,
the soletul face, demands a painter to probe
and ponder ii, until be bas spelled out ite
last secrer, and printed it there om the can-
vas for the world to read. Talk of photo-
graphs for a face like tha!'” And the ex-
cited artist flung & oloth over the insulted
portrait.

I am not going to revile Robin for that
ranting, intemperste epeech, for he was
preseutly heartly ashsued of it. Ruth ou
ber purt could net have looked mors con-
founded if one of her sheep had bitten her.
and speedily invented un excuse to draw
the ‘equire away.

“That's no businesa for me,” the squire
obeerved, when the two had retreated to a
iees fervid atmosphere. I guess it paye,
though. when you get the koack of it. 1'll
tell ye.” he added, **what Rob-rt ought to
do; jeat hurry up, paint off » dozen ' them
picturs, atock the old farm complete, and
settle cown.”

I dou't know.” Ruth said, in her heart
much impreseed with the idea: “you might
talk to himn—but I'm afraid he doa't like
farming.”

“You don't mean to say,” shouted the
diegusted equire, “that ne'd go on paintin’
arter be'd made his fortin?  Darued if he
ain't takin’ right arter his fatber, and bhe
was crazy 88 & loon!’

“You mustu’t say things against my un-
cle,” suid loyal Ruth, and the squire looked
contrite, and then she contided to him the
projeeted removal to New York.

The griel which shook her friend at this
announcement was unquestionably sinoere.
“0 Jericho!” the squire groaned, “that
beata the Duteh! Who's goin' to post me
about themw new-fangled tools, and study
the sile and lot out the crops sccordin’?
There ain't nobudy reads them papers and
gits the meat of 'm, Ruth, hke you. And
the winter evenin's, Ruth—what'll I do in
the winter evenin's!”

“You must get marred,’ said Ruth,
archly.

“P'raps 1 will,” he returned. gloomily:
“1 guess I'm young enough.” And indeed
be wae, and some athletes of twenty might
envy his stalwart frame and ruddy cheeks.
“You wasn't thinkin' yoursell,” he went on
with & curious hesitation in his tone—*I
mean, you wasn't goid’ to get married right
away. was you! Next month—ain’t that
kind o’ sudden?! Howsvmever, I wish the boy
well, and you, too Ruth—from my beart, I

do.” And the 'orlh{ fellow meant what
be said, but after il that he looked de-
Je

cted.

“It’ll be kind o lively, next montb, in
Conway,” the equire continued, with a fine
sssumption of cheerfulness, *“what with
weddin's, campmeetin’s, fonrth o’ Juiy, and
city folks thick as bees! I'll bave » house-
ful myself, I expect. Bill Cutler. up at the
Noteh Honse, ean’t take no more, and wants
to send a string of ‘em down here. I guess
I'll have to weeommodate "em."”

“From Boston?” Ruth presumed.

“Wal, no—they ain't Boston folks,” the
equire thonght. “Teirell—Tyrrell! Sounds
more Like & York nume,” and then he bade
Ruth good-moruing, snd walked homeward

1.

When they bappen to possess a cottage on
the chil, the most inveterate nomads might
subduoe, I think, their goviog propensities,
and consent to sojourn—say three months—
at Newport. [ was surprised, therefore, by
a summons to Mr. Tyrrell’s bank, and my
abrupt nominations to the command of an
expeditionary corps. “Clara’s not well,” I
wae informed; “finds Newport much too hot.
Your sunt proposes the White mountains,
and wants you to take them there.”

This intelligence distressed me &
deal; but I own that, coming from the hot
pavements of & emoky town, I discovered
all sorts of tonic virtuee in the breezes of
Narragansett bay, snd eyed Miss Clara’s
lassitude with wonder, until my aunt re-
minded me how different, after all, the oli-
mate was to that of Scarborough or Trou
ville—which, no doubt, explained the phe-
nomenon.

We weie already familiar with the Fran-
conia region, and, being minded to try the
Conway side, were not dispoeed to quarrel
with the accident which transferred us from
a rather shabby hotel to absolute control of
an old fashioned farmbouse. We promised
ourselves not & little entertainment in the
naive discourse of our primitive host, and
my own contentment was complete when a
preposterous, hair-brained pamter fellow,
whom 'Squire Alien hit off in his catalogue
of curiosities, proved to be no other than
my friend Robin. I must say, however, that
Aunt Tyrreil seemed 10 no wise pleased with
this discovery, having lately coutracted, as
I mentioned, a prejudice against my friend;
but it was absurd o n‘l‘ppom a contretemps
#0 trivial would be suffered to derauge her
plans. **Now, at least,” she said, ‘‘that
singular young man may bave the goodness
to finish m{ irl's picture.”

It is nov ifel_y many hours could pass be-
fore Bob and 1 came together. and, of
course, 1 was speedily apprised of an m-
pending iulemlin, event, and presented to
the bride elect, before whom and her young
sister—when Kobin sped away to pay his
respects to the Tyrrellsa—I nounced a
eulogy upon that artist. In the course of
the same afternoon the Misees Ljyon came
to call o my kinswomen, and insisted we
should drink tea at the farm, where the,
set forth ali the dainties they could thin
of, showed us the tlower garden, the bee-
hives and the chickens, and treated us gen-
erally in & mest hospitable fashion

I happened to be
meeting with Bob’s fiances, and
had -ov‘.c seon

vithshgﬂnn spirit and vivacity. Bhe
watehed Miss Lyon rather narrowly, too, in
» swift observans way, but no douds berob-
servations were , for her mapmer
was qnhorﬁ snd kind when she took
Rath’s hand at parting.

But, while oleareyed, downright Rath
conquered the hearts of ber new acguaint-
anovs—persusding even my Aunt i1,
whose attitnde st firet was alightly ct'z
tious, to declare her a good, active lit
body—Robin’s behavior was leas 3_nﬂ(ylng.
No one certainly could have predicted that
his native air would cloud the man’s susn
temper, yet something of the kind
to have occurred. ] found him taciturn and
wmoody, and his demeanor at times declded-
Iy tart. For instance, when he was taken
to task good-humoredly by Mrs. Tyrrell
about his remissness in the matter of the
picture, Bob was almost surly, thought he
must renounce the ondertaking altogether,
and condemned his harshnesa in meddling
with portraiture at all. When we were
alone, however, he bore himself more geni-
ally, and this eircumstance led me to ¢ . n
olude that he had lost bhis relish for ladics’
society.

Of course Bob's inclinations in this re-
spect were not abetted by me. I had
brougbt my friends, as you know, to Con-
way in pursuiv of bealth and the exhilara-
tion of flne scenery, and since Ruth's
household duties would not suffer her to
guide our rambles, Robin's services were
plainly indispensable. It happened for the
most part to be Miss Tyrell's fate to endure
Sir Dismal’s com‘;:nny in those excursions,
and while what he voucheafed tosay was
crisp and bright enough (Bob’s tongue had
» pretty trick of ioterpreting his eye), his
fita of silence must, I know, have depressed
her, although I can not remember that she
made any complaiot. I will avow that on
one occasion the young man secmed to re-

ain hizx buoyant bumor, and shone out with
is old flush and fervor.

We had driven ont that day to the Notch,
for, while we knew the Franconisn pass,
the grandeur of ite southern namesake was
vet strange to us. It was afternoon when
we reached the middle of the gorge, and
we lingered there until suunset, held and
martered by the scene. Who that saw it
forgeta the desolate ravine choked with
bowlders and bristhng with dark pines, the
giaut walls black and bare that seem to
bulge und topple and hide the aky, and the
puny, shivering river flung headlong down
the jBgged steep! There is, you W, &
contagivn in strong feeling, and I am sure
the glow on Clara’'s cheek warmed us all.
No wonder, Bob, then, watching the girl's
kindling eyes, shook off the weight upon
upon his spiritsa and guve himeelf to the
empire of the hour. The Notch, and the
eager talk of my comwpanion:, and the
drive homeward in the twil'ght, wrought
me up to so romsntic a wood that I sat
smok 1z in the ‘squire’s porch until a late
boar, aud. even when I retreated, a single
candie was still gleaming from Bob's studio.

Why would he not stay wnd smoke a
cigar, and what in the world could Robin
find to do alone in that grim and comfort-
lers chumber? Was he going over, per-
haps, the pleasant day, and yielding anew
to the sweet sorcery of an emotional nature,
whiech bad quickened and compelled his
owr! Or did be check thoee thoughts
sternly, and recogpize with sad sincerity
that such eompaunionship was not fer him?
Must his days, then, know no storm. no
torrid sunshige. but be always cool and
sober and calm? Could be eall it liviog,
the pale, apiritless existence which stretched
before him and Ruth?! Poor Ruth! No, up-
right, noble Ruth—who was be, to pity
that true hear:! Had he forgotten what
her lite had been—the patient, cheerful
self-surrender, the long, meek sacrifice to
duty; and was the fault bers if her eyes,
fixed on that mild star, had missed the hee-
tic splendors of the west! Was he not
man enough to love ber for what ehe was,
and wock and stifle the mad thirst for syw-
pathy! That boly, myatic charm of sym-
pathy, truly & potent epell in Paris saloons;
but such simple words as gratitude and
Lonor may out-conjure it awid Yankes hills.

On the dsy fellowing our drive to the
Notch—it was just a week, as I remember,
before Bob's wedding—Clara and I strolled
over to the farm, and found Miss Nellie
strumwing the piano and Ruth busied about
many things.

“Where's Robint” I inqnired.

“Nobody knows,” said Nellie, laughing,
“he wes prowling up and down his den wil
night, and, this morning, he went out at
daybreak.”

*In that case,” 1 suggeated, ‘‘suppose we
avail ourselves of the priest's absence and
invade hia sanctuary. There are many
tricks and devices familiar te the painter’s
art which I sball be happy to expose. Like-
wise, the business of an unfinished picture
BeeTus 1o require investigation.™

There is nv doubt that Clara looked in-
quisitive, und Ruth at once volunteered to
show the way.

“You would never know my trim store-
room,” swid Ruth, as she let us into the
atelier. and indeed it was a chaos of dis-
order.

Bob's easel was near the window. Ndllie
ran to it snd gave a ory.

“Look!” she said, and
the canvas.

We looked. My cousin's figure was still
there, but some studious stroke of the brush
had totally erased her features.

“Hulle!” 1 eried, “what's the meaning of
this!”

Clara's face was very pale. She did not
speak.

*Jt means,” said Ruth, with a quivering
lip, it means we had no right to come
here.” And she led us silently from the
room.

1 do not claim to possesa the fine intui-
tions of some gifted natures, but 1 confess
that Master Bob's performance provoked
sundry reflections, which 1 was shrewd
enough to keep to myself, and I think it
regrettable that another member of the
ccmpany, haviog less experisnce of the
ways of men, failed to exhibit an equal dis-
cretion. 1 had strciled into the garden,
having observed that the ludies were drift
ing toward feminine topics, and was rumi-
nating over a oigar, when Miss Nellie,
equipped with a basket, intent on black-
berries, came running out aglow with mis
chiet and hilarity.

“Such fun!" ehe exclaimed between
peals of langhter. “We were in the parlor
Just now, Clara and I—abe was teaching me
& waltz—when Bob came in, glum s &
ghost. So, of course, I began to tease him
about spoiling that lovely picture, and said
ne just wanted an exonse (0 putter over it,
and then he grew white, and Clara was in
a flutter, 8o I left him to defend himselr.
Won't she scold him, though ! and the pic-
ture of Bob's predicament afforded her in-
finite delight. *

I waa not quite heartless enough to be

carried away by the dameel's mwerriment
and opining that the presence of a third
person might be grateful under the circaw-
stances, set forth to break the tete-a-tete.
But a versnda skirted that smde of tke
house, and & window of the keeping-room,
which adjoined the parlor, standing open,
1 glan into it as I passed, and stopped.
There was Ruth, nalf-risen from a chair, in
a strange, irresolute attitude, her work
fallen to the floor, one hand shading her
eyes and the other pressed against her side,
while her lips looked dry and parted, as if
some word she songht to utter found no
breath. While she failed to bear my step I
understood when presently voices, low but
audible, reached us both through an open
door. I recognized Clara's first.
. “Indeed you must not asy that, Mr. Lyon;
it is we who owe excures. You must have
been greatly snnoyed about that picture,
and it was a selfish thing to ask it at such
a time. If mawma had koown; baut I—but
she—yon must try to pardon us.”

“Clura!” Bob could say no more.

She went on hurriedly.

“Let me have it as it is. I will not like it
less because the artist was too happy to
tinish it! It will remind me of your g-ppi-
nees and Ruoth’s—dear Ruth, whom I love
80 dearly, and who loves me.”

“Clara!"—Bob's voice came hoarse and
short—“yeu are worthy of each other, and
I of meither. Do what I will, I must be
false, disloyal. I can not even give youn
that blotted canvae, "—here the
man's voice shivered into a kind of passion-
abte sol:— b it is & fe and a

er.
o was gone—I beard his footsteps in the
ball. But I would not look at Bl:lh; my

own pulse quivered, and I moved 5
Bu‘t’hn«? Clars were thrown :a:

stared in stupor at

with the utmost
necessary preparations for the vd.m
That event was now at bsad, and

bore himeelf quietly snd thoughtfully, as
became & man vowed to grave res|
bilitiee, and evinoed little of tbat pe

and restlessness which I bad remarked at
an-early stage.

It mivy ngvo been s day or two before the
ceremony that Bob was roving about the
orchard, whea Rath came out to him, snd
iaid her band shyly oo his arm.

“What is it, dear!” he said gently, for the
girl's oheehz-u fiushing, and ber eyes did
not meet own.

“There is something,” Ruth whispered,
something, Bob, that ought to be said.
You are diffsrent now, dear, fiom what you
were when we liked each other first. Some-
thing grester and higher, I know well.
While 1,” she went ¢n sadly, ‘am just the
ssme—a farmer's ohild, fit only for the
farm. I can not to you and hope to
feel as others do.” .

“Dear Ruth!” he said, and his eyes were
wet with generous tears, “‘what oould put
that nonsenee in your hear! You can make
me bappy, desrest. None kmows you but
ia bappier sod better.” " .

“Thank you for saying that,” she eaid
simply, and looked up once into his face;
“you {wu s loyal heart, dear. 1 judged it
rightly. Perhaps I may be worihier ot you
than, 1 said, and” here bher voice again
sunk 1o a whisper—*1 will try to prove it."”

At last it came, the wedding day. We
were sssembled in tzsl big ‘:iﬂor_A:l“
Tyrrell, the 'squire and I—joined presently
b)! the two h:iqdelmnids; Misa Nellie radiant
and eager, Clara coloriess gs & white rose.
Bob followed in grand tenoe, snl our hittle
cortege was ready 10 set eut for the village
church, whose beil was ringing & Inerry

al.

N"Whare'l Ruth 7' cried Nellie. “Ab,
here she is!" And Ruth came in, robed in
white, as became a bride; with her wedding
veil, too, but that she carried on her arm.
There was a dew, I think, in her kind eyes,
but her lips were parted :n a smile.

“Were sou waiting for the bride V"' ahe
said.

A screen stood in the corner of the room,
and she moved toward it, holding Clara’s
hand.

“Move the screen, dear Bob,” Ruth said;
“] want to show yoa something.”

He pushed it aside, aud saw the mutilated
porrait. |

“You can finish that."” said Ruth, softly,
wit the Iady Fits to you all ber life.” And
she put Clara's band in bis.

Ot course, the wedding, ladies, did not
take place that very day; but, although
Aunt Tyrrell's bewilderment and perplexity
were extreme, she was not long oburate,
being natarally of a romantic turn, and re-
calling sundry episodes of her vouth. Be-
sides, she could not but acknow l=adge Rath’s
authority in the premises, and consented at
the end of a week tnat ber will should be
made law. Poseibly, bad my advice been
sulicited, I ehould bave counseled & still
longer postponement, remembering & eer-
tain bavker-in New York who might be
deemed to have an interest in the matter.
But the stoie army of husbands holds no
veteran more thoroughly disciplined, snd I
doubt not my excellent uncle received such
dispatehes from his commanding officer as
well-nigh reconciled him to the catastrophe.

1 c#n vouch that the wedding breakfast—
for that feature of the ceremony was not
omitted —was in all respects a delightful
feast, aithough the bappiness of the mar-
ried psir may have been a thought less
besming and irrepreesible than we are
wont to see on such occasions. 'Squire
Allen was the life of the banquet; indeed,
he could ecarcely have shown more elation
had the wedding been his own. There was
another person in the company who might
have liked a place beside the gentle hostees,
but, as the ‘squire sat on Rath’s right hand,
Mise Nell snd I diverted cne another.—
Overland Monthly.

On Women and War.

Mr. Ruskin, in his *Crown of Wild Olive,"”
says that women, if they wished, could
easily put a stop to war—that all waris
waged for their eakes, and becanse they
desire it. Althovgh this view may exag-
gerate their power, it is certain that they
conld do much to prevent war if they
would only be in earcest about it. Most
women profess to dielike war; but whena
conflict is imminent, they will not move a
finger to prevent it. It is not true, as Mr.
Ruskin adds, that they ‘‘draw the curtains
of their boxes and muitie the openings, so
that from the pit of the circus of slanghter
there may reach them only at intervals the
ha!f-heard cry and a murmur as of the
wind'a sighiog when myriads of eouls ex-
pire. They shut out the deatheries, and
are bappy, and talk wittily among them-
selves.” A lay writer, in quoting the
above remarks, “Or if their hearts
are moved with pity, and they meet
together to prepare lint and clothing for the
suffererr, it is & nice operation, and they
are rather sorry when it is over. They
rarely take the trouble 1o inguire into the
eftects of war u their tellow-country
women and the women of other lands. As
to the military system, with all ita sur-
ooupnmf. they have a positive admiration
for it. Every officer is to them a bero, and
a prospective Leonidas; every soldier is a
devoted patriot. They will go out of their
way any day to see a regiment, or to hear s
militury band; not simply tor the sake of
the bright colors and tuneful strains, but
the waritke element in the show. As long
as women's rnclieo differs 80 widely from
their proteesions, it will be in vain to ex-
pect any good reeunlts from their influence
upon society. Again, women must use
their practical iofluence at home in the
cause of peace. An irritable, unjust
wother will probably make an irritable,
upjust som, who will grow up into
a oparrow-minded man, inclplgle of
comprehending the laws of right and jus-
tice. P'ublio opinion in each country must
greutly depend upon the oonduct of the
uation. Apd further, let all women who
have time to spare devote a portion of their
leisure hours to ewrnest work for the ;ause
of peace in union with the men and women
who are already laboring for this end. For
it is no destructive and revolutionary work
which the peace society advocates.” It is
the gradual reduction of the armaments
which are filling the earth with dismay; the
establisbment of law in the place of an-
srchy; the avoidance of quarrels whenever
possible, and the peaceiul eettlement of
such disputes that must arise. It is not un-
femivine and degrading work, uufit to be
touched by a woman's band, neither is it
efleminate and undignified, beneath the
efforta of a brave man. It is the work of
ennobling the human race, and spreading
ord;s;. pesce and love throughout the
earth,”

A Martyr te Science.

When, only s few weeks ugo, the cholera
was raging 1n the slums of lin, & young
pbysician, scarcely past his thirtioth” year,
mude himeelf remarked by the boldness
and persistency with which he entered the
infeoted quarter, and the apparent reckless-
nesa with which he exposed himealf to the
contagion. It is worth while that his name
should be remembered; it was Otto Ober
meir. He bad another object besides that
of relieving, and if poesible, curing the poor
creatures whom he visited. He proposed to
to himself to investigate, in the presence of
the living pestilence itself, its causes and
its development. At last the brave young
soul thought he had discovered the clue,
and with & heroism far above the heroism
of the battle tield, as it is nobler to sacrifice
one’s self to eave men than to destroy them,
he resslved to test bis discovery upon him-
self. It was an awful experiment; Ober-
méir knaw full well that he stuked his life
against the hope of quering the ebol

Ubtm-l:r from one of his patients some
of the deadly choleric germe, he went deli-
berately to his room,

neil snd paper at his ide, lay

own opon the bed, opened a vein in b
arm, and inserted the deadly poison. He
thought he had discovered how to nentral-
ize it; if 80, man was master of the pesti-
lence forever. But he was wrong, and the
error was fatal, He lived sevbn hours and
then died; but during thoee seven dying
bours, the young hero obeerved, with soien-
tific exaotness, the effects and p: 3 of
the disease u him, and nem‘. -
&llhorhl‘a: nol - his oh;:{rvaf:m down, un-

within the ve ur when the
spirit left the bod;’

laced = table with

mohu- o g facts of the

80 legacy of
Otto O , Ay, te the
vietory, 'Hebb; himself to
A ppleton’s Jowrnal, »

if woe and pov-
erty and sorrow had prevented s growth of
hair on his pate.

Presently an old man left his seat near
the front end of the car, and bending over
the child he asked of the wother:

“My dear woman, do you want to do me

hard winter, and won

& great favor ¥’

“Why—why, sir—,” she
confnsion.

I have not long to live, for I am old and
feeble,” he continued, ‘‘but before I die I
desire to lay my hand on that baby’s head !”

She made no objection, snd he placed his
hand on the shining pate, moved it this way
and that, and asked: >

*Madam, have you given thia child a ceg-
nomen yet""

“Yee, sir; we've named him,” she replied.

“Aud, madsm, allow me to hope that it is
8 nams befitting the intellectual appearance
of the child.” X

“We call him Bascomb,” ehe replied in &
whisper.

“Bascomb! Capital! You don't know
what a load yeu bave taken from my beart!
I feared you had,like many other people,
named him after some big mau or womsn,
or racing borse, or something. You are
sensible, you are, and if I was a brass band
I'd come around and serensde you this
Wi evening!”

She was very red in the face from embar-
ressment, but he saw only the baby, whose
bald head kept trying to dodge out from
under bis han

“Yes, I'm truly glsd,” be presently con-
tinued, *“‘that you didn’t nswe him George
Washington. Washington was a deceiver,
sure’s your born, though lota of Ameri
hate to own it. bid you ever hesr, madam,
thl;rGenerd Waskingtoh once stole a eider
mil

“N—no,"” she stammered.

“You didn't! Why, it wasn't two weeks
before his death that he stole a cider mill
from a nice old Ba minister, and if he
hadn’t died when did be would have
been jailed and made tolry emart money,
It you had named the child after Washing-
ton I conld never have met him without
feeliog my ache over your Jack of
judgment.”

Litile bald-head shrank up to his mother,
snd she turned and looked out of the win-
dow. The old man, bowever, continued:

“And I'm so glad you didn't name him
after Daniel Webster. Mr. Webster was »
good public speaker, and be knew con-
siderable about businees, but he wasn't the
man he was cracked ug.b be. Why, madam, .
that same Daniel Webster was eaught with
a ham on his shoulder one dark night, jost
when le was the most popularist, ana he
had to pay $200 to settle it. He was a big
man, and it was all bushed up, whils yon
and I, madam, wonld have been jer! to
jail in & wink, because we are only common
folks. It makes me shiver when I think of
how you might bave mamed this baby
Dmliﬁl 'Websur and blasted his bald head
tor life!"

She looked up at the bell-rope and around
the car, but there was no escape.

“And yoa might have named him Patrick
Henry,” lofl.lg.:’onﬁnmd the old man, as he
rubbed the y's head again. “Named
him after a man who'd hook fish off'n an
orphan boy's fish-line. I know what I'm

king about, madam. Patrick Henry had
quite good learning, and he wore go'd
clothes, and you couldu’t get a counterfeit
bill on him. but he had his balky tricks,
after all. Would you believe, madam, that
he would walk seven miles on a dark night
to hook seed-wheat!”

The bald-headed bady had got tired of the
thing, and now to cry. The old man
nudged bim in the ribs, aud said:

“Bascomb, be a good boy! When youm
grow up, my boy, beware of polygamy,
Brighswy, and the many evil influences to~
be wet with around a corner grocery.”

And he raised his eyes to the mother and
added:

“Well, I don't know as I can give yon
apy hints as to how yoa had best bring him
up. If you should ever get sick of him 1'd
take him in a minute, for there’'s something
about his head which has toushed a tender
spot and made me love him "

She waa 'i:t four blocks from home, but
she pulled bell.

“And I'm glad you didn't name him Gen-
eral Jackson,"” said the old man as bhe
ted the bald head for s last time. “Gen-
eral Jackson whipped the British at New
Orleans, to be sure, bat what about his
passing a counterfeit ten-cent on Gen-
E:I ette! If amed this

¥

stammered in

ou n
Go.ﬁnl Ji uhn’l should iu\'e‘l th
going, e Good-by, my son, an on
never walk on the M track, and don’t
try to sit down om a picket fence!"—New
York Graphic.

- . —
The Belis of Limerick.

The old bells that hung in the tower of
the Limerick Cathedral were made by &
young Italisn after many years of patient
toil. He was proud of his work, and when
they were purchased by the prior of &
neighboring convent, pear the Lake of
Como, the artist invested the profits of the
sale in a pretty villa on the margin of the
lake, where he could hear their -ingelus
music waited from the comvent cliff across
the waters at morning, novn and wnight.
Here he intended to pass his life; but this
happiness was denied him. In oue of those
feudal broils whieh, whether ecivil or
foreign, sre the undying worm in &
falien land, he suftered the loss of his all,
and when the storm psssed be found him-
self without home, family, friends and for-
tune.

The convent had been razed 'o the ground,
and the chefs-d’@urre of his handiwork, the
tuneful chime whose mueic bad charmed
his listening ear for so many happy days of
his past life, had been carried away tos
foreign land. He became » wanderer. His
bair grew white and his heart withered
before he again found a resting place.
all these years of bitter desolution the
memory of the music of his beils never
left him; he heard it iz the forest and in
the crowded city, on the sea and by the
banks of the quiet stream in the basin of
the hills; he heard it by day, and when
night came and troubled sleep, it whis-
pered to him soothingly of peace and happi-
ness. One day he met a mariner from over
the sea, who told him a story of a wem-
drous chime of bells he had Ire-
land. An intuition told the artist that th
were his bells. He jonrneyed and vo;
thither, sick and weary, and sailed up the
Shannon. The ship came to anchor in the
port near Limerick, and he took
» small boat tord'no purpose of reaching
the city. Before him the tall steeple of S&.
Mary's lifted its turreted head above the
mist and smoke of the old town. He leaned
back wearily, yet with a happy light beam-
ing from his e; The angels were whisper-
ing te him that his bells were there. He
prayed. “Ob, let them sound me a lovu(:}
welcome, Just one note of greeting, O,
bells! and my pilgrimage is done!” It was
a beautiful evening. The air was like that
of hisown Italy in the aweetest time of the
year, the death of the spring. The bosom
of the river was like » broad mirror, r+fleet-
ing the patines of bright gold that flecked
the blue sky, the towers and the streets of
the old town in its clear depths. The lights
of the city danced upon the wavelets that
ﬂpsled trom the boat as she glided along.
Suddenly the stiliness was broken. From
St. Mary’s tower there came a shower
silver eound, filling the air with mnasic. The
boatmen rested on their oars to listen. The
old Iialian crossed his arms and fixed his
stresming eyes apon the tower. The sound
of his bells bore to his heart all the sweet
memories of his buried past; home, friends,
kindred, all. At last he was happy—teo
happy to speak, teo happy to
When the rowers sought to arouse him, his
tace wnlnpmmd to the tower, but his eyes

breathed his. Jlast. Hie own che/odwusre
“ -bell."— Har
e rung ‘passing’

Max Strakosch and Frederic Robimson
are said to be the best chess players in
New York. Robinsen plays ohess better

than be plays Hamlet.




