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SINESS DIRECTORY.

A. D, MASSEY,
CTICAL MABON,
) Coventry, Vermont,

J, F. WRIGHT,
eian and Sargeot.  Offien over Grandy, fkinner
Parker's store,
I diseases & Specialty.
Barton Landmg, Vi

mit, 0. A. BEMIN,
(BOPFATHIC PHYSBICIAN AND SURGEON-
15 Craftsbury, Vermont,
PR. PARKHURST,
JURGH, will be at E. W, Langmayd's Hotel
Duventry, Friday of each week, from 2 o 5 P.
mt for Watertown, N, E. Truss. Kopt con-
om hand,

W, B, CRITCHETT,
STER & GLAZIER. Gralning, Whitewashing
nd Paper Hanging done In the best style amd
tion guaranteed. Orders solicited.
Fast Albany, Vi.

L. It. WOOD, JIX.

Y PAINTER, Particular attention pald to Fan-
oy sign Writing, lettering Banners, Mottoen, Fres-
and Goneral Ornamenting, Drawing, Drafting,
ving and Designing. Orders policited,

Barton, Vermoni

J. J. NILTE,
JORSBOR TO ¥. P. CHENEY, will continue to
o1l o Large Variety of Sewing and Knitting Ma.
. Orders sollcited, Barton, Vi, 8

CUTLER & (AOSS,
ANUFACTURERS of Carriages and Sleighs,
Greenshoro, Vi,

MINS A, J. CUTLER,

LLINERY.DRESS MAKING and pattern rooms
Barton, Vi,

E.fi. STEVENS,
GEON DENTIST Barson Landing, Vi

M. J. SMITH,
WRIETOR of thie Orleans County Marble Workws.
Poreign and American Marble, Gravestones,
nenis, ke,

J. N. WEBSTER,
¥ INSURANCE AGENT,
Barton, Vermnb

J. N. WEBSTER,
YTOORAPHER. Dealer in Stereoscopes, Views,
wwal, aqunre, aud rastic Frames of all Kinds,

FIRED. H. MORSE,
NTEIL. Painting, Glazing. Graining, White-
vaahing and Paper-Hanging. Al work done in
t style and satisfactlon guarantesd. Saws filed
T.

DALE & ROBINSON,

ORNEYS snd Counselors at Law, Barton, Vt.
GRO. ¥ DALR. J. B ROBINNON

Jo L. WOODDMAN,
ALER IN BOOTS, SHOES, and Andings ofthe
best kind and quality. Offered cheap for eash,
vor A, & J, L. Twombly's, 2

MRS, GEO. C. DAVIS,
T AND VEST MAKER,
B Barton, Vermont.

A. & J. L. TWOMBLY,
MOLESALE anaretail dealars in Flour, Corn.
Pork and Lard, Pamta and Oils, Hardware,
ndia Goods, Groceries, Butter and Choese. Also
.. Bradley's 1, X. L. Phosphate and Sea Fowl Gu-
o

Anox TwosnLy. J. L. TwounrLy.

A. U, ROBINSON,

HOLESALE dealer in Flour, Grain, W, 1. Goods,
Groceries, Lime, Plustor, Oil, Fish, Salt, Iron,
| Niils, Glasa, &e., Depot Store, Barton, Vt.

WO W. GROUT,

TTORNEY and Counselorat Law and Claim Agent.
Wil nttend the courts in Orleans and Caledonia

tles, Barton, Vi

W. W. EATON,
TTORNEY AT LAW nnd Solicitor in Chancery.
Will attend ecourts in Orleans ani Caledonia
tles. TPrompt attention given to collections.—
nsbora, Yi.

J. ML CURRAN,
ARBER AND HAIR DRESSER,
2 Barton, Vermaont,

MARTIN ABBOTT.

HEELWRIGHT, Carringe Maker and Genera
Job Worker. Open and Top Buggies, and va
styles of curringes always on hand.  Glover Vi

J. E. DWINELL.
ANUFACTURER and dealer in Forniture of all
kinda nnd descriptions, Carpets, Room Paper,
ins and Axtures, aleo Coffins and Caakets, Picture
v, Spring Bada &e. Glover Vi

J. H, HOLTON, AGENT.

anufsoturers and Dealers, in all kinds of Harness-
sn.  Also Whips, Qurrycombs, Cards, Brushes,
Yacoum oil B]nu{iing, for sule, DBarton, Vi. 7T—33

SPECIAL NOTICE.
TERESTING TO0O LADIES.

. Woodman, Barton, Vermong, bas just opened an
entirely new and elegant assortment of

SEASONABLE MILLINERY GOODS

and Bonnots—overy shape and style—Trimmaed

and untrimmed, in Btrmw, Silk and Lace, for
Ladies, Misses and Children.

FRY NEW STYLE
FROM

THE MOST ELABORATE

e simple Shude Fat, All the new shapes beauti-
and fashionably trimmed with new shades, in
Turgquols Silk and Ribbon, together with

sathers,
Aldgroette
IMlowers,
Ponpons,
=prays,
Ne. Ko,
Al=o Iosiery, Gloves,
e Collars, Fans, Fan-
ey Goods, &e.

NEW GOODS CONSTANTLY RECEIVED.

rton, May 20, 1872. 20-t1

I E W GOODsSs!

The salmeriber has just opened a fresh lot of

MILLINERY

AND .
"ancy Goods,

Ming nll the latest styles from New York ana Dos-
such ns, Neopolitnn, Stranw, Chip (Cnetuas,
dovwns and Linen hnts, Bonnets of every
ey Flowers, Ribbons, Lnaces, Fdgings,
ks, Collars and a varicty of Fancy (Goods.
linery and

DRESS MAKING

done at our roomes by

{PERIENCED WORKMEN.
ve made arrangements to receive goods from New
York and Beston
EVICIRY WEIKK
and ean give our customers
TE LATEST STYLFES
AND

LOWEST MARKET PRICES.

iking the public for their past favors, 1 hope to
ive miy share of your future patronage.

MRS, N, M. JEWELL,
18

rian. Vi, Moy Oth, 1872,

Blacksmithing

'EST GLOVER.

‘ext Glover, and vicinity, that he has taken the Shop
il West Glover, where ho is ready 0 do all kinds
Ilr

CUSTOM WORK,

ith Prosptoness, Thoroughness and at fair prices.
. J. G. MARTIN.

&t Glover, May 10, 1872, 191

| onr national birds nowadays?

does you"

MY GRANDMOTHER.

She tells me she wad handsome onee,
Har eyes like jewals bright,
The snowy locks upon her brow
As jetty ns the night; .
And o'er her polished shoulders fell
A ahower of raven curls;
Her lips were of & coral hue,
Her teeth twin rows of pearls.

The roses on her yonthful cheeks,
Like those that blash in Juwe,

When sky, and earth, and sea, and air
To beauty all attune;

Her form a sculptore's model rare,
More glorious than her fice,

While e'en her slighted gesture was
The very soul of grace.

Her voleo In tune as softly clear
As nong-bird's hiquid note,

When waves of richest melody
On summer zephyrs float.

I know "tis true; for I have heard,
At time that she was wed,

The eountry round knew noun so fair,
Or so my grandpa said,

But now she's withered, hent and old;
Her voice is cracked and shrill ;

Her trembling hands almost refuse
The mandates of her will:

Her brow is seamed by furrows deep,
Her eyes wre dimmed and biear,

And often on Lhels silvery fringe
There hangs a crystal tear,

For she has seen, like sutamn leaves,
Her dead around her fall,

And followed to the church-yard near
Full many a sombre pall ;

And back again to enrth she has
Ilor dearest treasures given—

But, looking up, she smiles and says,
“I'l see them all in Heaven!™

And as T bend above her head
And stroke her wintry har,

Or stoop to kiss her brow and chesks,
So seumed with lines of eare,’

I fee) that in my very soul
I worship at her shrine,

And pay to child of mortal birth
Homage almost diviee !

Stake holders.—Butchers,

An extensive alum mine has been dis-
covered near Centreville, Utah,

Oats grow cight feet high in Califor-
nia.

One cent will buy three cigars in
Hamburg.

Holland is said to have ten thousand
wind mills.

The gold yield of California is now
surpassed by the silver yield of Nevada.

Ex-Postmaster General Randall died
Sunday, July 26, at his residence in El-
mira, N. Y.

It is estimated that China will be a
market for American butter and cheese
to the amount of 5,000 tons annually.

A Georgia paper suspended publica- |
tion for a week in order that all hands |

might enjoy secing a man hung.
Greeley says that in order to raise
base-balls of the average diameter and
dersity, subsoiling is actually necessary.
One Missouri editor says of another,
that “his ears would do for awnings to

a ten-story wholesale hog-packing estab-
lishment.”

“Can you change a two dollar bill ?”
said an inpecunious drinker to the bar-
tender. “Yes.” «Well, when I get a
two dollar bill I'll bring it in.”

Horace Greeley says that there will
be no doughnut crop this fall. He says
the cold March weather killed the buds
on all the dough trees.

The following definition is suggested
for the forthcoming edition of Webster’s
Unabridged: ‘“Tomahawk—an agricul-
tural implement chiefly used for raising
hair."”

OREELEY'S SERENADE,

I'll hunt the parsnip
Over the plain,

And the wild pig-iron
I'll bind with a chain;

And the great drum-head,
So small and neat,

I'll give thee for o
Nosegay sweet.

A spunky young lady in Boston (what
a place that ‘‘Bosting™ is getting to be !)
vigorously slapped the face of a young
fop who walked up beside her, and ask-
ed “Don’t you know me, my dear?” It
is thought he will know mEr the next
time he sees her. Served him right.

A Rural editor tries his hand at writ-
ing a Bridge of Sighs, thus:

One more potato-bug
Gone Lo his rost,
Stepped on so tenderly,
"Cause it was best.
Poor little tater-bug !
Smashed in the dust !
In thy prosperity
Business has bust,

An exchange tells that, “at twenty
years of age, Leland Stanford arrived in
California with only one shirt to his
back. Since then, by close attention to
business, he has accumulated over ten
millions.””  What can a man want with
ten million shirts?

An editor wrote a leading article on
the fair sex, in the course of which he
said: “Girls of seventeen or eighteen
are fond of beaux.,” When the paper
was issued, he was rather shocked to 4:{):-
cover that an unfortunate typographical
error had made him say: +“Girls of
seventeen are fond of beans.”

What appears to be the matter - with
They
don’t amount to shucks any more. An
éagle, in Burton county, Ga., swooped
down upon a thomas-cat the other day,
and took him up; but the thomas-cat
had a few claws himself, and the proud
bird of freedom had to let him drop,

At Mobile recently s ‘shell  exploded,
and w piece struck one of our colored
fellow citizens on the head. He flew
around like a girl with a grasshopper
up her trousers- and finally asked
“who had been pulling his hair.” The
head was uninjured, but the shell was
burst all to pieces.

Bob—-*+Jim, de men don’t make such
fools of demselves about women as de
women do about men. If dey look at
de moon dey see a man init. If dey
hear a mouse nibbling, it's a man; and
dey all look under de bed last thing at
night to find a man. Why, I nebber
looks under my bed to find a woman,

)

There is no accounting for a woman's
wrath. - A man in Albany recently
plunged into the river to save a lady
who was drowning, and she got as mad
as an old hen because he pulled her
chignon off in getting her out. The
probability is that that man won’t make
a “humane society’” of himself again

| right away;,

subscriber taken this method to Inform e cltizens |

Mr. Drake. of Buffalo, has always
enjoyed his brandy up to last week.
Day and night it has been a source of
inward consolation to him; but the oth-
er night he got up and went to the clos-
et, where he kept his retail department,
and drank a good horn of corrosive sub-
limate by mistake. Mr. Drake’s duck
looks well in weeds, and she is settling
his estate just as fast as she can with
propriety.

Jack Walter’s Fortune.

Nobody saw Jack Walter's good traits
with so clear a vision as little Atty
Brown. , Jack was a clerk in a great
dry goods establishment of Dorset &
Drew. He was somewhat vain of his
really handsome face, and a trifle fop-
pish, but the ground of his character
was laid in good true colors, warranted
to wear. Jack was poor, but ambitious
and capable—so much so that the firm
in whose employ he was were consider-
ing whether they should not raise his
| salary and send him to travel for their

house. Jack got an inkling of their in-
| tentions, but discretely kept it to him-
| self.

As a matter of course, Jack having
reached the mature age of twenty-two,
was in love with a fair lady. He had
first seen her at the store, and his heart
was at once taken captive in the meshes
of her golden hair,

Anne Rathburn was very lovely.—
Everybody said so, and rightly. But
she was called a flirt by sober minded
people, and the young men were rather
afraid of her. Those who enjoyed her
confidence knew that she was waiting
for a golden prize, and smiled at poor
Jack’s infatuation.

Miss Rathburn’s father was head-
hook-keeper at Dorset & Drew’s, and by
no means a rich man. It was his wife
who kept the establishment going. She
had come into possession of a small for-
tune just as Anne was blooming into
| beautiful womanhood, and consequently
| the girl was a little spoiled. The fam-
| ily lived in elegant style, kept a pony-
| chaise, and Anne was gratified in all
| her whims, for she was the idol of both
| her parents.

Jack had won upon the affections of
the old book-keeper, not for selfish ends
only—for there was something about the
meek, thin-faced, aristoeratic looking
old gentleman that encouraged friendli-
ness, and Jack had always liked him.—
So occasionally the young man was in-
vited to the elegant residence of the
| Rathburns, and in time found himself
! on a somewhat intimate footing with

the different members of the family.
| Atty Brown was a poor relative who
| mended Anne's stockings, and aided that

lazy young beauty in divers ways for

her board and clothes. She was d
‘ cousin on the father's side, with nothing
| to distinguish her from ordinary young
ladydom but a pair of glorious melting
hazel eyes, fringed by the longest. thick-
est lashes that were ever seen. Mrs.
Rathburn, like her husband, was tall
and slim, and wore fashionable caps
and a great quantity of false hair. She
had once been the possessor of consider-
| able beauty, but now people called her
only fine-looking. If she had been
merely the poor book-keeper’s wife with-
out the fortune, I doubt if she would
bave been considered even that.

These, with a bachelor uncle, whose
chief amusement was showing wonder-
ful tricks with cards and telling for-
tunes, made the full quota of the book-
keeper's family, among whom Jack found
himself placed on terms of the most de-
lightful intimacy.

It was the first day of April, and
Anne sat listless looking over some pic-
tures, Atty Brown knitting a pretty tri-
fle for her cousin, on the opposite side
of the table, when Hetty Rogers dropped
in upon them. Hetty was a sleek, sly
little brunette, who always reminded one
of a purring cat.

“Girls, do you know what a lovely
day it is 7" exclaimed Het, loosening
her dainty furs at the neck as she seated
herself. “Didn’t 1 see Jack Walters
over here last night 2" she went on with
a smooth little purr. «I know his pro-
file. Is that why you like him Anne?
It's just perfect.”

“I like him! Nonsense !" said Anne,
with a laugh which was almost con-
temptuous. “He is a very pleasant
young gentleman, handy to have round,
as mama says ; does all one’s errands
dutifully, and is a splendid escort, with
his Greek face and graceful manners.
But must one be reported engaged be-
cause one has a particular friend ?”

Hetty laughed.

“People will talk, you know,” she
said.

“Why, he's as poor as a church mouse,”
eontinued Annve. “Deo yon think I could
marry a poor man ? Never !”

Atty lifted her great hazel eyes in as-
tonishment. She had more than sus-
pected that her cousin did love Jack;
and in his face had she not read his ab-
sorbing passion ?

“See how innocently surprised At’
pretends to be,” laughed Anne, a faint
crimson tinge creeping over the marble
like beauty of her skin.  *I half believe
he is her hero. She is a perfect little
mouse when he is here.” *

“Anybody can see that he worships

”

you.

“‘Nonsense "' said Annpe, the flush
deepening. . Don't bother your head
about him, my dear. He's a splendid
cavalier, and thatis all. He's very fool-
ish if he ever presumes upon my kind-

last night. He told his fortune, you
know, and said he would marry a little
dark girl. Maybe it's you, Het. You'r
a great heiress, and can afford it. As
for me, a rich husband or nome. Oh,
by the way, it's April Fools-Day, isn’t
it? I should like to have some fun!
Play a joke on somebody—a grand joke,
that might be remembered for a year.
What can 1do? There! Ihaveit. I've
thought of something !” She clapped
her hands and shook her blonde tresses,
while her handsome blue eyes sparkled

with mischief.

“Well, what is it?” queried Hetty.

“If some cne only was going to the
store.

If you mean Dorset & Drew’s, that
is just where I'm going,” said Hetty,
drawing her furs closer.

“You are? Well, I'll send a note to
Jack. I have the whole thing planned
out. I was there yesterday, and Joe
Hunter showed me some new goods at
the silk counter, and informed me that
he was going off to-day on some commis-
sion or other. The way he happened to
tell me, we were laughing over April-
Fool-day tricks, and he said there would
not be much of a chance for the clerks
to fool him, as he was going off early in
the morning. I'll just write, that hav-
ing ordered several things—a silk dress
a box of handkerchiefs, gloves, etc.—I
had expected them yesterday, but as
they did not come, 1 shall be pleased if
he will see that they are forwarded im-
mediately. 1'll address the note to Jack,
and of course he will fly to execute my
bidding. Then there'll be a fuss, and 1
shall fool them all.”

The giddy girl never stopped to weigh
the consequences. Fun was what she
wanted, even at the expense of truth.

“Capital " exclaimed Hetty; “It's
a most brilliant idea.”

“Cruel !” said Atty, indignation in
her glance. “You'll never do it, Anne.”

«Won't1? You'll see; and that with-
out giving you time to preach a sermon
about it. I'm bent on making an April-
Fool of Jack. He'll forgive me; don’t
be anxious; I know him. It will only
hurt his vanity a little, and that won't
kill him.”

By this time she had opened her
writing desk and her pen was rattling
over the paper.

“I've half a mind to say, ‘My Dear
Jack.! T will; it's April-Fool's day;
Won't his handsome eyes open 7"’ and
again a soft rosy flush spread over her
cheeks.

“There !" She folded the note and
hid it in a delicately-perfumed envelope.
+I should like to see him when he gets
it ; that's all. You'll go right away, I
suppose. It'salready eleven, you know.”

Hetty took the missive and hurried off
in high glee ; while Atty, who could not
appreciate nor yet prevent the joke, bent
over her work with indignant eyes.

I'd never come here again, after that,
if I were he, she said hotly .to herself.
It's an insult.

Hetty performed her part valiently.
She went to the store; spoke a few
words to her cousin, who wasa clerk
there ; intercepted the cash-hoy, who was
running to change a twenty-dollar bill ;
bade him give the message to Mr. Wal-
ters, and walked carelessly out of the
door, laughing inwardly.

“Here's something for you,” said
little Ben, as he slipped the envelope
over & huge pile of silks shining in all
the colors of the rainbow.

Jack placed the note in his vest pock-
et with just the faintest shadow of em-
barrassment, and after his customer had
gone, stele a recess just three seconds
long in which he read the contents.

“My Dear Jack."”

The blood rushed to his face ; he was
in a perfect tremor of delight. When
had Aune ever written to him before ?
But here were the lines, fresh from un-
der her own white hand. She had eall-
en him Jack, “Dear Jack.” Pocketing
his trophy and his tumultuous emotions
at the same time, he proceeded at once
to make needful inquiries.

He spoke to the chief elerk, an aw-
ful personage in a red wig. **Miss Rath-
burn had ordered several things.” He
produced a list of them—a dress patern
in silk, gloves, handkerchiefs—and they
had not been sent home. Doubtless it
was Joe Hunter’s fault ; the goods had
been bought of him. “The most care-
less clerk in the house,” muttered the
chief, as he peered over the list. -He
must do better or leave.”

Three or four clerks were sent at once
to look the parcels over. There was
great rolling aside and throwing down,
and not a few hard words were sifted in
with the labor, for Dorset & Drew did
an immense business. Addresses were
looked over, counters turned upside

“But don't you really like him, Anne ?
asked Atty, her needles suspended. |

down, and that part, of the shop was in
confusion.

The senior partner had purchased a
unique and beautiful vase that day,
- which stood in its wrappings in the cor-

ner of a shelf, where Jack himself was
- rummaging for the missing bundle, when
'lo! there was a crash, and the vase for
which Mr. Dorset had paid nearly a
- hundred dollars went down with a ¢rash.
' Dorset, who stood by, turned white,

ness. Uncle Hal settled the question | but merely said,

“That comes out of your salary, Wal.
t;ers{"

“Df course, sir, responded Jack rue-
fully, “I shall pay it with pleasure.”

Another clerk, in jumping on a treach-
erous roll of cloth, fell and sprained his
ankle, and was abliged to go home.

At last the books were resorted to.
Dorset, who was an irascible man, had
already made up his mind to turn off
poor Joe Hunter, looked them over him-
self. As he was poring at the orders,
his lean fore-finger running down the
columns,a clerk spoke to him in an un-
dertone.

_Theshin face of the senior partner
darkened, and he closed the book with
an angry thrust.

“Walters,”” said he sharply, ¢‘“come
here.” And the young man went for-
ward, perplesed and unhappy.

“Do you kmow what day it is, Wal-
ters ?"" queriel Dorset.

“The —first—the devil !” muttered
Jack, shutting his lips together sudden.-
ly.

“You have been sold, I think; we
have all been sold,” said the merchant,
almost fiercely, “I have lost a vase
that can’t be natched, and that cost me
seventy-five dollars; Jacobs has gone
home with a sprained ankle, and the
whole house has been in a turmoil on
account of a foclish woman's whim. You
ought to have seen, Walters—you should
have had your wits about you, on this
day, of all others, As for Miss Rath-
burn, 1 should like to devise some way
of punishing her for so thoughtless a
trick. 1'm sure her father would nearly
die of mortification if he knew of it,
and he will certainly hear it. I'm very
sorry. However, no use erying for spilt
milk.” And with a wave of the hand
Walters was dismissed, more chagrined,
more angry, hurt, and sore, than he had
ever been in his life. ,

Going to his counter, his lips and
checks pale, there he met little Atty
Brown.

“I didn't want to turn State’s-evi-
dence,” she said, hurredly, her glitter.
ing eyes swimming under the brown
lashes, as if the tears were very near
there ; “but I couldn’t help coming; it
was such a cruel thing—at least it
seemed so to me. 1 hope I'm in time.
Don’t look for that package, Mr. Wal-
ters ; it might put you to much trouble.”

“The trouble is all through with Miss

Brown,” said young Walters, with more’

dignity than she had ever seen him as-
sume before. *Tell Miss Rathburn, if
you please, with my compliments, that
I am infinitely obliged to her,” and his
eyes flashed. “Her little joke has cost
me dear.”

Again the great brown eyes met his,
full of sympathy ; but he had frightened
her, too.

“I thank yow,”” he said in a softer
tone, seeing that her lip quivered. “You
have proved to me that all women are
not heartless. Good morning Miss
Brown.”

Atty went home disquieted, trembling
and wretched. Of course she could not
deliver his message, as Anne had not
known of her attempt to frustrate the
“good joke,” neither did she wish to in-
cur the anger of one who could make
her thoroughly uncomfortable.

Walters bore his fate that day with
manly composure, outwardly, but his
heart was like a seething caldron. Him-
self the soul of honor despite his pover-
ty, he could not see how so gentle a
girl as he had deemed his beautiful
blonde, could so deliberately have deliv-
ered him over to the tormenters. Of
course. he had much to bear throughout
the day. There were inuendoes and
subtle glances, one broad, open joke at
his expense. For all the world he
would not have had Anne Rathburn’s
name so bandied about, but there was
no'help for it. Her thoughtless plan-
ning had subjected her to shame, and
him to suffering that sometimes almost
amounted to absolute agony. He had
thought that Anne loved him. It was
quite impossible to think so now. “The
charm was broken—the spell in which
she held him rudely dissolved. Through
the jibes and jeers of others. through
the meaning in the faces of the clerks,
he saw her, discnchanted. unqueened.

And yet he loved her too, in spite of
all. L

He looked so jaded and worn at four
o’clock, -that the senior partner private-
ly told him he might go home, if he
would take the trouble to execute a lit-
tle commission for him on the way,

which he gladly did.

Jack lived, or ratber stayed at a
fashionable boarding-house; but his
room was in the fifth story, and was
furnished with a carpet that had done
service for a series of rooms, from the
parlor-floor up, for at least twenty years.
There were dim shadows of circles, and
vanishing ghosts of roses that flourished
in worsted at an early period, but a
dreary grayness prevaded the entire

width of the room—a ghastly reminder |

of past beauty. The chairs were like-

her sometimes more than half his salary.
But there was one thing he would have,
if it took it out of his bread and butter,
and that was a genuine wood fire.

He had bought a fender and all the
other accessories at auction ; a small cor-
ner under the roof held his wood. He
always made the fire himself, and when
it was lighted, and sang old songs—as
such dear old-fashioned fires invariably
do—Jack’s poor, meagrely-finished room
was rather prettier and brighter than the
stiff parlor below, with its circular wheel
in the wall, radiating hot. unwholesome
air.

Jack was exceedingly glad to occupy
his thoughts with the fire, for, April
though it was, the day had been raw and
chilly, and when the lovely flames leaped
and the wood crackled with a sound like
bursting apples and trickle of sweet e1-
der in it, his depression wore off just a
little. He had been the vietim of jokes
innumerable all that day, inflicted by
junior clerks and silly little girls who
claimed a passing acquaintance with the
handsome Jack, and his spirit was sore
and his heart dejected.

“How could she do it 2" he asked him-
self, referring again and again to Anne’s
letter. “‘Seventy-five dollars slap out of
my salary and new clothes out of the
question. How sad and sympathetic

that little thing looked ! Atty Brown, I |

think, her name is. By Jove! she had
beantiful eyes, though. T never quite
caught their expression before. 1 would
not have believed it of Anne.  She
made a fool of me to be sure, but she
may rue it yet. I don't think I shall for.
give her.” And he settled his foot on the
fender, while his fine face took up an ex-
pression of the stermest determination.

| viee.

== =

which, I may now say are certainties,”
he said.

“Some communication—my uncle—I
had no uncle—that I know of. My
mother’s only brother died years ago—
at least we have always believed him
dead. I beg your pardon; I have re-
ceived no letter.”

“Very strange !”" said the little man
with the parchment face, apparently
mystified. The letter was sent to us as
his solicitors, and I am sure it was for-
warded to the proper direction, because
I happen to know a gentleman who is a
friend of yours, and he gave us the num-
ber of your place. Very singular! We
mailed iv on the 31st of March.

“On the—31st of March !* exclaimed
Jack, flushing to the roots of his curly
hair. “Oh! I remember. The fact is,
that the 1st of April followed the 31st
of March, and as | received some bogus
communications—or rather suspected
them to be such. It might be that let-
ter—in fact—it was pust-marked India?”
he asked ending abruptly.

“It was Calcutta, India,” said the
little man, solemuly.

“I beg your pardon again; 1'm sure,”
—Jack began growing redder and more
earnest,—*I'll go directly home. I can
get leave, I thiok, and then, suppose I
call on youn ?”

“Very happy, I'm sure, to be of ser-
There is our card, Gooch & Lub-
bell. We shall be delighted to see you
through ;" and then, apparently fright-
ened at his own impulsiveness, he left
the store at a rapyd gait, looked back at
the unlucky day as he called it, and the

| letter he had so slighted, would be im-

On the whole it had been all-
Then he fell to thinking

possible.

fool’s luck.

“Little she cares for my forgivenesss,per- | of the chance speeches he had heard

haps. There's Het Rogers. She’s pret-

from his mother's lips about “poor

ty, rather, and rich, and twenty-five.— | Frank,” who had gone off to seek his
She likes me, I think; and, by Jove! | fortune, and about whom for years and

['ll be even with Anne Rathburn yet.”

There came a knock at the door.
April Fool's day was not yet over, and
Jack was on his guard. As he called
out “come in I an imp’s face was dis-
cernable just on the inside of the bril-
liantly lighted room, for the wood-fire
was doing its best.

“Pleathe, thir,” lisped the temor of
the house, the landlady’s bright boy—a

boy so exceedingly smart that everybody |
hated him—+did you thee the leeterth |

that come here to.day !”

“No, and I don’t want too;
march down stairs,” said Jack.

But pleathe, thir, I aint a April-fool-
ing. The gentleman gave me a quarter
to thee that you thurely got it.”

“Oh, he did, did he 2" growled Jack
vigorously. “Well, you hurry down, or
I'll see that you surely get it.” And
rising as he spoke, the indignant young-
ster fled, shrieking with terror and laugh-
ter.

Notwithstanding, Jack felt considera-
ble curiosity about the letters, and be-
gan peering round. Yes, they were,
three of them, in the letter-rack. There
was noboly to spy, and he was under
no particular obligation to inform him-
self, so he took one down, the bulkiest
and tore off the wrapper. At the third
cover he paused and bit his lip ; at the
fourth he threw them into the fire. —
Then he took down the other two, smil-
ing grimly. One was superscribed ‘*Cal-
cutta, India,” and bore every appearance
of being genuine; the other was in a
delicate lady’s hand, the penmanship of
which very much resembled Anne’s.

s0 you

“Forgeries !"” he muttered; and the |

fellows who tried to po me, will surely
be here. I'll fix up another bulky en-
velope, and then 1'll let 'em stay there,
just as I found them. I think one bit-
ter experience is enough.”

So he arranged the rack, and by that
time the bell called him to tea.

Meantime, Miss Hetty and Miss An-
ne had their little conference.  All had
gone off triumphantly. Het's cousin,in
describing the matter, had dwelt only on
its ludicrous side, and when she in turn
detailed it to Anme, all the rougher
edges were smoothed down.  Anue was
half glad, half sorry. After the excite-
ment of the fun was over, she wondered
if Jack—clever, handsome Jack—would
be very angry with her. Anyhow, what
did it matter ? She had neverintended
to marry him—though, if he were only
better. off, only rich—he was so fine
looking ! so interesting! aud tell-tale
blushes reddened the girl's cheek.

Het secretely hoped to turn the thing
to her own advantage. = She had always
liked Jack, and would have given him
her fortune and herself any time, if he
had asked. - So Hetty, kitten-like, pur-
red only of encouragement to Anne, se-
cretly desiring the cream for herself.

A week passed and Jack still resent-
ful, had not called upon Anne. One
day a dark, hollow-cheeked man, with a
parchment face, and eyes of a remarka-
ble brilliancy, walked into Dorset &
Drew's, and inquired for Mr. Walters.

“That’s a Jew-lawyer,” laughed one
of the clerks, as Jack obeyed the sum-

‘mons. “*Are you in the hands of Phil-

wise souvenirs of long, long ago,” the | istines 2"

only one which he could use with com-
fort he had bought himself.
Poor Jack could not afford luxuries

The stranger introduced himself.
“We expected some communication
from you, sir, before this, in relation to

for his own use—he was too fond and | the letter informing you of your uncle's
careful of his mother for that, sending | death, and your brilliant expectations,

years nothing had been heard. If it
should prove true—and then he started
from his trance to find himself addressed

| by Atty Brown, whose glorious eyes

wore the same sweet, sympa.thet-ic ex-
pression that had remained in his mem-
ory, after that trying All-Fool’s day.
It was only a little parcel she had come
for, by Anne’s directions, for Miss An-
ne was mourning in her fashion after
her devoted cavailer and willing slave,

“Tell me how he looks, Atty, and

.I what he says,’”’ was Anne's parting in-
| junction, and when they met again her

eyes asked a question.

Atty exulted a little when she replied
to that question:

I think [ never saw him look so well
and happy.”

«Didn’t he say a word ?” half falter-
ed Anne.

“Not a word, outside of business,”
said Atty quietly. |

And only the next day Het came in,
with a loud,

“Have you heard the news ?”

Anne looked up, expectantly. Per-
haps, from pique, Jack had gome and
got married. Her heart sank.

“You'll be astonished, but it's per-
fectly true. Jack Walters has come, or
is coming into an immense fortune. His
uncle has died in India, and he heirs
millions.

Anne faintly smiled. Her heart flut-
tered, and she felt almost like ecrying.
She had lost him—the handsomest man
in her set, and now perhaps the richest
—lost him by playing a foolish practi-
cal joke. He had not come to her feet;
he had not even called upon her since,
though she was quite ready and willing
to apoliogize. The tears were provek-
ingly near ; it was all she could do to
keep them from welling quite up and
dropping out.

“Oh, and he’ll know how to be a rich
man,” added Het. «He'll live and look
like a prince. We can’t reach him now
you know,”” she added, with a provoking
laugh.

That very evening Jack called. As
he sat in the fine parlor, he little knew
what pains busy hands were taking with
Miss Anne's toilet ; and when in her
superb beauty she swept into the room,
dazzling in her faultless attire, J ack
felt almost to mourn over his own chang-
ed feelings—for love her now, with the
strong, true love that should know no
change, he was sure he did not, and
could not.

He brought an invitation from some
eminent artiste for an opera ; but it was
not to her alone. He should be very
much pleased, he said, if her cousin
would go with her.

“At' never cares to go to the opera,”
she was foolish enough to say, her cheeks
hotly flushed, but interpreting the look
in his eyes her woman wit came to the
rescue: “but I think she would go on
your invitation, and it will be delight-
ful to witness her enjoyment.

So Anne speedily found herself second
in importance. - Atty was so charming
in her simple toilet; so pure, tender and
womanly, that Jack found himself grad-

.ually learning to long for the glances

from under the brown lashes. His vis-
its to the brown stone front were more
frequent than ever ; but Anne knew also,
that they were not for her, charm she
ever so wisely.

It was in the fall of that same year
Atty and Jack were married, and Anne

| ately packed his trunk

= i

and Het were bridesmaids. Itwas un-
derstood, however, that Anne would soon
be a bride. Old Tim Warbeck, a bank-
er, some said a millionaire, had been at
her feet for years, and she had reward-
ed him at last, But nobody knew how
deep, down in her heart was a sorrow
that only time could efface—and per-
haps not even that.

HOMES REDUCED BY DRESS.

Only those women who have not the
money to “dress” can fully appreciate
the crushing weight which society ruth-
lessly heaps upon this disability. To
be unable to “dress” is to be treated
with almost disrespect in the car, the
boat, at the public gathering, the street
and the shop ; to be ignored : to feel the
shrug of contempt, the sneer of levity
and the smile of scorn; to be thrust
aside ; to be laughed at; to be uncere-
moneously displaced ; to be cruelly driv-
en out of society ; to have your heart,
your intelligence, your thought, your
virture, your character held as nothing
against silk ; to be stung; to be outrag-
ed ; to be proscribed ; all this and much
more for the lack of money to *‘dress.”

It matters not whether this rule of
society is right or wrong, the fact re-
mains to blight and to ruin. The fash-
ionable lady thinks nothing of paying
$72 for making a dress, made up of
forty yards of silk, at from $4 to 810
per yard. These are the women who
rule the street, drawing-rooms, theaters
—dare we say churches? After such
the lesser lights take pattern. What
defense have the girls who work for from
$4 to 810 per week against this affray !

The rich can be fashionable, the poor
cannot be by honest means. The poor
industrious shop girl loocks upon $50
dresses and they are beyond her reach.
There is a $40 gulf between her and
them—between her and the respect and
attention of society. Her virtue will
span the chasm. She longs to lift the
load of poverty, to receive the caress
of society, to be freed from bonbage.—
She sells herself to hell for dress. Af-
ter the first step is taken it is not long
before all useful labor is eschewed. and
the foul vice made to be the only service
of income. This is no picture, but what
happens every day, and is a plain state-
ment of how the recruits to brothels are
made.

This mania for “dress” is devastat-
ing our American society and demoral-
izing American women to an alarming
extent. The wives and daughters of
the rich men who lead society in this
fearful race of extravagance are respon-
sible for a great share of the prostitu-
tion which curses the nation as well as
for thousands of business failures, scat-
tered families, and the long train of
miseries among us under the ecover of
«keeping up appearances.”’ Let those
who have the courage take this lesson
and act upon it.

Curiouvs FrEaxs oF LIGHTNING—
Frrcerura, Mass, Juny 18. A severe
thunder storm passed over this city
vesterday afternoon, during which, the
lightning struck the house of Mr. Geo.
C. Cady, doing considerable damage.—
The lightning struck one of the rods on
the house, melting off the point, and
then passing down the rod to a level
with the windows of the second story,
passed directly through the side of
the house imto a small cupbeard
under the sink and from there to the
ground floor, entering a closet where
crockery was stored and broke all the
crockery and glassin the room. Thence
it went out through the side of the
house and entered the-large pipes of
the city water works and burst them in
several places, one piece being more
than 600 feet from where the fluid first
struck. The family of Mr. Cady were
away at the time and no one was in the
house. The damage is estimates at
$200 to Mr. Cady, and the same to the
water works.

SupERsTITION.—Ab & recent meeting
of the Polytechnic Club of the American
Institute, Mr. Boyle told the following
incident :

At a newly-erected lighthouse along
the New Island Sound, an old sailor was
recently appointed as keeper. On one
of the first evenings, when trimming his
lamp, he neglected his instructions to
draw the curtains down, and the setting
sun, shining through one of the large
lenses, had, of eourse, its rays concen-
trated in the focus, and as here the lamp
is placed, the heat was sufficient to light
it, to his utter amazement. He put it
out, but had become so nervous for the
whole night that his own image fright-
ened him as he saw it reflected in the
plate glass of the lantern, with the dark
sky outside and the strong light inside.
The next morning at daybreak he put
out the light, when at suonse the sun
lit it up again, for the same reason as it
happened the evening before. This was
too much for the old salt. He immedi-

notice to any one, and was only missed
when at i :
dark. When found in the neighboring
village he declared that the lighthouse
was bewitched, that satan bad lighted
his lamp twice, and that he had seen
him in propria persona during the whole
night outside the tower, looking at him.
It was, of course, his own image that he
had seen. His supposition was, to be
sure, not complimentary to himself in

to his own

price, and another keeper had to be
j_Jrovit_lqd,,

and left, without,
night the lighthouse remained ,

; but he
was not to be induced to return al any
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