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Abraham Lincoln.
BY E. H. STODDARD.

This man, whose homely face you look upon,
‘Was one of Nature’s masterful, great men;
Born with strong arms, that unfought battles

won; ;
Direct of speech and cunning with the pen.

Chosen for large designs, he had the art
Of winning with his humor, and he went
Straight to his mark, which was the human

eart;
Wise, too, for wiat he could not break, he
bent.

Upon his back a more than Atlas-load,
The burthen of the Commonwealth, was

laid;
He stooped, and rose up to it, through the

road
8hot suddenly dowawards, not a whit dis-
mayed.

I1old. warriors, councilors, kings!—all now
rive place
To this dear benefactor of the Race!
Seribner for February.

Darl: Days.

Londen, on the very hottest of July
days, is not, perhaps, the place of all oth-
ers where one would choose to live, _al-
ways supposing that the power of choice
were left us. We should find the glare
on the pavements;and on the white houses,
the close, oppressive stmosphere, the
brown and withered grass in the squares,
perfectly insupportable after a very few
days, ar d we chould fly to Cowes or Ryde,
to Norway or New York, for change and
refreshment. I
. But if, like Polly Marker and *the
boys,” we were moneyless, homeless,
friendless, outside the great Babylon, we
should probably spend the July days as
she did, and revel, as the boys used to
do, in the “jolly heat.”

Polly was the eldest of the family by
four years, and, if you care to look ather,
as she stands clinging to the railings of
the Square gardens, I think you will
agree with me that there is something in
her face that makes you wish to look
again. Straight soft hair laid smoothly
on each side ol & narrow head, surmount-
ed by a sun-bonnet; & wide, sad mouth
and humorous eyes that belie, by their
sudden twinkling glances, the story of
the face. The eyes arc a family feature,
moreover, only Dick’s are iarger, and the
lashes that shade them are more indisput-
ably Irigh,and are Polly’s pride. Dick
is standing, with his hands in his pockets,
leaning against a lamp-post whistling,
while the baby lies lazily at his feet,
sucking the brushes out of his shoe-black
box—for the whole family are waiting
for a job.

Suddenly Polly, who has been gazing
intently and wistfully at geraniums in the
Square, and making believe she is a lady
and this is her own garden, drops her
bands hastily from the railings and re-
treats backward toward the boys and the
Square gardener shakes his fist at her
from the inside. * And if you could give
me a few flowersfrom the evening, Stand-
ly,” she says, in a loud clear voice—for
she is still *“ making pelieve” that this is
her own gardener—*I shall be much
obliged.’

“Oh, I say Polly,” says Dick, remon-
straitingly, as the baby sets up a howl of
anguish, “ you're just treading on him,
you know, and you should just look
where you're going, you know.”

Polly's dream thus rudely disturbed,
she becomes prosaic instantly; picks up
the box she has upset, gives the baby an
admonitory slap, and thumps him down
on the pavement some two yards further
off, where he cries privately, in a silly,
whimpering way, for some minutes, and
then begins a laborious progress toward
the blacking-box again.

Suddenly out ot Green Street, over
which the afternoon shadows were folding
down, a horse came picking its way dain-
tily into quiet, sunny Grosvenor Square,
tThe horse was a wicked-looking chestnut
and it came up the centre of the road,
tossing its pretty head, and stepping bigh
with its four white-stockinged feet. The
whole family rose with one accord, and
Polly pointed out the beautiful creature
for baby's admiration, but Dick had
caught sight of the rider, and was stand-
ing motionless. The rider was a lady—
young enough in reality, but old to Dick,
to whom twenty-one lay in such a very
dim future. She sat her horse well and
lightly, looking straight between the

delicate, sensitive ears. She had golden
brown hair that the sunjcaught and gilded
into a glory, and she had brown eyes
that liggtcd upon the children presently,
a8 they stood watching her. Her groom
had jnst turned the cormer as she
beckoned to Dick and handed him a
letter.

“Will you drop that into the letter-box
for me?” she said, “and here is aixpence."

Dick took the letter, touchifig his rag-

curls to the sweet eyes and shining

ace; then he closed his hand on the mon-

ey, and darted across theroad to drop the
letter into the box.

The lady turned and called out,
“Thank you,” as she passed him, canter-
ing out of the Square, and smiled again,
leaving Dick gazing after her entranced.

“What a beautiful lady!” he said, go-
ing back to Polly’s side, with a sigh.

*“Yes, very pretty,” said Polly; “and,
my ! what a horse!”

“She had such a low voice!” said Dick.

“Yes, precious low,” said Polly; “I
couldn’t hear a word she said. My? how
could she come a-walking into the Bquare
like that?—wouldn’t Thave been a-cant-
ering, just!”

“Hadn't we better go home?"” ventured
Dick, presently; “there’s no use standing
here all day.”

“How much did she give you?” said
practical Polly stretching out her hand to
touch the one that covered the ' sixpencee

“Bixpence,” said Dick opening his fin-
gers; but there was a mistake some-
where, for in the middle ot his hot littl-
palm lay a shining sovereign, and all the
glory of the sinking sun seemed to flicker
in little shafts of light on the piece of

1d.
gti‘E!lhut your hand tight,” said Polly,

8 breathless whisper—“the gardener, you
know--and we'll go home.”

“But mayn't we ?lpend the sixpence?”
said Dick, aggrieved, while his lips quiv-
ered —- “just for dinner, Polly?”

“Of course,” said Polly, sharply; “we’ll
change it and have dinner, and keep the
change; oniy don’t cry, Dickie, and if
you'll take baby, I'll carry the box.”

They sauntered along, in a little pro-
session of three, all down Green Sireet
and into a dirtier, drearier, part of the
town—aived down side streets and alleys
to a little dinner shop that Polly knew,
where the procession stopped.

“Two slices of bread ang two bacons,*

-

8aid Polly, to whom the possesison of the
sovereign imparted & novel dignity, “and
a ha’porth of milk, and- this to change,
Mrs. Nixon.”

Mrs. Nixon rung the coin down on the
counter in & business-like way, and then
ooked sharply at Polly for a minute, and
said : “You're rich, aren’t you, my dear
—-and where did it come from?” ;

“Qh, we've got it tochange,” said Polly
“and we are to keep the sixpence.”

“Well! you're honest children,” said
Mrs. Nixon, kindly, “and takes after your
mother; so there's your dinners, and
there’s the change-—nineteen blessed
shillings and a sixpence.” :

They took the slices of bread and bacon
out into the sunshine, and ate itsitting on
the pavement;and they fed baby by turns,
while Polly kept the money tight in her
hand; then, when the feast was over, they

arose slowly up, and went away down the |

dark alley, where men and women stood
about in discontentcd groups, up acreak-
ing wooden stair, to a door, of which
Poily had the key, and the other side of
of which they called “home.”

It was a room that, to unaccustomed
eyes would have looked very blank and
bare and desolate, tor the bed was only
4 long low weoden frame with a coup'le
of blankets and a checked quilt upon it.
The table was a box, and other furniture
there was none, save a couple of rough
stools and a cupboard ; but over the man-
tel-shelf there was nailed up a little gal-
lery of portraits, with a setting of pea-
cock’s feathers and a background of chi-
na ornaments—a faded dagueneotype of
a pretty woman with a baby in her arms,
acommon photograpi of a lad in hussar
uniform, “For Dear Mother,” scrawled
beneath it, and an alarming black
head that bore the name of “Father"—
though the eyes must have been clever
and loving indeed that could have traced
any resemblance between that startling
outline and the tall, quiet, consumptive
man, who had lived out his weary life
among the uncongenial souls in Crowe’s
Alley.

Well, it had not affected him so very
much, after all, and they were kindly
people in their way. They used to step
on tiptoe,when they remembered, past the
door of the room in which he lay propped
up by pillows, gazing patiently out at
the sunrises and sunsets that just glim-
mered in over the roofs of the other
houses. When he died and the “missus”
fretted for him, and money was slow to
come in, they cheered her up, and helped
her, these rough folks, snd forget that
they used to consider her “fine” when
they brought her “just a drop of gruel,
dearie,” or “a slice of bread for the chil-
der,” and set up for an hour or two when
the fever came upon her, and saw that
she was decently buried when she died.

After that, time was a miserable blank
to Polly for some weeks. The baby was
fretful, and Polly’s arms were unaccus-
tomed, for mother used to nurse him
always; and Dickie used to cry at nights
a good deal, until the folks in the alley
clubbed together and bought him a
blacking-box, and he began to earn pen-
nies. By that time Polly had learned her
way to the pawn shop, and the room was
beginning to look empty, and the child-
ren were not so neat as they had been;
but, through all the misery and loneliness
and want, there was something beautiful
growing into the little home—a kind of
glory springing up in Polly’s life that
made it grander and nobler than it used
to be, when she was little and selfish, and
mother cared for her.

Tired and worried, she sat down this
evening on one of the broken stools, and
hushed the fractious baby to sleep, soften-
ing her voice to a kind of mourntul hum,
while Dickie leaned against her knee
listening. Then she laid him soitly in
the bed, and tucked him in, and she and
Dickie took down the ragged Bible and
read a verse, and then sat on for a long
time in the darkening room, looking out
of the narrow window, and thinking.
Well, Dickie was thinking of the lady’s
face he had seen in Grosvenor Square, and
of the nineteen shillings and sixpence;
and Polly, with her tangled head laid
down gpon thesill,and her tired hands
crosseg on her lap, was wondering where
the pennies were to come from to-morrow,
and if—she raised herself suddenly, and,
went over to the fire-place to lean her
head upon the wall under mother's pic-
ture, as she had a way of doing when she
was very tired. But it must go too? —if
she must come in tired some evening, and
have no mether to go to, even a picture—
if she must wake up in the night, and
creep over the sleeping boys, and have no
spot on the wall to which to turn and be
comferted? “ Why, then, I must bear
that too,” thought Polly, “and I shall
grow used to it.”

“Polly,” said Dick, suddenly, “where’s
the money?”

“Oh, I've put it in the box,” said Polly
—*‘“down at the very bottom; and we
must take it out with us every day, Diclk,
until we see her again, you know, to give
her the change.”

“I shall go tobed,” said Dick, yawing;
“help me, Polly, I'm so tired.”

So Polly forgot herself and hér own
troubles, and helped him to undress; and
then she drew the curly head on her
shoulder, and sang to him as she had
done to baby until he fell aslcep. And
if her arms ached as she laid him gently
down, and if she fell asleep over her
prayers, and if the restless ba g kept her
wakeful till the gray morning dawn, who
wus to know it save He who neither
slumbereth nor sleepeth, and, perhaps,
the dead mother whose name she sobbed
in her sleep before the sun fell on her
face and awoke her?

The room was emptier than ever, and
food was scarce and bread was dear; but
then baby was beginning to walk, and
the sun was not so hot, so that Dick was
not so tired and cross; and Polly, in her
love of making believe, had developed a
talent for mimicry that caused many a
shrill laugh to echo through the empty
room, and even to find its way down the
crooked stairs into the court.

“Set the door open, mother, “little Bil-
ly O'Flanighan, the cripple, usedto say;
there’s Polly Markerat it again.” And
if he could have crept up to the chil-
dren’s garret he would have seen Polly
with the blanket tied round her as a skirt
and peacock’s feathers in her hair, mak-
ing believe to the admiring Dick that
she was the lady of Grosvenor Square
going te court.

She laughed more than she used to do
at first, this brave Polly; but when the

lay was ended, and the boys were in

d, having laughed themselves to sleep

[

over their supper, Polly would turn res-
olutely away, put her share into the
cupboard, and creep cold and hungry be-
tween the blankets. Bo,asthe days slid
into weeks, and the autumn weather set
in, Dick grew stronger and healthier, and
the baby flourished; but the folks in
Crowe’s Alley shook their heads over Pol-
ly’s thin face with its hectic flush, and
said aside toone another that she was ge-
ing the way her father did, and nv wen-
der, poor lamb! 3

But Polly was very happy; ber life
was such a busy one, and the boys so
good, that the void in her heart was be-
ing sradually filled up; and even when
the day came that she had to stand on
tiptoe and take down the peacock’s feath-
ers and the pictures and the chine orna-
ments as a last offering to the pawn
shops, she found that she had not time to
be 8o very miserable, after all.

She sat on one of the stools with the
pictures in her lap, and made the boys
kiss them, and,just for a minute, tears
came to her eyes when Dickie, Kkissing
the black head obediently, looked up to
ask, “But who is it, Polly "

“Why, it's father,” said Polly, “and
dear mother, and you, Dickie, when you
were a wee thing like our baby, and
Willie—our soldier, Dick, that died.”
And Dick said, “ Oh yes; I ‘member.”
and turned away to play horses
with baby round the empty’ room,
while Polly sat on, with all her household
goods in her lap, and tears in her frank
blue eyes.

“T thought Dick would have remem-
bered,” she said to herself once; and then
she gathered up the pictires and took
them away to the shop, locking the door
behind her.

And all the time that the funds were
getting lower, and the winter weather
was setting in, and pennies were getting
scarcer, the nineteen shillings and six-
pence lay in the big box by night and
in Polly’s pocket by day; only, one even-
ing, when the landlord had taken away
the box as part payment of the rent, and
things were looking so sericus that the
neighbors began talking of the “ House,”
Polly took the moncy, and, having no-
where else te put it, laid it out in little
heaps upon the mantel-shelf, and she and
Dick sat down and looked at it.

Baby was fast asleep in bed, the church
clock outside had just boomed out ten on
the frosty November air, and most of the
lodgers were quiet—for the Crowe’s
Alley folks went to bed early; Polly sat
with her thin check resting on her hand,
and Dick was lying on the ground at her
feet, when suddenly the boy said, “ Let's
count it, Polly.”

She must have known instinctively to
what he was alluding, for, though she
started, she rose without a word, and,
with steady fingers, laid the shillings
side by side along the mantel-shelf,
“ Nineteen shillings,” she said, slowly,
*and the sixpence.”

“Itseems hardly worth while to leave
the sixpence there,” said Dick, in a hur-
ried whisper, “does it, Polly? If it were
ours—"

“af it were ours,” said Polly, with
brightening eyes, “we’d have a good din-
ner to-morrow, Dick,and not cheap bread,
and we'd give baby milk without water
in it.”

“And if it were all ours?’ said Dick,
still speaking softly. :

“If it were all ours?” interrupted Polly
with a strange look darkening over her
face, “We would be happy, Dickie,
wouldn’t we? Something to eat for a
whole month—till Christmas—and some-
thing over.”

*“Oh, every thing," said Dick. “Polly”

—and he dropped his voice until she had

to stoop to listen—*‘couldn’t we just—
borrow it, you know, for a month or so?
If it were ours—" And his little child-
ish hand stole out and touched the first
shilling on the shelf.

Polly had been sitting as one in a
dream, but at the touch she seemed to
awaken. The new dark look that had
been creeping over her face changed and
brightened as she jumped up and put
Dick’s hand somewhat roughly aside.
“If it were ours, we'd spend it, Dick,”
she said; “but as it is, we'll just kecp it
safe till we see her.”

“But if we never see her?” said Dick,
whimpering and half fightened.

“Never mind that,” said Polly, decid-
edly; “if the worst comes, Dick, and we
have nothing, there’s always the
House.”

“But a work-house,” objected Dick.

“Well, we have to work anyway,” said
Polly, with practical common sense, “and
we may as well work ina house as not—
that’s my joke, Dick.”

Dick laughed, as he always felt bound
in honor to do at Polly's jokes; and, half
an hour afterward, he was laying fast
asleep, with long lashes shading his wist-
ful eyes, and the money quite forgotten;
but Polly, remembering the temptation,
kept the ghillings always in her pocket
for the future, and went to bed that night
with one other trouble added to her care-
ful life. ;

But they did not ceme to the “ House,"
after all, for, when the children had gone
to bed that night, Mrs. O’Flannighan held
a councel of two in her room, and decid-
ed that she coala work with an easier
mind by day if Polly were there to tend
Billy a bit, and give him what he needed.

“So I'll pay the rent of the room,”
Mrs. O'Flannighan said, “and I don’t
doubt they’ll pick up enough togetalong
tor the winter;” for Mrs. O’Flannighan
was looked upon as a moneyed woman in
Crowe's Alley.

So 1t chanced that mornicg atter morn-
ing, when Dick had gone out with his
blacking-box to earn the dgily Dbread,
Polly would go singing dowu stairs with
the baby to brighten Billy's room with
her patient, cheery ways and pleasant
face, as she had brightened her own home;
and Billygaught the infection, and grew
to wonde®how he had ever thought the
days long, or the pain in his back too
terrible to bear, for Polly could show him
S0 many ways of making the time pass.
She cauld make baskets out of nuts, and
mice out of apple pips: she could sing and
chatter while she worked about: and,
best of all, when the sunshine died out
and her work was over, she could pin up
the corner of the blind, just to show the
red light over the gloomy alley, and sit
holding his feverish hand in hers, telling
him beautiful stories, with the quiet baby
on her lap; only sometimes she had to
stop when she hed--she had grown
to cough a eal lately--and then
they would all sit quiet until Mrs,
O'Flannighan came bustling in, or

Dickie’s whistle sounded on the stairs,and
Polly had to run out to spend the pen-
nies he had earned. :

“She’s not » bad child,” Mrs. O'Flanni-
ghan said to Billy, as she stood one ever-
ing watching the slight fizure toiling
wearily up stairs with the baby——“better
than most, I fancy.”

“Why, mother,” said Billy, flushing at

the faint praise, “she’s more than that—
sHe’s beautiful.”
_ “The're a good lot—always,” went on
the woman, standing by the window, with
her rough arms crossed.  “The mother
was a likely woman—-hut fine.”

“How fine?” asked little Billy, sitting
up in bed and listening attentively.

“Oh, they thought a deal of themselves
for they’d come down in the world—the
Markers; but they were quiet folk, and
when they got poor and ill we were all
sorry for them, and lelped them on a bit.
Good quiet creatures, but tee fine for
Crowe's Alley.”

“But Polly’s not fine,” said Billy, with
a sob in his voice.

**No, not fine, but too good for Crowe’s
Alley, all the same—one of the kind that's
above this earth by a long way.”

“But she’s been on the earth such a lit-
tle while,” said Billy, earnestly: “they
wouldn’t take her away yet. You've been
longer, mother, and I goubt you're tired;
but Polly’d never want tn get to heaven
Letore me.”

“Good gracious me, child!” said Mrs.
O'Flannighan, brusquely, “and what’s
wishing got to do with, it I wonder?
Polly Marker may Dbe fit for heaven now,
or she may have as many years as I've
had to live out first; but, mark my words
Billy O Flannighun, that, with thatcough
of hers, and her half starving herself for
the little childer, she'll be laid up before
the winter’s out.”

Which remark of Mrs. O’ Flannighan
was as true as a prophecy for, when the
the cold winter sun rosc next morning
over Crow’'s Alley, it was Dick who was
creeping shivering about to build up the
little fire and make the tea, while Polly
lay white and sick upon the bed, witn
her heavy eyes closed.

“Do you feel any better?” Dickie asked,
every two or three minutes; and Polly
tried to open her eyes and smile, but she
looked so white and still that Dickie grew
frightened presently, but more frighten-
ed when Polly sat up in bed, as she did
by-and-by, with a red spot on each cheek
and began talking rapidly and moving
her hands about. Dickie and baby sat
staring at her, and some of the neighbors,
attracted by the noise, looked in and
gave her some water, and smnoothed the
bed, and went away looking very grave;
but in the twilight Mrs. O’ Flannighan
came home from her day's work and
when she heard from Billy that Polly
was ill, she went hurriedly up to the
chidren’s garret (o see what was the mat-
ter. Dickie had made the tea, and was
pouring it out for baby and himself in
the fast-fading light ot the window: they
were sitting in shadow, and he was
talking softly to the baby as he handed
him his little mug; but a bit of the blind
was drawn aside so that a shaft of red
light lay across the uncomfortable bed
and Polly’s feverish hands, that were
plucking at the coverlet, and across the
eager, restless face.

Mrs, O'Flannighan put up a rough
hand for a minute to her eyes, then,
without & word, she went over to the bed
and sitting down, drew the unecasy
head on to her shoulder and let it rest
there; and poor Polly, sceing something
familiar in the face bending over ler
cried out, “Why mother!” in a sudden
pleading way. With that her voice broke
into sobs, and she cried as she had never
had time to cry since her mother died.

“What has she had to eat to-day?” Mrs.
O’Flannighan asked of the children, who
had crept closer to her when Polly began
to cry.

“Why, nothing,” said Dickie, “only
some cold tea. She wasn't hungry jn the
morning, she said, and this afternoon
she’s been queer—kind of laughing snd
crying, like—so we just played about,
baby and me, and didn't heed her.”

“Poor little girl!” Mrs. O'Flacmiglian
said, softly ; no wonder the fever got into
her head, with nothing te eat. Well, go
duwn now, Dickie, and leave baby in my
room, and bring me up Billy’s beef tea,
and then run round to Dr. Stanley, 5
Greenacre, and ask him to come down
to-night.”

Dick, scared and horrifled at the idea
of a doctor being needed for Polly, hur-
ried off in the gathering darkness to Dr.
Stanley's house he rang twice before the
bell was answered, and then the maid
Jjust opened the door a crack, and, to his
timid question, answered, “not nt home,”
and shut it again with a bang; so Dickie,
miserable and shivering, sat down in the
light of the surgery lamps and cried.

He fancied he had been sitting there
for hiours, when a carriage stopped quite
close to him, and & gentleman jumped
out aniran up the steps. Dick slunk
away and crouched up in a corner, but
not before the gentleman had seen him,
and stooped to touch his shoulder.

“What is it, my boy?” he said; “do you
want to sce Dr. Stanley?”

At the voice and touch, all Dick’s
troubles broke loose and overwhelmed
him. “Oh yes, I do,” he said, drying his
eyes; “and, please Sir, he’s not at home—
and Polly’s raging in {ever—and I can't
put baby to bed, and Mrs. O'Flanni-
ghan will have to go to Billy: please,
Sir if you're a doctor, couldn’t you come
and help us?”

“What a dreadful state of affairs!” said
the gentleman, ina pleasant, cheery
voice. Yes, I am a doctor, and I can
spare ten minutes to come and see Miss
Polly if you like. Here! jump into the
carriage, and tell me where to drive to.”

“Number 10 Crowe’s Alley,” said Dick,
briskly, “up two flights, in the garret;”
and so he drove away side by side with
one of the bestmen and cne of the clev-
erest doctorsin London, to the dingy
room in Crowe’s Alley, where Polly,
with the light of reason shining in her
eyes again, was lying exhausted with her
hot tangled head on Mrs. U'Flannighun’s
shoulder.

The doctor’s first thought, as he came
into the room, was a shuddering horror
of the dinginess and gloom and empti
ness of this unhomelike home; the next,
when he turned tothe cornerwith the
bed , where the one dip guttering on a
chair threw a fitful light on Polly’s flush-
ed face, was to recognize as by ° instinct
that here, in this dreary room, and on

this childish face, was concentrated all

the careful love and tender patience that
can make a home any where.

For Polly raised her head painfully
with a cheery, patient smile, and tried to
speak; and Mrs. O'Flannighan rose hasti-
ly, and dropped along-forgotten courtsey
to the doctor, for she was not as ignorant
as ]!i)ick, and she knew the great man by

ight. i

He noded to her kindly, and took the
place she had left vacant by the bed,
feeling the flickering pulse gravely, while
he asked her many questions about Polly,
that she answered with tears in her eyes.

Then the doctor laid the wasted hand
down tenderly and said, “ Rest and quiet
and patience, Miss Polly and you'll do.”

‘ But the children?” faltered Polly.

* Oh, never mind the children,” said
the doctor; “ we’ll look after them, and
you’re to think of no one but yourself.
And while you can't earn money, Miss
Polly,” he added, in his gentle way, as if
he were telling her the most natural thing
in the world, “ I’ll take care of the house-
hold expenses for you, and Mrs. O'Flan-
nighan here shall be your nurse, it she
will.”

‘ Thank you,” said Polly, accepting the
gooduess as quietly as he offerred it. * I
was wondering about the children: but
Dickie earns a bit with his blacking, and

baby's getting a deal less trouble with his |

teeth.”

Those were strange days to Polly, and
dark times came among them—times of
racking pain and feverish thirst, of de-
lirium and misery and horried dreams—
out of which she wakened one February
morning into a life of stillness, of utter
content; when her sight was dim, and
the hum of life in the alley came as from
afar off to her feeble ears: and she could
not speak to Dick when he came and sat
on the bed beside her and told her how
veautiful it was out-of-doors.

The doctor staid with her a whole hour
that day, and gave her heef tea and

brandy every little while, and spoke gen- |

tly to her, and read to her out ol the torn
Bible about the streets of gold znd the
water of the River of Life; and he kissed
her when he went away, and said, “God
bless you, Polly;” for he thought himself
that by the next morning she would
know more about the city of God than the
Revelation could teacher her.

But Polly surprised them all. The
crisis passed safely over, and the wave of
life that had ebbed away, and left only
the wasted body that they all loved and
tended, swept slowly landward again, and
Polly wes safe. The doctor told her so
one day, kneeling by the bed, and smooth-
ing back the short rough locks from the
ggntle face; and Polly said, “Thank you

ir,—God won’t forget all we owe you—
the boys and me; I’'m one of the lcast of
these,” she said, smiling faintly, “and 1
think, Sir, you did it to the Lord.”

And then the doctor went home, and
talked to his sister for an hour of the
gratitude of this so-called ungratefu!
world, and of the good that lies dormant
in nearly every human soul. “There’s
Crowe's Alley,” he said, “the worst place
in London; and Mrs. O’'Flannighan, that
the vcry'jm]ice are afraid of, sitting up
night and day with a little chlld who is
down with fever, and all the neighbors
coming in now and then to bring her bits
of things, and oranges, or pictures, or to
take the baby out for an airing! Depend
upon it, if we went deep enough, we
should find & stratum of good every-
where.” ;

And his sister thought, though she did
not say it, for the doctor hated to be

praised, that you would not have to wo |

very deep for the stratum of good in some
Ppeople.

I showed you Polly first on a glorious
July day, clinging to the railings in Gros-
venor Square, with all her family around
her; I show her to vou, for the last time,
on a sunny April afternoon, when she had
crept outinto the Park for her first walk,
and was standing with the boys, ciose by
the Marble Arch, watching the grand
carriages sweep in and out, with their
burdens of smiling faces, that looked as
happy as faces are apt to do in the spring

Polly was weak and tired; and what
with the dizziness and the flickering sun-
shine and the noise, she was standing in
a kind of dream, half forgetting the boys
who had made a holiday of Polly’s first
day, und were perfectly happy.

Out of the dream, however, and out of
the gloom of the overshadowing archway
came 4 pretty Victoria, with a dainty
chestnut, arching its neck proudly, as it
was drawn up against the railings on the
orposite side.

Polly hardly saw the carriage, however,
and hardly noticed the horse, for she was
looking intently at a face in the carriage
-~the face that had stood out distinctly
in her mind through {nine weary months,
in a sunny frame, against a background
gloom and misery-—the face of the lady
who had ridden into Grosvenor Sqnare on
that hot July day. With a cry that Dick
did not hear, she stooped her head and
darted swiftly under the railings into the
road. She heard the clear ring of hoois
close beside her, a smothered exclama-
tian, and a clatter on the road, as a horse
was reined sharply up on her right hand:
but when she glanced up with frightened,
wistful eyes, and saw it was the doctor,
she nodded her head, re-assured; and he,
looking after her, saw her dart between
the lines of carriages, and spring up on to
the steps of the Victoria.

The lady in it was lerning back talkibg
to & young man on the other side, and
she paused apruptly as Polly's eager face
came on to a level with her own, and
turned toward her: while the young man
put up an eyeglass, the better to surpress
the audacious beggar, just as Polly
brought her hand out of her pocket, and
cast the nineteen shillings and sixpence
into the lady’s lap.

“It’s the change,” she said breathlessly.

“What chahge?”’ said the lady, with a
sudden shy blush rising to her tuce, as
she saw people beginning to collect, and
whisper, and stare—as she saw the doctor
who had dismounted snd was leading
his horse, stand beside Polly with an
amused smile on his face.

“Don’t langh, Paul,” she said to him,
half laughing herself. “What is it all
about? 1 don’t understand.”

“Nor do I,” he said ; “but thisis a little
ga.ticnt cf mine, Margaret. Come, Miss

olly, I thought you were so poor—
where did the money come from?”

“Don’t you remember?” said Polly,
turning her sweet, perplexed face ou to
that other beautiful tace beside her. “A
day last July? It was in Grosvenor
Square, aud you were riding a chestnut
horse with white stockings, and you gave

Dick—that's him yonder my brother—a

sixpence to post a letter: but it wasa
soverign, and we kept the change to give
you.

The lady sat puiet for a minute, with
her eyes bent down and her delicate
gloved hands touching one after another
the shillings that lay in her lap; then she
raised her eyes, that looked sweeter than
ever, with just the shadow of tears in
them, and said, giving a quick «lonce
round, and then looking hll‘!\i_&{]l? pasi
every one at the doctor, Why, Paul, it
was nine mon'hs ago--and I never even
missed it!”

They were all quiet for a minute, while
Polly stood looking from one to another.
wondering and perplexed. Then the
doctor touched her gnd sa‘d, “Come
Miss Polly, we shall have you ill again,
I'm going to put you and the bovs into @
cab and send you home. Good-Ly, Mar-
garet, until to-night.” He spoke in a
uifferent voice when he turped to the
sweet face and shining eves and he did
not call her “Lady Marzaret” us other
people did, for he was going to be
ried to her in three days.

Well, that was the end, or rather the
beginning in mary ways, for Polly—for
there was no want in misery or loneliness
for her any more; and Dickie, in after-
years; used to say their fortune turped
on the day when the lady rode into Gros-
venor Square with the letter.

But Polly on her knees sometimes
thanked God for a temptation she resisted
one miserable night in winter --for who
clse knows, or can ever know, how great
the temptation was? and ldyal Polly
1gnores or has forgotten how nearly Dick
fell into the temptation too,

R —~—

A Picture of Cusier.

Imar-

| Mrs. E, B. Washington in Philadelphia Times,

Though not a scientist in physiognomy,
| I sought to study out the blonde, almos:
| boyish face of the young officer, obsery-
il:lg both the features and expression with:
ciose eriticism. It was strange 1o think
this was the Custer who had made him-
sclfa “man of mark ” among an army
whose commanders combined the skill.
drill and courage of this and other coun-
tries— he looking like u vouth. 1 had my
own beau-idea of a general of cavalry
embodied in our gallant, glorious, unsur-

with his strinkingly fine face and form,
his bold, bright, carnest eves.  Here was
the hero of another armv—alike the pride
and idol of his people, who admited and
eulogized him in an equally enthusiastic
manner. They said his rapid promotion
was for “gallant servides,” thoegh vet so
young in years. 8kill and courage count-
ed high in the deadly strife they were

him would be certuinly impartial,and I re-
solved to try and be unprejudiced. What
I saw was this:

A tall young man whose decidedly
dashing dress gave a picturesque pecu-
liarity to his appearance; with a face full
of zerve und animation; clear cut, regular
features; a  nose semewhat severely
straight, with flexible, nervous no trils:
the compressed lips of an expressive
mouth, thin and firm, shaded by a blonde
mustache; the short, well-curved chin,
close shaven. Under a high broad brow
there gleamed eyes of a clear bright blue
—strange, scintillating eyes they were,
surging with expression full of liehts and
shadows, spark-like steel—flashine like
lire, of sottening sometimes with kindly
emotion. Back from the brow were care-
lessly tossed the “golden locks” he was
noted for, of really beautitul
[ that looked Jike a child’s curls they

secmed so soft and silken— utterly unlike
one’s imagination of what pertained to a
{ warrior—and altogether uncommon. The
tall, well-proportioned figure, straight,
supple, musculur—somewhat thin, though
in times of rest and peace it might have
been fuller—was displuyed and set of by
the dress that, as I have <aid, gave & pe
culiar picturesqueness to his appearance.
This was a cavalry jacket of dark blue or
velvet, richly ornamented on the sleeves
with gold braid, shaped into what was
called the “Hungarian knot,” with shoul-
der-strups and buttoned in the style he-
longing to brigadier gencrals.

Then a fatigue shirt of navy blue with
wide sailor collar, outlined with white
braid, a star embroidered in white at each
corner, turned over a cravat  of vivid
scarlet silk, carelessly tiedfin a sailor knot
at the throat. The tout ensemble was ef-
fectively completed by high cavalry

a dark lead color, and ablack felt Lat,
held in his hand with wide brim. decora-
ted with a geld cord and tassel, and a
long black plaume. I thought he looked
like a stags sailor or a Spanish cavalliero,
except the blonde coloring, and could
scarcely imagine snv one fighting fiercely
in such a parade dress, though it secmed
singularly suitable to the styvle of man I
wus inspecting.  One hias an abstract wd-
miration for the splendid spotted skir
of a royal Bengal tizer while safely  con-
templating his caged beauty, though feel-
ing the while there is a deadly power in
the stroke of those velvet  pads of paw:
that step so still and smoothly by and
down behind the iron bars. The fierce,
beautiful brute carries death in the eluteh
of these rerrible claws so subtly conceal-
ed in rheir furry covering.  And as T
looked I knew that the funcy dress fram-
ed afirmidable foe, and involuntarily &
swilt shudder shook my nerves, when 1
thought of the death-dealingwork  those
snewy white bands had done, and yet
were doing to the cause, the country, the
people I loved and feared for.

A correspondent writes to the Massa-
chusetts Ploughman as follows: The
milkmen near Boston have found a satis-
factofy remedy for abortion in cows ie
the use of lime. They gave it to the
cows by ascattering a spoonful at a time
over their food, two or threc times aweek ;
or sometimes they sprinkle lime among
the hay as it is stowed away in the barn.
A neighbor of mine,who has about twenty
cows, and who was formly much trubled
by abortion among his herd, inforins me
that for the last three years, since he has
made use of lime, he has not had a case,
and that very many of his acquaintances
have have had similar experience with
their heards.

Vassar College is a sweet place. When
the astronomical class plays billiards,
the girls say, “Now, Louis, caromel on
thered pop-corn ball.” “There's a kiss
on the white.” Pocket Mary’s marsh
mallow Jennie.” Then they all go up
into the observatory and sing “Treacle,
treacle, little star."—New York Herald.

passed Stuart, the prince 10yul of goldiers,

waging. My cbservations and opinions of

hair,”

boots drawn over ordinary pantaloons of
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