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THE FALLEN EMPIRES.

BY A. B. COLLING,

On Bayou Teche, where deathless oaks display
“Their canopies of green, and mocses sway
“Their aged locks in sombre mien beneath—
“The trees of life, the trail'ng wb.u of death—
Zn former years the cane-grown arpents smil ed
Par down to where the cypress forest wild
En gioomy shade +s vied with summer’s heat,
And waited for the tides to batlie ites feet.
“The ebon hordes, with those whoee skin betrayed
The Saxon blood, in daily tuil srrayed
Bensath thedriver's 1ash had tilled the oil
And wronght the forests into fialds of &poi’;
“The thrifty thousands ted the favo:ed few,
Ard wide plantations feudal empire grew.
“The orange, date, banana, fig and prune,
With burstiug fruits breathed on the air perfume.
And monthlv ripened dainty tastes to please
©f those who dreamed in luxury and ease.
Awong tt ese felds the lordly manaions rose,
“Whose halls ia revels broke the n ght'asepose;
For while the fields were tilled by slavish hands
Acd knew no spot of unproductive rands,
#The plsnter proud of birth. with frieads and kin*
Dreamed out the years in indol-nce and ein;
Mo toil to tire his }imbe avd brain by day,
*The night was rpent i festal follies gay.
The men were counted brave if they could dape
*To duel over cards, the women fair.
To rule and not ve ruled, the leading thought;
The commonwealth of nations was forget.
Amid this pride of princely station feigued;
Amid the peity powe & so bseely gained;
Amid the royal banquets round the board,
As when, surprised, Belshazzar's feasting borde
Defied Jehovah's word, and purged away,
Left nonght behind but ruin sod decay,
"The plaater of the Bouth, and ladies fair,
Por mighty sins s mighty ruin share,
The call to battle takes their sors away,
And leaves a gloomy cioud npon their day;
While deat h dispelis the last few joys of home,
“The weak and aged doomed to exile roam.
*The furrowed fields unfenced neglected lie;
Intruding eaplings climb up toward the sky.
The ivy covered chimneys of the mill,
Like castle towers of kinges, are standing still,
Bat sighing breezes make their deep throats groan,
Xdke wounded glants lef; to die alone.
“The roofl lderi ion sadly calls
The names of maidens who bad graced its halls.
As o’er the crumbling pile the pale moon shines,
“The weeping Vesta haunts her moss-grown shrines,
“The ghosts of empire whisper in the breese,
*‘Our masaive forms have tallen to appease—
Nay, not appease, but suffer—for our wrong.”
And V.sta's sighing in her evening song
Js not that these bave perishad, but that we
Bo slowly learn the artof liberty;
That we 00 slowly leara that men are men,
Wo matter what their former state bas been,
8o tardily the nation’s hearth restore—
“That simple brotherhood i# koown no more.

Steamer Robert Mitchell, Mississippi river, June,
2976,

_———

UNDER THE SEA AND WHAT CAME
OF IT.

They were scrambling down the rocks,
& gay, chattering procession—pretty Kate
with her captain; Dr. Gray supporting
his invalid wife; Helen, Isabel, Tom and
their midshipman cousin; last of all,
Esther Vane-—alone. It seemed to her
morbid fancy right that it should be so.
Henceforth she must be alone—always.

The little guide trotted on in advance—
his round, ten year old face wearing the
wacant look so strangely common to that
part of the Maine coast, with its glorious
wsoenery. There the ocean is considered
simply a vast depot of herrings and
“porgyoil,” and the mountains as out-
‘ward obstacles in the way of a primitive
husbandry. ‘‘Blast 'em, I wish they was
flat,” the ratives say, as their plows
encounter the boulders at the base; and,
if they look aloft at all, it is to calculate
the perches of ‘‘medder land” which
might be made to occupy the same area,
if (t)lw hoight: lvere o:t of the way.

ur party felt on the eve of great thin,

Having arrived only the gy befoE::
Mount Newport with its wonderful reach
of sapphire sea, the bluffs, the lakes in
their settings of dark blue hill, were still
to them the images of things not seen.
This, their first excursion, they had dedi-
cated to the ‘‘Grotto,” or *““Devil's Oven,”
a8 the coast people term it; a sort of sub-
marine cave, unveiled, and accessible at
Jow tide only, and a great wonder in its
way.

- 'The path grew steeper. Carefully the
followed its windings, step by step, snre’;-
footed Kate acoepting the help she didn’t
meed, for that pleasure in being guided
and watched. And now the little guide
pauses, and with a frackled forefinger
points round a projection of rock. All
orowd tothespot. Ah! there it is—the
oave of the mermaids! A shriek of min-
nd surprise and enchantment burst from

party at the sight.

Beneath the low browed arch the rocky
floor rose, terrace after terrace, till in its
highest recess it met the roof above. A
Hloor for the nereids to dance upon; a floor
of pink coralline, gleaming here and there
through pools of emerald water left by the
Tetreating tide. And each of these tiny
lakelets seemed brimming with flowers—
the flowers of ocean—green whorls, like
chestnut burrs; anemones with their
dahlia bloom; brown and rosy mosses
about whose tendrils bright fish darted
and played, and snails of vivid orange
clustered; broad leaves of brilliant dye
swaying and undulating with the motion
of the pool; mivute specks of life flash-
ing every iridescent hue. Earthly garden
was never 80 gorgeous. The rocky shelves
were dimpled with hollows, softly, ex-
quisitely curved. No fancy of the old
classic days seemed too fantestic or too
fair for the spot. The imagination in-
stinctively kindled into pictures, and saw
the sea nymphs sporting in the foam; bold
#ritons winding their shells; mermaids
playing at hide and seek; nixies and
mocking water sprites peeping from the
basivs—all dreamland and wonderland
opening, and the common earth put aside
and far away.

With cries of delight the party made
their way down and scattered through the
cave. There was room for an army. It
‘was hard to realize that with the returning
tide the space r.ust fill, the gateway close,
and leave no resting-place for human foot.

“You said the tide was going down,
didn’t you, little boy ?”

“Ye-ah.”

*You're sure 7"

“Ye-ah.”

*“That’s nice,” cried Isabel. *¢Then
we can stay as long as we like. Oh! do
somebody come here and see this.”

8be was lying with her face almost
touching the anemones. Nobody respond-
ed to her call. Eich nad found some
ot..er point of interest.  Tom had fished
_mueunhm, aud was exbibiting it.

sud llfle cnl; ‘tain, in a niche of their
own, at safe whispering distance, were
absorbed in each nthegr. Esther bhad
climbed to the topmost ledge, and was
sitting there alone.  For the first time in

had been tickled with parasols, and made
to shut and open and shut again; the
began to sigh for further

m&oca:qm and Mrs. Gray to con-

sider it very

*Little boy, ain’t there semething else
near by which we should like o see?

*‘Guess s0.” .

‘:}Vell, what i;!it! T°!‘x"' please.

“There’s the ‘Heads, ! J

«Qh! how far of is that? A mile, did
you say? That’s not far. Papa, tbe' boy
says there’s a place celled the ‘Heads only
a mile away, snd we want to go and see
ijt. Can’t we go? Yow know the way,
don’t you, little boy?”

“Yeah.” . . :

«I think this place is very damp,
sighed Mrs. Gray. *I should be reslly
glad to go somewhere and feel the sun-
shine sgain. I begin to bave ereeping
chills. Suppose we let the boy show us
the way to this other place, father.”

“Very well. Get your things
girls. Come, Esther, we're going.

Esther roused herself as from a dream.
«0, Mr. Gray! must I go? I'm in the
middle of a gketch, you see. Could’nt you
leave me here quietly, and pick me
up as you come back? I should like it so
much.” L
«Well—I don’t know. The tide is go-
ing out, the boy says; there won’t be any
trouble of that kind. Are you sure you
won’t be chilled, or lonely?”

“Qh! quite sure.” .

“Promise me that if you are, you will
go to the cottage at the bend and warm

ourself, or sit on the rocks in the sun.
We'll look for you in one place or the
other. Good-by, my dear.”

“Good-by, sir.”

“And, O Esther, you must bave some
lunch. You'll be starved before we come
back,” eried careful Helen.

So she and Tom and a basket made
their way upward, and a deposit of sand-
wiches and port wine was left in a eonve-
nient crevice within reach.

“Good-by, dear. I hope the sketch
will be lovely.” And they were gone---up
the hillside—Mrs. Gray last, leaning upon
her husband’s arm.

+Poor child!” she said, “it makes my
heart ache to see her look so sad. Didn't
you notice how she was longing to have
us go, and leave her alone?”

“And the very worst thing for her. She
needs rousing, and all this morbid think-
ing does her harm.”

The voices died away. Esther caught
the words, and she smiled at them—a bit-
ter, little smile. That was what all of
them said since her trouble came. She
must be roused—amused—and they had
crowded business and pleasure upon her
until she sometimes felt that she could
bear it no longer. This was the ficst time
in many weeks that she had felt really
free, free to be silent, to look sad, to cry
if she wished. What a luxury it was! No
anxious-eyed mother to watch her—these
comparative strangers withdrawn—this
cool, darkling sentence—it was delicious!
There was something in the very nature of
her trial which made it necessary to veil
her grief with reservee. A black
dress she might wear—Paul was a
cousin, and some show of mourning
is allowed for second cousinhood,
even, and for intimate friendship,
such as theirs had been. But no one
knew of the unavowed engagement which
bound them since that hurried farewell
letter in which his love found utterance,
and which only reached her after he sailed,
the sailing from which there was to be no
return. No one knew, as they talked com-
passionately of her having had a ‘‘dread-
ful shock, poor girl—her own cousin, you
know, and such a fine young fellow”—
that her heart was wearing widow's weeds
and mourning its dead as the great loss of
life. It wouldn’t bear talking about, so
she kept silence and tried to wear a brave
face.

At first there had been a little hope as
rumors came of one boat-load escaping
from the midnight collision; but that was
over now, and the terrible suspense was
past, and every thing had faded into a
sort of fixed acceptance of sorrow.

Left alone, she found with some sur-
prise that she didn't want to cry. All the
morning she had felt that to creep away
somewhere and weep, and weep her heart
out, would be so good; but tears are con-
trary things. She sat there, dulled intoa
calm that was almost content. She was
thinking of the time when Paul had vis-
ited the island, and climbed about that
very ¢ave. On the very rock-shelf where
she sat, he might perhaps have rested.
She liked to think so. It brought him

earer.

A little later, she put her sketch away,
and crept down to a broad ledge, where,
through the arch, the exquisite sky-line
was visible. The turf tumbled, and

chimed like distant bells. She lay as if
fascinated, her eyes fixed upon the shin-

ing horizon. Somewhere far beyond it
was the spot where the good ship which
beld her all went down. Down where?

Her imagination ran riot. Cleaving the
liquid depths to the inmost sanctuary of
ocean, she saw the golden sands, the
shadowy green light percolating through
miles of water—the everlasting repose
which reigned there beyond the reach of
storm, wiud or hurricane.
fix the wandering images, and to think of
it as a haven no less tranquil than the
quiet mounds under which are pillowed
beloved heads on earth. Bat it would nof
stay.
chill piping winds whipping the foam
from the waves, of roar and tumult, and
a heaving wilderness of dark waters,
came over her; and through all the re-
frain of Jean Ingelow's pathetic strain
mixed and blended:

She tried to

Thoughts of tempest and fury, of

*And I shall see thee no more, ro more,
Till the sea gives up its dead.”

And then she thought, as she had
thought before, how glad she should be
to die! Life didn't seem desirable any
longer, and it would be blessed to be with
Paul, even at the bottom of the ocean.
And thinking thus, the long eyelashes
drooped more and more heavily, peace fell
upon the brow and lips; she was asleep,
asleep and dreaming a sweet, joyful
dream,

How long she slept she never knew.
She awoke with a sensation of intense
cold. The spell of slumber was s0strong
upon her that for a moment she did not
realize what had taken place. The cave
was half full of water. Her feet and the
hem of her dress were already wet, and
the roar of the waves beneath the hardly-
distinguishable archway told that the tide
bhad surprised another victim, and al-
ready the avenue of escape was barred.
Was this the answer to some unspoken

prayer?

The thought flashed over her. Had she
really prayed for death? Here it was, close
at band, and she was conscious of no
gladness—only an intense instinctive de-
sire for life. It was too dreadful to be
drowned in that hole, and washed away

‘llige a weed. Life was worth living, after

iiad somebody said, or was she dream-

ing, that a portion of the cave was left un-

®ix weary months a sensation of pleasure
had come to her, and she was conscious
of bat one longing—that they would all
80 away and leave her to realize it. With
some vague hope she got out color-box
and portfolio und began to sketch.
8ketching, she had discovered, kept peo
ple ff uud furnished an excuse for si-
fce. .
Aud %o an hour or more passed by. She
beard us in 8 dream, the chatter of the
others, their questions to the little guide,
his 510 1, jerky replies. The pools were all
®xplored; the ses urchins atd anemones

some indication. Ah,

covered by the water? She could not re-
member, but now she searched about for
surely this was
one,—a cork, a scrap of paper, lodged on
the higher shelf,—fragile things which a

tide must inevitably have washed away.

With that instinct of property which sur-

vives shipwreck and fire, she collected
her drawing-materials and other little be-

longings, and retreating with them to
this possible place of refugs, wrapped
ter cloak about her, and with folded

bands sat down to await her fate,

flow
pools, how each star flower and
m-deﬂ:azn snd golden weed,

|| trembled and quivered as with delight at
i ing touch.

#s refreshing Each anemone threw
wide its petals and expamded into full
blossom to meet the spray baptism. No
ﬁl‘f‘l eye ever looked upon sightmore
charming; but.its beauty was lost o the
-shivering and 4errified girl

The doorway had quite disappeared.
8 spray deshed against her dress.
The struck her face. She shrank,
and clung more tightly to the rock. A
preyer rose to her lips; and though the
tremulous light of the submerged areby-
way a strange ehadow begam to go and
come, to move snd pause and move again.
Was it fish, or weed, or some mysterioue
presence! Did it eome accompanied by
life or death? .

Mezntime upon ‘he rocks above a dis-
tracted group were .collected. The party
had come gayly back from the ‘‘Heads.”
Dr. Gray, ignorant landsman as he was;
had grown uneasy .and hurried them
away. Arrived at tho *‘Grotto,” the full
extent .of the calamily was at once evi-
dent. The boy had mistaken the tide—
flow for ebb—and the only hope was that
Esther, diccovering her danger in time,
had taken refuge at the cottage near by.
Thither they flew to search; but, as we
know, in vain.

The sobbing girls hung distractedly
over the clif, listening to the hollow
boom withk which the waves swung into
cavern beneath—sickening to think of
the awful something which might at any
moment wash cutward on the returning
billow. The gentlemen went for assist-
ance, aud brought a couple of stout fisher-
men to the spot. But what could any-
body do?

“If the poor yotng woman has sense
enough to climb up the right hand corner
and set still, it won't hurt her none per-
baps,” one of them said. “Not more nor
two tides a year gets up there.”

Ah! if only Esther cculd be told that!
They could but trust powerlessly to her
steadiness of nerve and cammon sense.

*‘She’s such & wise thing,” Helen sobbed
out. So they waited.

A rattle of wheels came from the road.
They all turned to look, and some one
said: “Perhaps it’s a doctor!” Though
what earthly usea doctor could have been
would be hard to say.

A figure was comi¥ rapidly up the

th—a young man. Nobody recognized
gi‘m, till Dr. Gray started forward with
the face of one who sees a ghost.

“Panl! Good God! Is it possible?”

“Yes, doctor,” with a basty hand-
skake. “Noother. I don't wonder you
stare.”

“Buat, in heaven’s name, how has it
come about? Where bave you been since
we gave you up for lost ?”

“Jtis a long story. You shall hear it

some day. But"—rapidly—¢* forgive my
im&uﬁence—where is my cousin? What
is the matter?”

There was a dead silence. At last, with
a groan, Dr. Gray spoke :

*Paul, my poor fellow, how can I tell
you! Esther is below there.”

“In the ‘Grotto’?"” .
“In the ‘Grotto.” Can anything be
done ?”

The young man staggered. The glow
faded from his face, leaving him ashy
pale. For a moment he stood irresolute,
then he roused himself, and his voice
though husky was firm :

“It’s a frightful place; still there is no
absolute danger if she keeps her presence
of mind, Istayed there over a tide my-
self once, just to see it. Is your boat at
home?” to one of the fishermen.

“Yes, sir.”

“Fetch it round, then, as quickly as
possible.” Then to Dr. Gray: “I shall
row out there opposite the entrance and
make a dive for it. If I come up inside,
it’s all right, and I'll see that no harm
happens to Esther till the water falls, and
we can get heront.”

“But—the risk!”

“‘There is the risk of striking the arch
as I rise—that is all. I'm a good swim-
mer, Doctor, as you know. I think it can
be done. You can guess,” with a sort of
pale smile, ‘“‘how I have been counting on
this meeting; and to leave her alone and
frightened, and not go to her, 18 just im-
possible. I shall manage it—never fear.”

The boatcame. Theysaw it rowed out,

Paul taking the bearings carefully, shift-
ing position once and yet again before he
was satisfied. Then he looked up with
bright, confident eyes and a nod, and
clasped his hands over his head. A
splash—he was gone, and the water closed
over him.
Within the cave Esther watched the
strange, moving phantoms which dark-
ened the entrance. The splash reached
without startling her, but in another sec-
ond a flashing object whirled down and
inward, and rising, the waves revealed a
face—a white face with wet hair. In the
pale, unearthly glow it wore the aspect of
death. It drew nearer; she covered her
eyes with her hands. , Was the sea giving
up its dead, that here, in this fearful soli-
tude, the vision of her drowned Paul con-
fronted her—or was she going mad?

Another d, and the hands were
withdrawn.” The'peril, the excitement of
the past hour, | strangeness and un-

reality of the spot, combined to kindle
within her an unnatural exaltation of feel-
ing. Had she not joraved this? If they
met as spirits in this land of spirits, was
sheto be afraid of Paul or shrink from
him? No, a thousand times no!
The face was close upon her. With
rapid strokes, it drew near—a form
emerged—it was upon the rocks. With
a shriek she held out her arms, Cold
hands clasped here—a voice (did dead
men speak?) cried: “Queenie, Queenie!”
The old pet name! It was Paal’s ghost,
but none the less Paul. “I know you
are dead,” she said, ‘*but I am not afraid
of you,” and felt unterrified, a strong arm
entold her. But the breast upon which
her cheek rested was throbbing with such
living pulsations that, half aroused, she
began to shudder in a terribly blended
hope and fear, and she shrank away from
his touch.

“O Paul! are we both dead, or only
you? Is this the other world?”

“Why, darling,” gently seating her on
the rock, “you are in a dream. Wake up,
love. Look at me, Esther. Iam nota
dead man, but your living Paul. Feel my
hand? It is warm, you see. od has
restored us to one another, and now, if
His mercy permits, we will never be
parted again.”
*Paul ! Paul !” cried Esther, convinced
at last.

They were very happy. Prosy folk,
could they hnvel’{ookel:i in, wouldy have
seen only two exceedingly wet young per-
sons seated high up on a rocky ledge,
with receding waters rippling about their
feet; but they, all aglow with life and hap-
piness, scarcely knew of the lapse of time
before the shimmering line of light ap-
peared at the mouth of the cave,

With blessed tears streaming down her
cheeks, Esther heard his story; how,
picked up—the sole survivor of that dread-
ful wreck—by an India-bound trader, her
lover had lain delirious for many weeks in

a far land, unable to e name or
story; and, in part ree@ started at
once for home, and advance of

the letters which toldg And so
they had met here, *he0
gle and almondine;” 1
story of his perils, it

hand she neld as if she r again could

The cave was full of pale green fight.

I.et:lgo. . -
bat provident little Helen—bless ber

heart —¢builded betier than she knew,”
inpmdm such a store of damp sand-
wiches . refreshing wine for those
last .r::oding dl:;;:od lgti:ht‘iln
at the e
rocky gate and the vista of the-sea tinged
with rosy sunset, and Esther, aided by
strong arms, left ber prison, it was with
s glow like the suneet upon her cheeks,
and in her eyes such a radiance.of happi-
ness that it fairly dazzled the forlorn,
bedraggled group above. Mrs.:Gray em-
braced her fondly, and fell incontinently
into a fit.of long-deferred hysterics. The
boys executed a war-dance of congratula-
tion, and Eelen and Ysabel laughed and
cried for joy. And as Isther tarned with
Paul for a last look at the scene of her de-
liverance, the chime and murmur.of the
sea seemed full of blessing—the blessing
of the dear Lord who had compassion
upon her weakness, restoring her to life,
and to that life its last joy. With thank-
ful heart she went her way.
So we leave her.

DOWN HILL,

A s'ory they tell ¢f slunatic man,

Whno siid down hill iv a warming-pan,

Fe steered himself with the haudle, of course,
And clucked away as he would to a horse,

His legs, it is true, were somewhat in the way,
And his seat rather 1ight, if a body might say;
But he landed all right at the foot ' the hil’,
And for all that I kuow, is 8i ting there still.

You smile at the story, and wonder how folks
Can get from their brainssuch a terrible hoax;
Betsliding dowa hill is many 4 msn

On & much worse thing than a warmicg pan.

Bowe cre going down at ful! epeed nxh\belr pride,
And others who on their sting ness slide;

But the strangest way of taking that ride,

Is to go,ss some do, on a jug astnde.

Bewar>ef such coasting, or like Jack and Gill,
You'll wake sorry work in getting down hill

Beware, i~ with what other evils you tug
There's nothing like suding down hill ons jug.

e e
OLD ABEL'S MILLSTONE,
BY MARIAN NORTHCOTT.

“Understand me, Abel; both my father
and myself are perfectly eatistied with the
amount already paid.”

“Many thanks to you, sir, for the saying
of it; but notbing short of the full rum wiil
satiefy me. At the time (eight years ago
next mid ) it was reckoned at & hun-
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{ counterpart of her father, and her judg-

make haste, be set off at s brisk trot,
mmh cheery whistle as he went

And sure home she was. ‘When
he ‘had threaded 'his way thyeugh a laby-
rinth of Westminster bywaye, and atlest
reacied the corner ef the narrow atreet in
whick were his lodgings, and invelantarily
cast his eyes up to the second floor window
of one of the houses, he knew as well za
though he saw her standing before him that
she had managed to reach homefiret. No

1sughter. mdv” E

..nd -n‘.z be h:l’ had
mm:m&l.ul'o m.-m;u was .:ldut.l:»
grossed ondrous joke, seiz
ml:i’ m'ﬂnrow his arms around

op|

’ t which the damsel, who did
nP:t ﬁk.o'b.olnc.lluhed at, told the devoted

to “a-done, and not be so silly.”
l“"‘oerell, what brings you here!” inquired
Abel, whoee laugh had now subsided into &
giggle, and wiaking at his young friend.
'-Why,ﬁ father, he saw me ho!n"o and

3 bt the b

landledy—overflowing with kiad a8 she
mwight'be—oould provide such a heart wel-
come to honest Abel as his dsughter Polly.
Why, the very coals d to bara bright:
and send forth a more ruddy glew when |
she had coaxed them into a flame. The re-
fleetion of their cheery warmth showed |
iteelf upon the drawn blinds, ard bespoks |
the eomfort and love fostered witkin the
humble lodging shared by Abel and his
daughter. i
28 Felly handsome! No. Was she
retty! Searcely that, for her features
acked harmony. Yomrhad to look below
the surface to discover what made Polly
the idol of ker father’s beart, and the eause
of anxieties unspeakable to homest Tom
Smith. Firet of all, Poily was short. 8he
had light brown bair, which formed iteelf
into nataral ourls and danced about her
head in the most provoking coquettish
fashion. Her eyes were a soft liquid blme,
her nose slightly retrousse, and her lips like
no other womax’s in the world—at least so
Tom Smitk thonght. .
So much for Polly’s outward characteris-
tics. In temper and resolution she was the

ment was far in excess of that possessed
by most giris of her age {(eighteen). She
was of indastriows habits, was thoroughly
domesticated, acd, above all, possessed
& Leart which as warmly responded
to the appeal of the suffering as
it echoed the jeys of those it loved.

Polly’s usefuiness was not confined to the
two rooms on the e¢econd floor. She had
served her apprenticeship to the millinery
business in the house posseseing the ser-
vices of her father, and, strange to say,
Tom 8mith was one of the young mea who
“served” at Messrs. Leostring & Tool’s.
Of course the love affuir was kept very
quiet; and sometimes poor Polliy’s heart
toumped with fear lest the eecret should
be discovered, for in the eyes of their em-
ployes Loostring & Tool were terrible peo-
ple indeed. Abel and his daughter, how-
ever, kept nothing trom esch other; so that
the simple hearted old warehouseman %as
speedily mede acquainted with the state of
affairs, and by no means dissvproved of the

dred and fifty pounds in round bers. I
mean to pay it every farthing, please
Heaven, if I live long enough. If I die
afore, I hope Polly 'll keep up the payment
reg'lar.”

“But really, Abel, I don’t like taking
this money. I am esure these payments
must cripple you rerribly.”

*Never you mind that, Mr. Baker, janior.
I feel something on my conscience which is
worse than hunger or cold, and it won't be
easy until I've paid you all. There’s five
pound ten, sir; not 0 moch as last half-
year, becanse of Polly’s illness in the
spring; but I hope to make it more next
time. If you enter the sum in this book
and add it up, you'll find it makes ninety
pounds ”

“Ninety pounds exactly. Well, if you
insist on my taking the money, I suppose I
must. Is your daughter married yet,
Webbi”

“Not yet, sir.”

“Likely to bel!"”

“Well, I'm afeard it's nigher than I like.”

“What! you disapprove of her cnoicel”

“Qh, no, not & bit. He'll get on, that
boy will. He's sober, honest and manly;
and all that’il tell in the long run. Bat I'd
rather she hadn’t anybody atter her—least-
ways ontil the debt's squared 'twixt you
um{ me.”

“A debt that,as you know, we already
consider discharged.”

“Bat which I don’t, Mr. Baker, junior.
However, I'm a-keeping you. Good night,
gir; and many thanks for your kindness.”

With that Abel Webb retreats, hat in
hand; and bowing to Baker, junior, with
every backward step he takes, tinds himseif
by and by at the haif glass door opening to
the outer office. Arrived here he once more
thanks the young partner of Baker &
Baker, wholesale draggists, of Ipecacuanha
lane, Aldermanbury, and at last emerges
into the crowded thoroughtare.

It is the dusk of an October evening, and
brisk dapper young men are hurrying along
the narrow courts and alleys, bent upon
the delights of home or the intoxicating
leasures they expect to find elsewhere.

he large warehouses are closed, and the
gas burns but dimly in the grimy chambers
appropriated to those whose duty it is to
remain in the premises after business hours.
Abel Webb takes ecant notice of what is
passing around him. He is a little man,
poorly clad, epon whose shoulders tifty-five
years of unremitting toil, anxiety, trouble
and heavy disappointment weigh heavily.
His hair is as white as the hoarfrost, and
the wrinkles upon his forehead and the
dark hollows heneath his eyes make him
appear a far clder man than he really is; but
despite his puny stature, his weather-beaten
aspect and the wrinkles of age, he is as
hopeful in spirit as ever, while there rests
upon his features an expression of patience
and determination, giving token that Abel
Webb still thinks himeelf capable of many
» tussle in the struggle for life.

Generally speaking, Abel can not be con-
sidered a good walker; neither does he or
dinarily whistle stirring national melcdics
as he elbows his way through the teeming
streets. Yet whenever he pays his half-
yearly visit to Baker,Jr., he seems to be-
come imbued with fresh life, fresh hope
and increased strength. The patient old
man recognizes the change himeelf, and
ioifnll feels that the millstone of debt,
which has for so many years hung about
his neck, is less heavy than before. Oh,
how earnestly he hopes to live to free him-
self of his burden. A long, weary task is
still before kim; bat he has learned trom
past experience how much may be accom-
plished by persevering application, and
daily feels himself approaching nearer and
nearer the purpose of hia later life.

Away from the close thoroughfares of the
oity on to the Thames embsnkment. His
walk had been long and fatiguing, and
resting his arms upon the stone balustrade
he pauses for a few meoments, with his eyes
fixed upon the dark silent-flowing river.
His recent conversation with Baker, junior,
fully occupies his mind as he thus pauses
on his homeward journey, and upon the oid
man's flushed and wearied features there
breaks a smile of self-satisfaction as the
thought crosees him of what 80 many other
men would have done had they been placed
in his situation.

“A hundred and fifty pounds,” he mar-
murs, a8 he looks out wpon the sweep of
waters betore him—*a lot of money, a lot of
money! Easily squandered, but -how difhi-
cult to save! A fortvne to men like me.
Honest Abel Webb the boys used to call
me at school; honest Abel Webb I bave
been to my employers, and honest Abel
Webb I'll try to be to the end of my days.”

In no spiric of Pharisaio egotism does the
old man thus address himself. Integrity,
devotion, and truth are component parts of
his nature. Briefly his life passes before
him as the vool antumn breeze plays with
his white locks, and he watches the flicker-
ing lights by the river’s bank. First he sees
bimself kneeling by his mother’s side and
lisping a sngle prayer: then, bending low
his head, he feels her gentle, loving hand,
and hears her sweet voice pray that God
will bless her child, and cause ghe precious
seed of His word to fall upon good ground
and bring forth abundant harvest. E'en now
a8 this vision passes before him, he humbly
boews his head, and ¢jaculates with fervent
ordor, “Amen!” Next comes the school-life
in a little midland village. Then the kind-
ly face of the vicar, who had been the means
of ntroducing him to a large city house,
rises before him. To this succeed recollec-
tions of his employment in the house of
Baker & Baker; his marriage; the birth of
his boy Sam—the child of promise that was
to be asolace to his declining years; his
acceptance of the sitmation of a ware-
houseman in the establishment of Loostring
& Tool, the whoiesale milliners of Wood
street; and the one sorrow of his life—a
eorrow (hat seemed in its deep intemsity to
engulf all the joys of preceding years.
After this come visions ot the long, earnest
struggle to right & grievous wrony; last of
all, the remembrance of the kind words
addressed to him but an hour previously in
the wholesale druggists’ private room.

The clanging tones of “B'g Ben” awoke

Abel Webb from his reverie. With the
dd Poll;y

hts

thought that his d
would be home before him if be didn’t

; h, though he devotedly hoped it would
not be brought to an issue until he was
freed from the burden which had so long
kept him, by his own free will, almost pen
niless.

The ascent of Mr. Webb’s appartmenta
was to a stranger an experiment attended
with many difficnities. As in most poor
localities, children were in great foree: and
on wet days it was the pleasi t

lovingly within his own, he said:

or & P

My stars, that’s & beauty. I'm much

obliged to yeu, Tom, for there’s nothing I
like better. Some people says cowoumbers
ain’t good; that you ought to peel 'em nice-
ly, and then fling 'em out of the window;
but taken with a little of the rind oo, & bit
of ingun, and lots of pepper, I don’t think
there's much harm in’em—leastwise they
don’t harm me.” And apparently cueum-
bers were thoroughly inocuous to Mr.
“Webb, who epeedily drew his chair up to
the table and began to ply his knife and
fork with a will. i '
Mr. Tom Smith deliberately waited antil
his old friend had completed his repast, and
tken explained the object of his visit.
Polly, who was busy clearing the ®upper
table, wanted to leave the room, but her
betiothed wouldn’t hear of such a thing;
and by and by that gallant swain exercised
his influence with such marked success
that, all a-glow with blushes, she was in-
duced to take a seat upon the footstool be-
tween the two men, of whom it wocrld be
hard to say which loved her best.

“You know, Mr. Webb, Polly and I have
been courting a long time, nigh upon eight-
een monthe, and were beginning to think—
that is, I'm beginning to think (chis altera-
tion in_response to a protest from Polly),
its time we got married. I don’t like to s:e
her wearing her young lifs out in oar ho:
work-rooms. My salary, as vou know, is
at prasent £80 a year, and I live on 1he
premiees. Now I thick if I was to tell Loo-
string the facta of the case, and that I
wanted to live away, he'd give me £130
Now ain't that enough to get marrisd oo,
and have you any objectivn to Polly and I
being married at onoel”

Here Tom Smith paused, not bescause he
exhausted his subject, but for the reason
that he was out of breath.

Then Pol'y took up the parable. Siding
her stool to her father's side and resting
her head upon his koee, she said tremb-
lingly:

-‘KD!;n't thiok, daddy dear, that my being
married will make any difference to you
and me, for vou are to come and live with
us; eb, Tom?”

Mr. Smith, thus appealed to, vowed that
his father-in-law’s residence with them wae
considered quite & settled matter, as in
truth it was.

A tear stood in old Abel's eye, and his
voice quivered with emotion a3, laying aside
his pipe and taking his daunghter’s hand

“Tom Smith, I know you to be a true and
h fellow. There is no man upon the

p g of
the juveniles belonging to the house in
which Abel resided to employ their infan-
tile leisure in games upon the stairs or on
the landings of the two floors. The house
was let out to several ilies; and, as the
ladiea of the establishm¥®nt more closely re-
sembled Leah than Rachel, a degree of
mirth and reckless gayety pervaded whst
might be termed the lungs of the house.
The children, too (being naturally of a
hospitable and eocial disposition) were in
the babit of inviting neighboring juveniles
to share their exhilarative pleasures—a cir-
cumstance tending in no small degree to in-
crease the noiwee commencing at daybreak
and ordinarily ceasing about midonight.

In total darknees it was certainly con-
fueing to have one’s ears saluted with a
very babel of voices; to find the balustrades
occupied by aspiring young gymnasts; to
place one’s foot upon a warm yieldiog maes
of humanity, that would thereupon send
forth a yell of remonstrance, speedily
bringing from tha retirement of the wash-
ing tub and ironiug table toiling, perspiring

difiiculiies, however, one soon became fa-
miliar; 8o that when Abel Webb bad opened
tha etreet door he speedily reached his own
apartments.

How cosy the little place looked! It was
a pattern of neatness and domestic com-
fort. The table was laid for sapper, a nice
crisp loaf being flanked by a piece ot
checse (placed upon a emall plate in order
to make it look more than it really was),
and, yes! really a gigantic cuonmber.
Polly, who was kneeling before the tire,
vigorously plying the bellows and ineciting
the coals to a perfect fury of flame, had not
lighted a candle, and certainly none was
wanted. Tae bright blaze bronght into full
view the nettle-geraniom occupying the

table in front of the window; it lit up the i

face of this earth I would more desire to
eall my eon-in-law; but beforg I
content to your marriage I must tell you of
something that may perhaps cause you to
draw back.”

trembling accents, resumed.

years, what I am about to tell you might
never have been know to either of you. I
was still & young man when I first entered
Baker & Baker's warehouse; you, Polly,
were three years old; but your brother Sam
was eleven or more. He used sometimes to
bring me my meals at the drug warehouse,
aod onos or twice Mr. Baker—the old maa
I'm speaking of now—took notice of him.
As I was a bit of a favorite he psed to say
me, ‘Now, Abel, when that boy's old enough,
I'll take him into the counting-honees, it you
like.’
words, and your mother and myself did all
wa could in the way of sending him to schol
and such I'ke, ¢ as he should be fit when
Mr. Baker wantsd him. Ob, how we loved

Imammas; or to lose vne'’s balancs by tread- | that boy! How proudly we watched him
ing upon marbles or other awkward ob | grow up, and what hopes we formed of
structions by the way. With thess little | hiw! Sam scemed a steady, industrious

lad enough, and for a time he certainly
gave great satisfaction in the counting
house.
handsome a fellow a8 you might wish to
see, though I'm his father as says it, He
was a general favorite in the office, and at
last got truated to collect some of the debts
due 0 the firm. About this time there
came a sudden change in hia habits and
appearancs
mother very much. He got to keeping
late hours, made some bal acquaintances,
and began to dress extravagantly. It
was no use oanr cautioning him, for he
seemed determined to go ¢n his own course.
Bat all the sorrow and disappointment we
telt was as nothing to the feartal blow that
almost stunned us when, oo a chance exam-

ive my

Tom was about to speak, when Abel, in
“If you'd both been content to wait a few

If I would like! I treasured those

He was then eeventeen, and as

which alarmed me and his

nation of the books, it was found Sam had

photograph of

roomw; it showed th

shoe, once worn by

paternal love.
“Why.

kies that it might

home a long time.”

know where.

“Heaven bless M
words!"” responded

woolen comforter e
after a pause, ehe

ain't it? All save
Polly.”

*0 father, I don’
weren't to deprivi
yvl?)y. we shouldn’t
it?”

the miid-looking woman
(Polly’s mother) on the other side of the

e brass-knobbed piece of

furniture, to outward view a bureau, but to
the initiated frequenter of Abel's apart-
ments nothing more nor lees than a turo-up
bedstead. in which the father himself slept;
and it reflected ite brightness upon the side
board, with its ornaments of ware, a few
books, and the old-fashioned work-box,
containing 80 many relics dear to Abel and
his daughter; nmong others a tiny baby's
8

that boy (now dead) on

whom Abel had lavished such a wealth of

you'ré rather late, father, an’t
youi” inquired the girl, epringing to her
teet, and fiving old Abel such a sounding

almost have been heard

on the pavement outeide, if anybody had
been cnrious enough to listen.

“I've been

“Well, Polly, I've been to the savings
bank, and afterward to Aldermanbury—you
I took tive pound ten; and
Mr. Baker, junior, epoke so kindly, that the
time slipped by and ’'twa« seven o'olock
pfore I knew where I was a’'most.”

r. Baker for those kind
Polly, giving her fither

another hearty kiss a8 she unwound the

neireling bis neck. Then,
asked, ‘‘Does not that

make ninety pounds you have paid?”
“Yes, ninety pounds.

It's a good deal,
d, too, by you and me,

t do mueh to it. If you
e yourselt of cowmforts,
have paid off twenty of

“Don’t say that, Polly. If it was not
for your earmings, how could I put my
wages into the savings bank, s I do nearly
eve{z mouth "

“Well, daddy, dear, you know it's only
you I've got to live for,” eaid the giri
archly.

“What's that you say ?” replied old Abel,
highly pleased with his daughter’s remark,
but determined pnot to be hoodwinked.
“How about Tom Smith? I)’'ye mean to
say that you don’t care for him ¥’

“Hush !"” Don’t speak so loud.”

Polly blushed, and looked halt frightened
toward that corner ot the room where the
big bureau cast its shedow.

*Why, there’s nobody can hear.”

“Yes, father, the ohildren might; and,
children sometimes make a lot of mischief,”
observed that little wiseacre, Polly. Then,
with a desperate intention of changing the
subject, she eaid, “Yon must have a great
coat this winter, or you are sure to have the
rheumatice, a8 you had 'em last year. Ub,
Ieaw a beauty in the Horseferry road to-
night—8o thick, with nice warm lining in-
side. and the price only eighteen shillings.
Second-hand, of course, but almost as good

to me than aver.”

embrace, and, when she had kicsed the tears

guilt, and I was too sensible of the kindness
of his employers to allow them to suffer. I
resolved, come what might, that I would do
my best to repay them. For this I daily
denied myeelf; for this [ narrowed your
opportunitiea of education; and this, next
to your happinesss, my child, is the object
of my life.”

paid half yearly was to discharge a debt of
your own ”

know the trurth! When your brother left

wignt it has been my constunt end~avor to

embezzled his employer’s money to a hun
dred and fifty pounds. From the moment
of that terrible discovery your mother
drooped add drooped until she died. What
he had done with the money he would never
tell; bat the head cashier (Mr. Robert Wil-
mont, he who went soon after to Australia)
declared that more than once he had heard
the boy talk about horse raciog; and it was
m this way we always considered tho
money had gone. As for Sam himaelf, he
stuck to it hard and fast that he was not
guilty of any dishonesty. He swore that
the money he'd ccllected had always been
paid over to the hier; but the evid
the other way was too strung, and our boy
was branded as a thief. Mr Wilmont,
who was angry at Sam’s insinuations,
wanted him sent to prison; but Mr.
Baker was a merciful mas, and did not
bring upon us farther disgrace. After this
1 felt I could ne longer remain in Mr.
Baker's employ, and thus it was I went to
Loostring & Tool’s. So that Sam might
have a chance of getting back his charac-
ter, Mr. Baker gave bim a letter of intro-
duction to a merchant at Bombay, <ome-
where i - India, who might bo able to fiud
him employment such a8 woaldn't have
temptations. Sam eag-rly jumped at the
offer, but up to the moment of bis depart-
ure declared himself 1nmicent of steaiing
Mr. Baker's money P.or fellow! it was
the last we saw of him. Befirs the vessel
reached India she met a fearful hurricane,
and every soul on board her perish-d.”
Overcome by these painful recollections,
Abel buried his face in kis hands and wept.
Complete silence reigned in the room for a
few moment, and then Polly controlling
with an effort the strong emotions tha:
swept through her heart, crept to her
tather’s eide and placed her hand in his.
*Dezar father,” she said, in broken tones,
“‘the story of your sorrow makes you dearer

The old man withdrew his hand from her

from his cheeks, resnmed:
“ I'hera could be no doubt of your brother’s

“Deuar father, and until now youn have al-
ways led me to believe that the amouut
“My darling, was it to your interest to
E giand you were bu. a cbild. Up to to-

hide the reul facts of the case from you. I
bad hoped to have paid «ff the whole

a8 new.”
*Oh, I think I ca

“And I

n do without it this year.

Lev’s save the eighteen shillings, and ‘send~t
it to Mr Buker, junior.”

““Nv, I shan’t allow anything of the sort.
I'm juet as anxious as you are to pay our
debtis, but I'd rather work my fingers to
the bones than that you should suffer an-
other year as you did last.”

, t00,”” added a strong, manly
voice, - which seemed to issne from Mr.

Waebb’s sleeping place. .

Polly gave a shriek., then burst into a
ringing laugh that seemed to fill the room
with joyous harmony, like the round ot
bells upon a frosty night, and Abel, turning
suddeunly in his chair, saw the burly form
of Tom Bwith emerge from the dusky cor-

ner.
“Hallo, Tom,” shouted Abel. *“So you've
been listening. Well, luckily, you ain’t
heard no secrets. I soppose you are one of
thuaey 'ohildron that makes misehief, as Polly
8ays.
This retalialion upon bis daunghter struck
Webb as such un extraordinary masterpiecs

of witticism that he fairly rosred with

our head..”

und disclosed a happy smile up .n Polly’s
quite sufficient answers to the question.

amount before you got married. Tom’s
propo«al to-night, howesver, has frightensd
the secret out of me, for I eould not allow
him to marry you without knowing the
truth "

“Aund now I do know it, Mr. Webb,” ex-
olaimed Tom, w0 had be-n trying to speak
for some time, but had been unanle to do so,
owing to a strangs seneation us of marbles
roliing up hia throar, aud & derermination
of waier 1o his eyes—*now I do know it, I
am wore than ever desirons of making
P lly my wife. I thousht of having the
baus put up pext week, and then we oan
be wa ried before anotner month is over

“Bai, Pully,” inquired Abel, “is not that
rathar soon?”

. His duugrer was at that moment engaged
in sitending to the fire, the br ghtness of
which bad dormng the recirai of Avel's reve
lation become svmewhardiwmed Just after
be spoke & cheery flame sgsin shot torth

fuce un & blush upon her che-k, forming

ey ——
o oy “

pe
ing the stairs caught Abel's ear,
“Here, Polly, quick with the caundle,”
cried; *‘there is some one wants us, or
mistaken the floor.”
Th illumin

e room had hitherto been ?
solely by the fitful gleam of the fire,;
Jjust as Polly had got the candle t
door was ned, and in strode Mr. B
ker—Buker, junior—whom Abel had left by
an hour and a half before.

“Q, Abel,” eaid Baker, with his bro
ruddy face glowing with excitement. ‘I’

news for you—npews that'll make yom
heart leap from your m."”

silen® amaz-ment.

‘;Why t{“' ::y sb.om_ill“ v’o o‘l.gho years”
8go was thooght to be guilty of robbing ne~4«
is proved to have been inn'zoonz." &
Abel sank back in his chair, bis face grew,

Tom Swith and his daughter, who had™
rushed to his side. "

gasped.
“An hour after you left my office a I

bourne, and was to the effect that our late
cashier, Robert Wilmot, having received a
fatal injury through being run over in the'
atreets, in his last moments made a deposi-
tion before the legal authorities that your,

#on wae i , that he hi If had a ,"
propriated the moneys of the firm, and in
order to his own delinq
compelled to tix the guilt unon some one.,
else. The official papers will arrive by

n=xt meil. Abvel, believe me, no person {

sell.”
speak, bat the pressure he gave the ex-

junioi’s, sincerity.

“it gives me great pl

never to touch a penny of it; if
before you were satiefied you had discharged

money to your deau
however, to give it
and if you will come to our office to-morrow
I will hand over the five Eer
whioh has ace: ued since the first payment.
Good-bye, Abel. I feel myself an intruder
now. Good-h,ye, and Heaven bless you, my
honest tellow.”
Baker, junior, who seemed with
word to become thicker and thicker in his
utterance, then placed in Abel’s lap & small
canvas bag which gave foith a chinking
sound, and once again heartily wringing
the old man’s hand, bounced from the room
ere any one conld bid him farewell.
“Polly, Polly,” whispered Abel, “‘give me
that workbox.”
The girl knew what he wanted, and
slnced the box hefore him. She saw his
ogers draw from ifs contents of precions
relics of a by-gone day a tiny baby’s shee,
which bad belonged to her. The old man
held it within his hands, and after geszing
at it for a few seconds drew 1t 1everently
to his lips, and murmured, “ bo{ainlo-
cent, my boy mnocent! Ob, tiat had
lived to see this day!” S
Tom BSmith stele his arm around the
waist of his betrothed and drew her to the
window. They raised the blind, and look-
ing out witnessed the heavens resplendent
with myriad stars and a bright cresenct-
shaped moon.
¢Polly, dear,” said Tom, “it’s the first
day of the new moon. You ought to wish,
and what yon wish is sure to come true,”
“Is it, Tom?"” replied the girl, with & wist-
ful trusting look in her eyes, that made
bim draw her sotill nearér to him. “Do
you know I have watched for the new
moon and wished regularly the same thing
for many months pas:?”
**And what was your wish, Polly?” in-
quired Tom, archy. (I think he knew, al-
though : e pretends to be quite ignorant.)
“Ou, if I were to tell you now, the charm
might fail. Aek me, dear, when the next
new moon comes, and perhaps I'll tell you
my wish.”
“Then, darling, we ehall be man and
wife. His voice had sunk to a whisper,
but it reached her ears, and when the
words ceased her head sank upon his
shoulder. The fire in the grate died away,
the candle upon the table flickered and at
length went out; but with ite last ray it
showed the old man rapt in the contem-
rlnion of his precious relio, and the two
overs—one in heart and mind—etill gaziog
upon the peaceful splendor of the star-
checkered firmament.— Tinsley's Magazine.

The Man with Influence.
A oandidate for a county office was
lounging around Main street, smoking his
cigar and canvassing in his mind the
chances for and against his election, when
he was approached by a seedy lookin,
stranger, who brought him to a halt an
asked:
“Be you Mr. —1”
“That's my name,”" replied the candidate.
“I s’'pose you've never heern tell of me,
hev’ yer " said the stranger.
“Can't eay that I ever enjoyed the pleas-
ure of your acquaintance; that is, not to my
knowledge, theugh I may have met yon
during my European tour. I met a num!
of distinguished individuals then; perhaps
you are one of them.”
“No, sir, you did not meet me in Yewrop;
though I might &’ bin there if I'd a wante
ter. I've seen better days, and was wealthy
in my time. I'm a forty-niner, and hev
had more money than you could shake &
stick at.”
“QOh, button up your lip,” said the candi-
date, who was getting out of patience, *I'm
cold and want to go in the house.”
“But one word, and my bueiaess with yonu
is ended—not wy business, but yours—it'a
for your own benefit that I make the propo-
gitton.”
“Well, what's your propogitioni”
“Now, look a here, afore we begin, I want
yoa to know as ['m a rustler from taw. I've
got more politicle infloo’ace than you’ve got
auy idea on. I &in’t no striker; I'd cut my
head of aore I'd strike a candidate for a
pieee; but I must bave money to spend with
the buys, to keep them in the traces, as it
were, Your name brings up reckleckshuns
of my chilihood’s days; my folks to home
had a hired girl of yer name, and for the
sake of early reckleckshuns I want to stand
in for yer. I want to see yer 'lected, and
on 'lection day you will find my brain plan-
nin’ and my good right hand execatin’ to
win for yer a glorious trinmph at the polls.
Jnet hand me out & handred dollars and 1’}
send in voles so thick and fast it’ll make
the inimy crawl inter a knot-hole.”

“Ob, blazes,” said the candidate; “I
haven’t got any hundred dollars to give up;
I'm struck for coin on every cormer. You
fellows must think I'm Flood & O’Brien.”
“Well, I doa’t know but I might git along
with fifty,” returned the man of influence.
‘‘Come 10 think on it, I guness I could man-
age to squeeze through with it; but the boys
is powerfal absorbent.”

“Oh, let me alone,” said the now tho-
roughly irritated candidate. “I've got
other uses for fifty dollars than giving it to
an old sriff like you.”

**Me an old stiff !” exclaimed the rustler.
“I knowed you didn’t know me; I’d scorn
to be an old stiff, and if it's any objek to
you to have & man of infloo’nce working for
you among the boys, fur the insigniticant
sum of twenty-five dollars, say so now, or
8ee me arrayed on the side of the inimy next
Tueesday.”

“0, go off and die,” said the candidate as

he walked away and started to enter the
door of a saloon.
“Jest one winit,’, said the stiff, as he laid
his band on the candidate arm; “yer doun't
know tow yer’s throwin’ off on yerself; I'm
a8 dry asa fish, and if & man of infloo’nce
ain’t wuth two bits’ wuth of whisky, Id like
ter know what there is in this county that’s
wauth anything?”’

Heo got the two bite.—Eureka (Missouri)
Sentinel.

Roll in riches.
Roll in riches.

Get your tickes. Extra drawing.
Gt your ticket, Extra drawing.
Got your ticket. Extra drawing.
In a few days.
In a few days.
$50,000 cash. $50,000 cash.
&'50.000 ocash. .000 cash.
$50,000 cash, ,000 oash.

4
80 glad I've found you at home. “I've good®

“What—what_ is it?” exclaimed AbeLy
while Polly and her betrothed looked on imy;

paly, and his hauds clutched the wrists of”"

“How—how do you know this” llq;,,

from Australia was delivered—it was writs'd
ten by a gentleman, a magistrate in Mel«

was ' s
4
more rejoiced at this intelligence than my-

The old man was in tears—he counld not-él»
tended hand evinced his belief in Baker, &

*“And, Abel.” continued the new oonor,:

thau I can tell you—to hand you back your £

£90 Both my father and myself resolved i
you died, .
the sum we should have handed over the '*
ﬁhur. I am delighted, s5

ack to you personally; .

cent interest- :
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