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D e s o l a t i o n ani l f»-. »y a t t h e Old H o m e o l 

eorreapondeoo ofthe v. Y. Wor'd. 
Monticello i>—and should be—as la-

miliar ami as honored a name in Ameri 
can ears as is Mount Vernon or tne Her
mitage. But I'ow scant respect has been 
shown to either of the homes of the writer 
of the Declaration—that where he lived, 
that in wfi eh he now lies! I visited it not 
long since, ju»t before the passage of the 
approprial'ou of $5,000 tor the erection 
of a monument oyer the neglected grave, 
and found the tomb levelled with the 
eaith, the ftone above it delaced bejond 
recognition and the dilapidated home-
Btead in the possession of a tramp. 

Monticello, to which Pm-ident Jeffei-
son retired a t ' h e conclusion of his tec-
ond term, is on the summit of a hill near 
Charlotteville, Albemarle, county, V a , 
"the very beat from which, lifted above 

^the wcrld's turmoil, one who has exhaust
ed wnat it can be»tow of eminence might 
look down, withdraw from Its pergonal 
troubles: b.it contemplating at leisure the 
distant animation ot the scene." On the 
spire ol the Blue ltid«*e, whobe varying 
outlines blretched away till they are lost 
to the Biuht, with a sylvan scene of unsur
passed lovelintss in the vale below, the 
quiet Rivanna meandering through rich 
lie Ids on (nc side, the pleasant village 
dotted the other, while the porticoes and 
domes ol the university rise in the dis
tance behind, it oveilooked, says Mr. 
Godwin, "a combination of n.itural pie
ty) o< that are rarely found in one spot." 
'The sky above," says another writer, "is 

not moie shifting than the scene you may 
have before you. I t takes a new aspect 
at almost every moment, and bewitches 
you with a poipitual novelty." 

Monticello two j/eneiations igo was 
more than a mansion—it was a communi
ty. The 14,000 acres of the estate were 
carefully tilled by a small army of labor
ers. I t was Jefferson's boast that his car-
lia^e and the tools with which it was 
made were alike mumfactured upon the 
estate. The house was spacioas, richly 
furnished and commodious, with 
an extensive and rich libiary, in which, 
seated in a low Spanish chair, the Sags 
of Monticello "held forth to his visitois 
in an almost endiess flow of fine dis-
courfae."' There is a graphic picture of 
him given by a writer who saw him at 
eighty-one, representing him as "dressed 
no longer in tlv red breeches which were 
once famous as hiJ favoiite and rather 
conspicuous attiie, but still vindicating 
by a sanguine waibt-coat his attachment 
to that republican color; in {fray shorts. 
small silver knee-bucides, gray woollen 
stockings, black slipper-, a blue body-
coat, surmounted by a gray spencer." 
He was tall, and thouirh lithe and decid
edly graceful and agile, long and lll-
limbed. Yet his figure was ''command
ing and striking, though bad, and his 
face most antimated and agreeable, 
though remarkably ugly." His leg had 
never been conscious of a calf, but he 
walked well and bwiftly and with a l igh t 
ueas, and springiness of tread s-uuh as few 
young men have. He mounted his horse 
without assistance and rode some ten 
miles a day; dismounting at a fence 
breast-high he would leap over it, only 
placing his hand ou the topmost rail. 

Of Jefl'eihon as he appeared sixty-three 
yeais before, wlun he was a student as 
Williamsburg, V a , John Esten Cooke has 
given a dNcript ion. as i n t c i e s t i n g . H e 
was, says Mr. Co 'ke. tall and thin and his 
face was angular and far fiom beautiful. 
"H i s complexion was sunburned, his 
hair of a study red, and his eyes giay, 
flecked with hazel—add indication gen
erally of intellect * * * He dressed 
soiiif what alter the fashion of a beau, in 
flowi red wai'coat, a silk coat, stockings 
confined at the knee by fancifully worked 
gaiters, and uped powder, carried his 
fine lace hat bent ath his arm, bowed low, 
paid g il1 int compliments to the fair sex, 
and uanced at every assembly.'" He was 
a hard student, v orking fifteen hours a 
day. and was an excellent performer on 
the violin. "Of "Obbb n V poetry ,then just 
givcu to the literary world, he raved; he 
intented studying Gaelic so as to read 
this greatest ot bards in the original. 
He was desperately in love with Rebecca 
Burwell, his "Belinda," a daughter of 
Lewis Burwoll ot White Marsh, left an 
orphan at ten, and no less distinguished 
ofchaiacter. He wrote to a triend that 
he haa thought of " the cleverest plan of 
life,'' that could be imagined. "You ex
change your lands for Edgehill,v ' he said, 
"or [ mine for.FairfletVs; you maryS P. I 
marry R. B., j >in and get a pole-chair and 
a pair of keen hois.es, piaoticethe iaw in 
the same -courts and drive about to all 
the dances in the country together." 
Arcadian plan, but not to be carried out, 
for a later letter says: "With regard to 
the scheme which I proposed to you 
some time since I am sorry to tell it is 
totally frustrated by Miss 'R. B's marrl-
*go with Jacqulin Amble which the peo
ple here tell me they daily expect. 
Well, the Lord bless her, I say!" Mr. 
Ambler was treasurer of Virginia; his 
brother Edward married Miss Cary, 
who tradition asserts, had also jilited a 
future president—Washington, to-wit. 

lielinela had 'been married many years 
wima her old admirer, then approaching 
30, met M irtha Skelton of Tho Pores^ 
Charles City, daughter of Mr. John 
Wayles, an emiuoat lawyer. At the age 
of 17 she had married in 1-S6G Mr. Bath 
urat Skelton, who died two yeais later. 
At 22 tt»e widow was "a little above the 
medium height, slender, but elegantly 
formed," with a fair complexion, delicate
ly t iuted; large hazel eyes, full cf life 
and feeling; luxuriant hair of a rich, soft 
auburn; s*« rode a n i danced with-ele-

g i'<t ease, sang and played very sweetly, 
\ ' excolieai sense, admirable cultiva-

ioa, a warm heart and a large fortune. 
With Mrs. Sfcelrcn Jefferson fell in love 
He had two rivals, and one historian 
records that they a abndoned the fieldto 
him when one night (when probably each 
had come resolved to put his fortune to 
the touch) they met on the doc-s tep and 
heard within Jefferson's violin and song, 
accompaning the lady in aplaintive voice 
On New Year's dav, 1872, Jefferson and 
she were married, and soon after they set 
out for Monticello, which the groom had 
begun to build in 1709, just before the 
burning of his patrimonial home of 
Shad well. As they advanced towards the 
mountains it came on to snow, and at last 
they had to leave the coach and take to 
horses. At Blenheim, Col. Carters estate, 
wbero they slopped to rest, they found 
no one but an overseer, and leaving it at 
sunset they resolutely faced towards 
Monticello, eight miles distant, along a 

mountain pathway three feet deep with 
snow. Says Mr. Cooke: 

" I t was late when they arrived and 
a <;ht riess reception awaited them or 
rather >. ere was no reception at all. The 
fires were all out, the servants had gone 
to bed and the place was dark and silent 
as the grave. Conducting his wife to the 
little pavilion, which was the only pait 
o* the house habitable at the time, Jeffer
son proceeded to kindle the fixe and do 
the honors. On a shelf behind some 
books part ot a bottle of wine was dis
covered, and this formed the supper of 
the bridegroom and the bride. Par from 
being annojed or discomfited by their re
ception, however, it only served as a 
topic of jest and laughter. The young 
lady was as ligbthearted as a bird, and 
sent her clear voice ringing through the 
dre try little pavilion as gaily as she had 
ever done in the cheerful drawing room 
of the Forest, and thus the long hours of 
the winter night fled away like minutes, 
winged with laughter, merriment and 
s o n g . " * r&5f lH 

That was 100 years ago. Bridegroom 
and bride now repose in the grveyard, 
in a thick growth of woods a tew hun
dred yardi to the right of the road that 
leads up to Monticello, an unfrequented 
slope of the mountain. There are some 
thirty graves here, partly inclosed by a 
brick wall 100 feet square and 10 leet 
high, with old and rusty iron gates wide 
enough, though seemingly locked with 
rust, to admit a caniage on the north 
and west sides. On the south side the 
entire wall has been toppled over by 
some storm, and lies level in its courses 
of brick with the ground. Within tne en
closure eyery thing at the time of my 
visit was the veriest picture of desolation 
and decay. 

With the exception of two or three 
marble slabs whi ;h mark the graves of 
some of the elecendents of the Jefferson 
family who were buiied as late as ten 
years ago, there are not ono that was not 
broken and defaced, half covered with 
weeds and earth or out of its place 
Weeds and stones and bricks covered one-
half of the ground and looked as if they 
had been undisturbed for a generation 
On the west wall the "Virginia creepers' 
were struggling to grow out of the place 
be I ore they put on their scarlet tints of 
the autmn, and withir the bloom of a 
single bush of eglantine only relieved the 
scene of'ielapidation which met you at 
every footstep. There is but one monu 
meut in the lnclo-uire, that of Jefferson, 
whose grave was dug by his old bo »y-
serve'-1, Wormley, in the place which 
Jefferson had selected. I t is located close 
to the north wall equi-elistant from its 
sides. I t is a coarse granite obelibk 
about 9 feet high on a base 3 feet square 
and marks the head of the grave. There 
is not any inch of it that has not been 
chipped and broken by the hand of the 
vandal. The «dges of the shaft have been 
chipped from base to apex till the corners 
present the appeal ance of a rough, un
hewn stone. "The legendary tablets of 
the past" have been utterly obliterated by 
the defacement of the inscription, with 
the single exception of the words in small 
letters at the base. The full epitaph 
which Mr. Jeff ison wrote, and a rough 
pen-and-ink sketch of a monument for 
himself, were found in a private drawer a 
few days after his death. I t was to be an 
obelisk of granite, eight feet high, and to 
bear (and subsequently did bear) the fol
lowing inscription : 

"Here was buried Thomas Jefferson, 
Author of the Declaration of American 
Independence, of the Statute of Virginia 
for Religious Freedom, and Father of 
the University of Virginia." The in
scription for the base was to be : "Born 
April 2, O. S. 1748, Died , ." 
His wishes were carried out, the blank in 
the last lino beintr filled with "July 4, 
1826." All that is visible of the inscrip
tion to-day are the lines; "Born April 2 
O. S. 1743. Died July 4 1820.', 
There is no trace whatever ot the g. ave 
ot the wite of Jefferson. I t was located 
on the lower bidu ol his monument. In 
1851 this grave and its slab ot white 
marble were visible with the simple in-
bcription:' Martha Jefferson, Born in 1758 
O. S. Intermarried with Thomas Jefferson 
January 1, 1773. Torn from hirn by 
death September 0, 1782. This monu
ment ot love is inscribed." On the other 
or upper side cf the obelisk the slab cov
eting the giave of Jefferson's eldest 
daughter is partly legible. What is 
missing is inserted in parentheses: 
"Mar(tha Jefferson Randolph), eldest 
daughter of Thomas Jefferson. Born 
Sept. 17, (1772). Intermarried with 
Thomas Maun Randolph, Feb. 23, 1790 
Died Oct. 10, 183G\ She possessed a 

strong and cultivated mild and gentle 
temper; warm, affectionate and self-sac
rificing in all her duties. This is a slight 
mark ot the love borne by her son Thom
as Jefferson Randolph." Mr. Randolph 
died but two years ago. In 1872 he pre
sided ever the Democratic convention 
he ldm Ohio. 

In Iris last days Jeffdrson uiote to 
Madison: "Take care ot me when dead 
and be-assured I shall leave with you my 
last affections." Although his biographei 
intimates that this pvobably referred to 
t h e de fence of a pa r t of h i s po l i t i ca l 
record it .nevertheless appeals in its full 
est sense to the American people to save 
from further deseciation that which 
Macaulay tells us is "the temple «f silence 
and leconcilliation. I t will be useless 
for Congre<w to place a mew monument 
•over his grave unless it devises some 
means to protect it. I t will be located 
in an almost unfrequented place, where 
it can be defaced quite as rapidly as the 
present one was by those who neither 
revere the memory nor respect the grave 
of J,sfferson. 

IH passing from the old burial place 
on the mountain .side the visitor suddenly 
emerges from the forests and finds him
self on the summit, with a view in all di-
rectionc but the oae he had jus t come 
from, of surpassing beauty. I t has been 
so often described by travelers that it 
need not be fully detailed here. The eye 
sweeps from forty to fifty miles over the 
valleys beneath, In ' this vast sea of ver 
dure" the ripples and shadows dance 
over the luxuriant fields of grain to tbe 
limit of the vision. The level of the 
horizon on the south is broken by Wiiiis 
mountain, forty miles distant. Mr. Jef
ferson used to say if the country of 
Fluvanna was a lake and W'illis 
mountain a volcano his scenery would be 
perfect. But there are very few grander 
prospects than this so easy of access and 
so fine in climate. 

Oil a very level place of t u o or three 
acres on the very summit stands the house, 

halt embowered in trees. On the south as 
you approach it the broken windows and 
cracked walls give it the look of com
plete ruin, but in front and rea* the spa
cious porticoes are ia a fair state of pre
servation, and the building otherwise 
i as an appearanc of shabby splendor. I t 
is a long brick structure surmounted by 
a dome, with the architectural devices 
peculiar to Jefferson. The only sign of 
life about the place was a ragged and 
grovelling old man—a veritable tramp in 
appearance—who rocked himself iD the 
warm sun in a chair on the portico. I t 
was hard to believe that this faded and 
threadbare peison had taken possession 
of the place many years ago, and eked out 
subsistence by charging the university 
students and such other visitors as rarely 
wme up from Charlotteville an admission 
to the house. In the long pendins litiga
tion of the property no one has had any 
control ol h, and this man has simp'y ex 
ercised the doctrine of "squatter sovereig-
ty.» 

" D o vou w a n t to see t h e ins ide of o ld 
man Jeffurs >n's house?'' was his salution. 
"Then it wil' cost you twenty-five cents." 
The money paid, he hobbled through 
one of the main dorrs, and dropping an 
iron bar they both swung and the visitor 
stood in a lofty squ-tre hall, the main or 
central room of the building, on one side 
of which was a balustrade, from which, 
old man quaintly said. "Jefferson used 
to make speeches to his guests." I t was 
evidently inteded for musicians, as this 
hall and one above it undeT the dome of 
the house were used for ball-rooms 
There was nothing in the room but a 
Holding ladder in a corner and clock ovei 
the door, both of which belonged to Jef
ferson, ana chandelier of handsome pat
tern, which hung from the ceutre of the 
line stucco work of the ceiling. The 
floor was laid in blocks of white cherry, 
and is in excellent condition. This room 
opened by sliding gla^s doors of decided 
modern look on the semi-octagonal sou Ji-
«ast portic. Beyond on the right is a 
senii-oetagonal tea room and two com-
modious-guest-rooms and a dining-room 
A very handsome marble slab 'iad recent
ly been stolen fiom this room. 

On the left was Mr. Randolph's room 
and that of Jefferson, an < beyond, extend
ing the whole wid*k of the house, the 
Horary. The latter opened on the conser
vatory, which is in ruins. On the upper 
floors are the bedrooms, with alcoves in 
each for the bed, cut up into all conceiv
able shapes by the irregular ftwrn of the 
house. Thev are reached by a litcle, nar
row stairway in a dark recess, built with 
sharp angles at every few steps and 
almost imccessible to a stout person. So 
poor a stairway in a house otherwise 
commodious was one of the many "archi
tectural freaks" which Jefferson displayed 
in l>uiiding thishouse and the University 
of Virginia. The dome is a large, airy 
apartment, known as "tne ladies' diawing-
room," or ball-room, of octagon shape, 
with a wine closet attached. In one ot 
the bedrooms t h e gig which Jefferson is 
sxid to have used is stowed away. Above, 
as below, not a piece ot furniture is to be 
s> en. The black walnut doors are in ex
cellent condition and are self-closing, and 
self-fastening when e>pened. The grounds 
about are neglected and with decay vis
ible at every turn. There is said to be a 
reasonable prospect that the title will 
soon be quiett d and the estate revert to 
the hands ot those who will restore and 
protect it. 

Tho Young- Polks . 

Any small boy can tame the wild black
berry. 

Capital punishment—making the bad 
boys sit with the good girls. 

There is no bee so humble but that he 
c m be distinguished when you sit down 
on him. 

American beef and American girls, 
both looking for a market, cross the ocean 
by every s t eamer . 

Thousands of boys would go dirty all 
summer if it were not wicked and dan -
gerous to bathe in the river. 

Every boy know s that even the worm 
will turn if trodden upon, and therefore 
perhaps uses as many ot them as possible 
tor bait. 

Young man, don't be afraid to blow 
y tire own horn, but t^on't d o i t in front 
ov the procession,.go behind and do it.— 
Josh Billinqs. 

The boy who will ride aiound all day 
on a velocipede considers himself terribly 
imposed upon if he has to wheel his baby 
sister two or three blocks. 

Boys and gills both wear switches. The 
former's, however, is confined to no cer
tain locality, and the thick end is gener
al ly in the old man's hand. 

A New York judge has decided thatts 
baby-carriage is not a nuisance in iy 
natural state, but it can be made one b 
any malicious-minded person. 

"Why is it, my son, that a foreigner 
with a glass eye can never vote in this 
country?" "Because, my respected par
ent, he can never be natural eyesed." 

A Sunday-school boy of Mays\ille, Ky 
\ras asked by the superintendent, if his 
tether was a Christian. "Yes, sir," he re
plied, "but he is not working at it much." 

• "Ma, are we canibais?" asked a little 
Eighth stieet girl of her mother the oth
er-morning "Why, cuild, what do you 
mer.n?" "Nothing, only I heard you say 
to Bridget, boy legs for breakfast." 

T h e r e k n ' t m u c h fuss m a d e over t h e 
inauguration of a boy's first pants pocket 
as the re i s over t h e l a v i n g of a corne i 
>tone, but there are more things put in it. 
—tiilton Times. 

The same backache which makes a boy 
howl when he's digging potatoes wreathes 
nis face in smiles when he slips off the 
back wjay to the picnic Boys are curi
ous insects.—Bridgeport Standard. 

"What's your occupation, bub?" asked 
a visitoi at the capitol of a bright boy 
whom he met in I he corridor. The boy 
happened to be a page in the house. 
"I 'm running for congress, sir," he re
plied. 

A young man just returned from New 
York, when asked where he put up, said 
he didn' t hnown the man's name, but 
there were three balls in frontof the door. 
He "put u p " his watch to raise funds to 
get Jiome. 

One of our exchanges rejoices over the 
fact that our youth are so greatly en
amored of the classics. The editor proves 
his statement true by asserting that on one 
occasion, when two boys were pummel 
ling each other, a third cried out, in the 
language of Virgil, Socct in em Romeo. 

Bijah 's Hour , 

Detroit Tree Press. 
The other day when the thermometer 

marked "red hot and growing worse," 
and when Bijah was almost melted into a 
shapeless mass, he received an official 
letter from the Boajd of Police Commis
sioners which tickled every one ot his 
ribs ;n quick succession. The letter was 
to the effect that his increasing age and 
care, with due respect for the great work 
he had already done, and a desire to see 
him take on a youthful look around the 
chin and ears, had induced the Board to 
grant the old janitor leave of absence for 
several weeks, pay to go on just the 
same. 

" Oh! gratitude, where is your sting?" 
exclaimed the old man as he folded tbe 
letter napkin-fashion and wiped his eyes. 
" I t any Dody had presented me with a 
pair of skates I couldn't begin to feel as 
I do over this." 
He though of the shores of the moaning sea; 

He thought of a trip to the West; 
In fancy ».e hunted the Northern woods, 

As he pulled down his linen vest 
He planned a trip to the Arctit Sea, 
And another to Mexioo; 
And also thought of old Vermont, 
Acd her mountains capped with snow. 

But the public couldn't spare him. As 
soon at it became noised that the old 
man meant to walk his feet out of town 
for the summer, there was great commo
tion around the station-house. 

The children they came and wept sad tears— 
The women they gasped: "Good-by!" 
Old men and young extended a hand. 
And brushed a tear from the eye. 
And when came to think of his ranch 

his resolution was badly shaken. That 
one string-bean he had carefully tended 
and sheltered and protected was almost 
ready lor eating Two cabbages, strug
gling tor a place in this sad work!, pined 
for his assitance. The beets, asparagus 
cucumbers and tomatoes seemed calling 
him to gtay and see the caucus out, 
while the onion^— 

Each ouisn it wept a smarting tear 
As it boMy whispered: "Old man, don't 

clear!" 

When he had ccme to consider all 
things Rij\h decided to remain at home. 
Puither he made it knuwn that h j would 
devote one hour per day to receiving calls 
from people in sorrow and distress and 
in need ot sympathy and advice. 

PKLPAKATOKY. 

Saturday was the day set to receive the 
first cal Is. aud during Thursday and Fri
day Bijih was busy with his prepaiations. 
Knowing that he would have to do with 
the iucoirigible small boy and the big 
bad boy, he fitted up a spire room at the 
s ta t ion und p u t on t h e door t h e s i g n : " T h e 
badness spanked out of 'em in here—no 
charge." The room is fitted up with a 
stout beach six feet long, a buck and 
buck saw, four good raw-hides, a clothes
line, an arm chair with a bar and pad
lock, half a bunch of shingles selected for 
use as spankers, a fifteen cent looking-
glass and other articles of r o particular 
value to any one but the owner 

THK KECEPTION-ROOM. 
This room is provided with a rmchai rs 

lemon-colored matting on the floor, a 
basin in which to wash out tear stained 
handkerchiefs, a bundle of soft rags to 
wipe the children's noses on, and a book 
of poetry containing such consoling 
couplets as 

"OU! mother wipe away that tear— 
I'll spauk it out of him, ne 'er fear." 

A n d — 
"Oh! wives, oeai up and come to me— 
There's happiness in store for thee." 

And— 
"Old woman, wipe those weeping eyes— 
There's rest for vou beyond the skies." 

THE FIRST CALLER. 

The hour of four o'clock in the after
noon had scarcely struck when the door 
was opened and a little woman with a 
sharp face and a long, thin nose was ad
mitted. She had been weeping. There 
was a quiver io her chin as she fe>lded her 
fan, and she sighed with a teiriblc drear 
in ess as bhe took a chair and began: 

"Mr. Joy, you see before you the wreck 
of a once happy wife." 

"Once happy wife, but now perfectly 
reckless, even about new hats. I see, 
madam—proceed," he replied. 

"My hushand is out every night till 
almost midnight," she continued, as the 
tears came. Once he called me darling, 
now he refers to me as Sarah Jaae . Once 
lie patted my head and praised me, now I 
can't come near him but he wants to 
know if 1 have been eat 'ng onions again. 
It has been growing on him for a whole 
year, and to-day I am the saddest wom
an in Detroit. What shall I do- -what 
ean I do?" 

He solemnly picked up the dictionary, 
looked under tbe head of "Z" for a few 
minutes, and closing the book, leaned 
back and said: 

'•Maclim, I find nothing in Nore Web-
srer's writings bearing on "your case, but 
I think I see the remedy. " When yuu go 
home erive the house a ??ood sweeping, 
and don't leave any apple cores or babe-
ball clubs in the comers. Then put on a 
tidy dress, pin a clean collar around your 
neck, shine up your ear-rings, tie "on a 
nice, white apron, and as you hear the 
old boy coming up the path to-night 
strike up a lively song and give him the 
biggest smile you can and not increase 
i he size ot your mouih. That's my rem
edy, madam, and if you'll try it, I'll bet 
you a wooden leg against a* pap3r of pins 
that he'll light his pipe after supper, 
take a seat beside you on the porch and 
start out with pet names containing four 
syllables." 

She was red in the face as he paused, 
but she renembered that she had only 
two hair-pins in her. head, one shoe was 
untied and there were three grease spots 
on her dres3 in plain sight, and she cooled 
hor temper and said: 

"Maybe it h my fault, and I'll follow 
your advice." 

"Do, madam. Nothing so discourages 
a husband as to come home at night and 
find an old corset uader the table7a deg-
collar and a bear-'trap on the lounge and 
a slip shod wife limping around with the 
camphor-bottle in one hand and the bis 
cuit pan in the other, and wishing some 
peddler would come along with cinnamon 
essence. Good-day madam—come back 
if it doesn't work." 

THE DOVE OF PEACE, 
The next caller was a matron of forty, 

wearing a half-deflant, half-repcntent 
look, and she explained: 

"Bijah, three days ago my husband 
came home cross. I felt that same way, 
too, and when he found fault because the 
water boiled out of the potatoes, I gave 
him to understand that I didn't marry 
him to become his slave. One word 

brought on another, and I left him." 
"The plot thickens -proceed." 
*kI am ashamed of my conduct, and I 

think he feels the same, "but is it my dutv 
to go to him ana ask his forgiveness? 
N o ! I never will!" 

"But you like him?" 
"Kinder." 
"And he likes you!" 
"Yes—kinder." 
"And vou had a pleasant home?" 
"Y-yes." 
"Madam, tie the strings of your bonnet 

in a hard knot, take a sniff of heartshorn 
to strengthen your nerveo and walk light 
home from here. Begin grinning as you 
e-nter the gate, jump into the door with
out a word, and when you catch sight of 
him picking the caipet-tacks out of his 
early supper, with the broom on the 
melodoon, the dust-pan on the center-ta
ble and the pots and kettles in the wood-
box, do you ca'l out in your best way: 
'Hello, old pard. let's k'ss ano: settle tor a 
hundred cents on the dollar!' He'll 
oreak right down like a yearling calt 
under a load of grind-btoncs." 

"But he ought to come to me," 
"Madam, don't wait; didn't I have 

three different wives hang off on me, and 
didn't they all die while waiting for me 
to give in first!" 

"I—I'm awful proud, but I like John," 
she mused; and she headed for borne as 
she went out, having agreed to carry out 
the programme to the letter. 

"Blessed are the—the—what do you 
call them fellers'" said Bijah, as he look
ed after her. "He'll cave' in—she'll feel 
happy, and the song of th j mulberry will 
woo them to sleep. Lst's have a rest." 

LILIA'S TO-HOKBOW. 

Mrs. Rubens sat by the open window 
of her little sitting room, with an unfin
ished piece of work in her hands; but her 
hands Uad dropped idly in her lap, the 
white, weary fingera refuseei to take up 
the shining little needle. Tell-tale tears 
stood in her soft blue eyes; but bhe wiped 
them quickly away, as she heard Lilia 
open the door anci come up the stairs 
with light, quick steps. 

Lilia—with the summer sunshine in 
her hair like waves of gold—v\ith her 
soft eyes shining like the tender olos-
s'ouis half Lidden under the green leaves 
of the voilets—with the pink blushes 
kissing her cheek in loveliness, and 
laughter waiting on her red lip. What 
wonder that the mother's tire J eyeB grew 
bright again as she watched her darling's 
bright young face! 

"What has happened to y >u, my love? 
Your face is as glad as a rose!" 

"I t ought to be glad, since such gooel 
fortune has come!" she said, smiling. 
"Poor mamma, you've grown tired wait
ing for it, I know." 

"Tell me all about it, or I shall fear 
you have dreamed it," Mrs. Rubens re
plied, softly. 

Lilia quickly divested herself of bon
net and shawl, acd, drawing a low stool 
to her mother's side, sat down and leaned 
her head against her knee. 

" I shouldn't wonder if you had forgot
ten that it is the first day of May to-day," 
she began, looking up in her mother,s 
face; "but I never forget it when it comes, 
for I think it is the sweetest day in the 
year!" So, when lefsons were ovei, I took 
my box of colors aud those bits of pine 
board that I painted white last week, and 
went up the nill to Fairy's Hollow. 

And Lilia stopped to take one long 
breath of delight, while her mother stoop
ed to kiss her glowing checks. 

"Everything was beginning to blight-
en, mamma. The softest of south winds 
crept through the grass with murmuring 
caresses;the flowers were coming up in 
beautiful clusters all over the hollow;and 
overhead—in the elm-trees—I do belier*. 
a hundred happy birds were singing. I 
shall paint it some day, mamma.' ' 

"And I shall look at it and enjoy it," 
said Mrs. Rubens; "only you must put 
yourself into the picture, Lilia." 

"Ye.°, I suppose so," said Lilia, doubt
fully ; "but I think it would be nicer with
out me. But 1 am c miing to the best 
part of all—so listen, mamma. I had fin
ished a hazy, blue sky, had sketched a 
distant hill lying softly against it, and a 
lake in the fore-ground, half bordered with 
willows, when a shadow fell upon my 
p.cture, and looking up, I saw a funny 
little old mau leaning on a stick and 
looking at my work. He laughed, and 
then sighed, and said, just as if he'd 
been talking to himself: 

" 'I used "to do it, too, when I was 
young and foolish like you.' 

' "Now you know, mamma, dear, nobodj 
likes to be called foolish, and I suppose 
I did look a little cross, for he sighed 
again, and said, so mournful: 

" 'I wouldn't hurt your tender heart for 
the world, child! But don't you see you 
have left out the shadows?" 

" ' I don't see any shadows to put in,' 
I said. 'It 's May-day, and shadows don't 
fall in my world on May day.' 

" 'That's just it , my child. You are 
young and gay-hearted, and all the world 
looks bright to you; but the brightness 
faded for me before j o u were born.' 

"When I came to look at him, he dida' t 
"look se» very old, ei'her, not more than 
forty years old, but he did look as if he 
had had some gieat sorrow to bear." 

"lout who is he, Lilia? I hope you don't 
often have such adventures, or I shall be 
afraid to let you ramble about alone. He 
may have been crazy." 

Lilia laughed joyously. 
"No, no, mamma! He is as sane as I 

am. Ho is the gentleman who has 
bought the beautiful house on the hill, 
did he is an artist; and when I am not 
giving lessons to those tiresome little 
Dollys, and Minams, and Christabels, he 
is to give me lessons; and he says he can 
sell my pictures for me—all that I will 
paint." 

"But, Lilia, lessons from a great artist 
wi.l cost something; and how can you 
pay h im? ' 

"Oh that is the best of it. He don't 
want any pay until he has sold my pic
tures, and he says 1 shall soon be rich." 

Mrs. Rubens hesitated a little while, 
but could not long resist the pretty plead
ing face lifted to her own; and so the 
next week found Lillia taking lessons of 
the stranger-a'tist, and making rapid 
progress. Even her mother, who best 
knew her enthusiastic temperament, was 
surprised to see what she accomplished. 

The weeks went by more rapidly than 
weeks had everjgone" by before and Lilia 
had finished four pictures—charming Jit 
tie landscapes in summer and autumn 
colon. She had been at home a week I 

helping her mother, who had not been as 
well as usual, and had not touched her 
uencils though she did look longingly up 
the bright hill-path almost every day— 
when one day a servant from tho honse 
on the hill came to tne cottage with a let
ter for Miss Lilia Rubens. 

Letters were not with Lilia every-dav 
occurences; and she pulled open the en
velope with sparkling eye and glowing 
cheek. The color did not fade in her 
beautiful cheeks when four rustling bank 
notes dropped out from the folds of thick, 
satiny p^per. 

Her mother picked them up in silent 
istonisbm.nt, while Li'ia read the letter. 

When she Lad finished the la^t line, 
she tossed it into her mother's lap with a 
little cry of delight. 

"One hundred dollars, mamma, for my 
pictures! What happy tomorrows we 
will have some day! We will have a 
home of our own, wheie you s-ha'I pre
side in all your own swc>t dig
nity, and n-ver be tired or careworn any 
more. And we will make little summer 
excursions out into the world and see the 
beautiful places that I have dreamed of. 
To-morrow won't be a dream then," mo
ther, but a happy reality."' 

She did not tire of talking of her to
morrow, which alreaeiy glimmered in the 
horizon with a rosy light, until her mo
ther kissf d her. and told her she must 
not sit up to see it. 

" I t will come all the same, darling, 
whether you wake or sleep; and you 
must be up early so as to go up and 
tnank your artist friend. See, he does 
not sign his name," SLA continued, 
smoothing out the cream-hued paper; 
"and it is strange that no one seems to 
know it." 

" I ' l l ask to-morrow," said Lilia, laugh
ing, •• and your curiosity shall be satis
fied." 

But when Lilia, after thanking him, 
in her own sweet, impulsive fashion, for 
taking so much trouble to find a pur
chaser for her pictures, d:d ask him, he 
was mute, and a vexed frown crossed MB 
features. Hei own face was covered 
with crimson blushes iu a moment, and 
at that t ight he smiled again. 

" I have been your friend, more lor 
yemr mother's sake more than your own, 
child; and you may tell her that I will 
call to-morrow and see if she remembers 
Hugh Murray." 

Lilia could scarcely wait until she 
reached home to find out the mystery, 
but she did not discover it then. 

Perhaps Mrs. Ruben's d:,_..ms had 
been haunted by a pair of broAn eyes 
that used to look lovingly into hei own; 
peihaps she remembered a musical voice 
that used to l ing in her e-ars in the care
less days of her own girlhood. Be that 
as it may, when his name dropped from 
Lilia's lips, she turned away without a 
word, -ind shut herself into her own 
room, where Lilia dared not follow. 

She was away, giving a letson in draw
ing to Christabel Guiding, when Hugh 
Murray called at their little cottsiye, and 
so did not gee the pink blush on her 
mother's face as the old lover took her 
hand, she missed seeing the ti ar that 
stole down the pink cheek as he told her 
over again the story he thought no had 
told so many years before. 

"And you really wrote me that, Hugh! 
And you thought me heartless—when I 
never got your letter?" 

Lilia heard that much as she passed 
under the sitting room window; and she 
rushed in just in time to see Hugh Mur
ray stoop to kiss her mother's cheek. 

And the mystery was explained! I t 
seemed queer at first, of c >urse; but Lilia 
was a sensible girl and made the best of 
i t : and to-day she is a queen at Murray 
Hill, spoiled, as her mother constantly 
asserts, by her artist friend. 

Lilia laughs and tosses her head, and 
then runs out in the garden to wander up 
and down the rose borders, and wonder 
when her romance will be^in! 

But her "to-morrow" will surely come/ 

T rue lo His Pr inciples . 

From tho Cardiff Mail. 
Princess Victoria, now Queen of Eng

land, spent some of her youthful days in 
Anglessey, where she seamed to enjoy her
self very much. She occasionally wore 
the sugar loaf hat and a riding habit, and 
went among the detcendanls of the old 
Druids on Mona's Isle. This was before 
she took a fancy to the brown heath and 
the tartan plaid and the pibroch of Cale
donia In the neighborhood of the new 
palace in Mono, where she and her mam 
the Duchess of Kent, were staying, was 
an old tailor named John Jones" who was 
a local preacher wirh the Wesley ans. 

One Saturday afternoon the Princess 
Victoria had the misfortu e, while riding, 
to tear her riding habit, and on lur re
turn to the palace the local tailor was sent 
for by the house steward. John Jones 
went and asked for "the lord chamber
lain," bat was told there was no such 
functionary in the palace. II« in conse
quence, returned Home. Oa Sunday 
morning another message came from the 
pilace requesting his immediate attend
ance. He bent in reply that he could not 
go, as he wis io preach that morning in 
Gorsvon and in the evening at Tracthcoch, 
and off he went. On the following morn
ing another message came from the pal
ace, and he this time obeyed. 

On appearing befor. the house steward 
that functionary appeared much dis
pleased with our old i u e n J , and askeel 
him angrily why he did not come when 
sent for the day before. ' I wa3 preach
ing at Gorsven chapel in the morning, 
sir" replied John Jone«, "and at Traeth-
coch in the evening." "Cuapel inde d!" 
said the officer. "P.eaching, indeed!" 
Did you not know that her royal highness 
Princess Victoria had sent for you t J do 
some work for her?" 

"Yes, sir" replied John, "but I do not 
work on the Sabbath." The officer sim
ply said, "Not work, indeed!" "No sir," 
replied John courageously; " I have never 
worked on Snniay, and never shall." 
"What!" said the officer, "you refuse to 
do a small job for the future Q icen of 
Great Britain?'' "Well," said J o h n . ^ ' I 
am but a poor tailor of L!an fair, but I also 
expect to be a king some day in the next 
world, and it is better for me to lose the 
favor of princesses of this world, than to 
forfeit my crown in the world to come." 

The officer laughed, and <»ave John';the 
riding habit to mend. When the taek 
was finished the officer informed Joha 
that the princess and duchess were much 
pleased with the minner he had done the 
work, and especially with his conduct, 
and expressed themselves wil l ia" to as
sist him when necessary. 


