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CHAPTER 1L —(CosTiSUED.)

She closes her eyes faintly—ahe hears
nothing but those words—feela nothing
but his arm round her—forgets Mrs.
COrayford’s warning—forgets Richard
Wardour himself—turns suddenly with
a loving woman's disregard of every-
thing but her love, nestles her head
on his bosom, and answers him in that
way &t last!

He lifts the beautiful drooping head
—their lips meet in their first kiss—
they are both in heaven—it is Clara
who brings them pack to earth again
with a start—it is Clara who says,

~ “Oh! what have 1 done?"'—as usual,
when it 1s too late,
Frank answers the question: “You

have made me happy, my angel. Now,
when I come back, I come back Lo make
you my wife.,”

Shudders, She remembers Richard
Wardour agnin at those words, “Mind!"
she says, “nobody is to know we are
engaged till I permit you to mention it
Remember that!"

He promises to remember it. His
arm tries to wind round her once more,
No! ‘She ia mistress of herself; she
can positively dismiss him now—after
she has let him kiss her!

“Go!” she gays. "I want to see Mra,
Orayford. Find her! Say I am here,
walting to speak to her. Go at once,
Frank—for my sake!”

There I8 no alternative but to obey
her. His eyes drink a last draught of
her beauty. He hurries away on his
errand—the happlest man in the room.
Five minutes since, she was only his
partner in the daunce. He has spoken
—and she has pledged herself to be bis
partner for life!

CHAPTER 1V,
T was not easy fto
find Mrs. Crayford

in the crowd,
Searching here and
searching there,

Frank became con-
sclous of a stranger,
who appeared to be
looking for some-
hody on his slde.
He was o dark,
heavy - browed,
strongly-bullt man; dressed in a shab-
by old naval officer's uniform. His
manner—strikingly resolute and self-
contalned—was unmistakably the man-
ner of a gentleman. He wound his way
slowly through the crowd; stopping to
look at every lady whom he passed, and
then looking away again with a frown.
Littla by little he approached the con-
gorvatory—entered it, after a mo-
ment's reflection—detécted the glim-
mer of a white dress in the dis-
tance, through the shrubs and flowers
—advanced to get a nearer view of the
lady—and burst Into Clara’s presence
with a cry of delight.

She sprang to her feet. She stood
wefore him  speechless, motionless,
struck to stone. All her life was in her
ayes—the eyes which told her she was
looking at Richard Wardour. He was
the first to speak.

“I am sorry I startled you, my darl-
ing. 1 forgot everything but the hap-
piness of seeing you again. We only
reached our moorings two hours since.
1 was some time inquiring after you,
and some time getting my ticket, when
they told me you were at the ball.
Wish me joy, Clara! I am promoted.
1 haye come back to make you ny
wife."

A momentary change passed over the
blank terror of her face, Her volor
rose faintly, her lips moved. She
abruptly put a question to him:

“Did you get my letter?"”

{ He started. “A letter from you? I
never received it."

The momentary animation died out
of her face again. She drew back from
him, and dropped into a chair. He ad-

. vanced toward her, astonished and
alarmed. 8he shrank in the chair—
shrank, as if sha was frightened of
him.

“Clara! you have not even shaken
hands with me!

. He paused, walting, and watching

her., Bhe made no-reply. A flash of

the quick temper in him leaped up in
his eyes. Ho repeated his last words

‘in louder and sterner tomes: ‘‘“What
does it mean?"

She replied this time. His tone had
hurt her—his tone had roused her sink-
ing courage. “It means, Mr. Wardour,
that you bave been mistaken from the
first.”

“How have I been mistaken?"

"You have been under a wrong Im-
pression, and you have given me no

. eppertunity of setting you right.”

“In what way have I been wrong?"

“You bave been too hasty and too
confident about yourself and about me.
You have entirely misunderstood me,
I am grieved to distress you, but for
your gake I must speak plainly. T am
Your friend always, Mr. Wardour. I
AR never be your wife.”

He mechanically repeated the last
words. He seemed to doubt whether
he had heard her araight. “You can

wife?"

“Never!”
“Why "
- There was no answer, She was in-
~ eapable of telling him a falsehood.
~ Shé waa ashamed to tell him the

'i-_Il.llm and saddaaly pos-
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sessed himself of her hand, Holding
her hand firmly, he stooped a Iittle
lower, searching for the signs which
might answer him In her face. His
own face darkened slowly while he
looked. He was beginning Lo suspecl
her, and he acknowledged it in his next
waorda,

“Something has changed you toward
me, Olara, Somebody has influenced
you ngainst me. Is it—you lorce me to
ask the question—is it some other
man?"

“You have no right to ask me that.”
He went on without noticing what
she had said to him. “Has that other
man come between you and me? I
speak plainly on my side. Speak plain-
Iy on yours."

“I have spoken, I have nothing more
to say."

There was a pause, She saw the
warning light which told of the fire
within him, growing brighter and
brighter In his eyes. She felt his grasp
strengthening on her hand. She Leard
him appeal to her for the last time.

“Reflect,” he sald, “reflect before it
is too late. Your sllence will not sarve
you, If you persist in not unswering
me, I shall take your silence as a con-
fession. Do you hear me?"

“1 hear youw."

“Clara Burnham! I am not fo be
trified with, Clara Burnham! I inalst
on the truth. Are you false to ma?"

She resented that searching question
with a woman's keen sense of the in-
sult that is implied in doubting ler to
her face.

“Mr. Wardour! you forget yourself
when you call me to account in that
way. I never encouraged you. I never
gave you promise or pledge—"

He passionately interrupted her be-
fore she could gay more: “You have en-
gaged yoursell in my absence. Your
words own it; your looks own it! You
have engaged yourself to snother
man!"

“If I have engaged myself, what
right have you to complain of it?" she
answered firmly., “What right have
you to control my actions——"

The next words died away on her
lips. He suddenly dropped her hand.
A marked change appeared in the ex-
pression of hig eyes—a change which
told her of the terrible passions that
ghe had let loose in him, She read,
dimly read, something in his

self, but for Frank,

Little by little the dark color faded
out of his face. HIs deep voice drop-
ped suddenly to a low and qulet tone as
he spoke the parting words: “Say no
more, Miss Burnham—you have said
enough. I am answered; I am dis-
migged.” He paused, and
close up to her, lald his hand on her
arm.

“The time may come,” he said,
“when 1 shall forgive you, But the man
who has robbed me of you shall rue
the day when you and he first met."
He turned and left her.

A few minutes later, Mrs, Crayiord,
entering the conservatory, was met by
one of the attendants at the ball. The
man stopped as If he wished Lo speak
to her.

“What do you want?" she asked,

“I beg pardon, ma'am. Io vou hap-
pen to have a smelling-bottle about
you? - There is n young lady in the
conservatory who is taken faint.”

CHAPTER V,

HE morning of the
next day — the
morning on which
the ships wera to
sill—came Lright
and breezy. Mrs.
Crayford having ar-
ranged to follow
her husband to the
water-side, and see
the last of him be-
fore he embarked,
entered Clara's room on her way out
of the house, anxious to hear how her
young friend had passed the might.
To her astonishment, she found Clara
had risen and was dressed, like her-
self, to go out.

“What does this mean, my dear?

face
which made Her tremble—not for her-

stepping

After what you suffered last night—
after the shock of seeing that man—
why don't you take my advice and rest
in your bed?"
“l ean’t rest.
night.
“No."
“Have you seen or heard anything
of Richard Wardour?"

“What an extraordinary question!"
“Answer my question! Don’t trifle
with me!™

“Compoae yourself, Clara. I have
neither seen nor heard anything of
Richard Wardour. Take my word for
It, he is far enough away by this time.”
“No! He is here! He is near us!
All night long the presentiment has
pursued me—Frank and Richard Ward-
our will meet.”

“My dear child, what are you think-
ing of? They are total strangers to
each other.”

“Something will happen to bring
them together. I feel it! I know It.
They will meet; there will be a mortal
quarrel between them, and I ghall be to
blame. Oh, Lucy! why didn't I take
your advice? Why was I mad enough
to let Frank know that I loved him?

I have not slept all
Have you been out yet?"

1 am all ready; 1 must go with you,”
“You must not think of It, Clara.

at the water-side, You are not strong
enough to bear it, Walt—I won't be
long away—weit till I come hack,”

1 must, and will, go with you!
Crowd! He will be among the crowd!
Confusion! In that confusion he will
find his way to Frank! Don’t ask ma
to wailt. I shall go mad It T wait. 1
shall not know & moment's ease (ill T
have seen [rank with my own eyes
gafe in the boat which takes him fo his
ship. Yon have got your bonnet on;
what are we stopping here for? Come!
or I shall go without you. Look at the
clpck! We have not a moment to
lose!"”

It was useless to contend with her.
Mrs. Crayford ylelded. The two women
left the house together.

The landing-stage, as Mrs. Crayford
had predicted, was thronged with spec-
tators, Not only the relatives and
friends of the Arctic voyagers, bul
gtrangers as well, had assembled in
large numbers to see the ships sail,
Clara's eyes wandered affvighted hither
and thither among the strange faces
in the crowd, searching for the one
face that she dreaded to see, and not
finding it. So completely were her
nerves unstrung that she started with
a cry of alarm on suddenly hearing
Frank's volce behind her.

“The Sea-Mew's hoats are waiting,"
he said. “I must go, darling. How pals
you are looking, Clara! Are you i117"

She never answered. She questioned
him with wild eyes and trembling lips.

“Has anything happened 1o you,
Frank? anything out of the com.aon?"
Frank laughed at the strange question,

“Anything out of the common?"” he
repeated. “Nothing that I know of, ex-
cept galling for the Arctic Seas, That's
out of the common, I suppose; jsn't
it

“Has anybody spoken to you gince
last night? Has any stranger followed
you in the street?”

Frank turned in blank amazement to
Mrs. Crayford, “What on earth does
ghe mean?"

Mrs. Crayford’s lively invention sap-
plied her with an answer on the spur
of the moment,

“Do you believe In dreams, Frank?
Of course you don’t! Clara has been
dreaming about you, and Clara is fool-
ish enough to Lelleve in dreams. That's
all; it’s not worth talking about.
Hark! they are calling for you. Say
good-bye, or you'll be too late for the
boat."”

Frank took Clara’s hand, TLong af-
terward—in the dark Arctic days, in the
dreary Arctic nighte—he remembored
how coldly and how passively that
hand lay in his,

“Courage, Clara!” he said gaily. “"A
sallor’'s sweetheart must acenstom her-
gelf to partings. The time will soon
pass. Good-bye, my darling. Good-
bye, my wife!"

He kissed the cold hand; he looked
his last—for many a long year per-
haps!—at the pale and beautiful face.
How she loved me! he thought, Ilow
the parting distresses her! He still
held her hand; he would have lingared
longer, if Mrs. Crayford had not wisely
walved all ceremony and pushed him
away.

The two ladles followed him at a safe
distance through the crowd, and aaw
him safely step into the boat. The
oars struck the water; Frank waved his
eap to Clara. In & moment nore a
yessel at anchor hid the boat from
view. They had secen the last of him
on his way to the Frozen Deep!

“No Richard Wardour in the hoat,"
gsaid Mrs, Crayford. “No Richard
Wardour on the shore. Let this lie a
lesson to you, my dear. Never be frol-
ish enough to believe in preseniiments
again.”

{ro BE COSTINUED.)

Wanuted It All in the Recorid.

“Now, yvour Honor," argued the at-
torney in the ecourt of Justice Brown
of Santa Rosia, “I move dismigsal of
this case'on the ground that the cor-
pus delictl has not been established."

Judge Brown rubbed his chin a per-
plexed way, fixed his gaze on the cell-
ing for a moment and then, clearing
his throat, said:

“Of course, it is an old principle of
law that the orobator must correspond
with the alligator, and in this case
I am of the belief that the corpus Is
all right, but I don't know about the
delietl”

“Your Honor, I want that to go Into
the record,” demanded opposing coun-
gel. "I want the record to show that
your Honor said the corpus is all right,
but you do mnot know about the de-
lletl.”

Judge Brown realized that he had
blundered, and sat staring at the at-
torney for a moment. Then pulling
himself together he sald:

“All right, let that go Into the rec-
ord. But you fellows knew danged
well I was only joking when T sald it,
and that will go Into the reeord, too™

—3San Franclsco Post.

The Church Poreh,
The New York Sun, essaying in re-

gponse to a request to give the ten best
short poems In the English tongue, ine
cluded in the number Thackeray’s
poem “The Church Porch,” which s
certainly
though ecarcely entitled to such high
rank as claimed for It. Thackeray had
real poetic gifts, but he never culti-
vated them; and the slender volume
which eontains his verse s made up
in large parts of burlesque.

a pleasing production,

There will be erowding and confusion |

FALMAGE'S SERMON.

'‘RUSTICITY IN A PALACE"
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT,

i*renched from the Text; Gonesls, Chap-

brought together, That is one thing
that makes old people dle happy. They
realize It I8 reunion with those from
whom they have long been separated.
I am often asked us pastor—and
avery pastor lg asked tho question—
“Will my children be children in

C - father's remains to the Miu;m

tor XLV, Verse 28, as Follows: "1
Will Go and See Him Beofure I Dlo."”
—dacob's Great Years.

ACOB had long
gince passed the
hundred year mile-
stone, In those
times people were
distinguished  for
longevity. In the
¢enturles after, per-
gons lived to great

age, Galen, the
most celebrated
physician of his

time, took so little of his own medi-
cine, that he lived to one hundred and
forty years, A man of rindoubted vera-
city on the witness stand in England
gwore that he remembered an event
one hundred and fifty years before.
Lord Bacon speaks of a countess who
had cut three sets of teeth, and died
at one hundred and forty years, Jos-
eph Crele, of Pennsylvania, lived one
hundred and forty years. In 1857 a
book was printed containing the names
of thirty-seven persons who lived ane
hundred and forty vears, and the names
of eleven persons wha lived one hun-
dred and fifty years.

Among the grand old people of
whom we have record was Jacob, the
shepherd of the text. But he had a bad
lot of boys, They were jealous and
ambitious and every way unprincipled.
Joseph, however, seemed to be an ex-
ception, hut he had been gone many
years, and the probability was that he
was dead, As sometimes now in a house
you will find kept at the table a va-

ty years in their flight having alight-

their claw on forehead and cheek and
temple, His long beard snows down
over his chest.

wife, was living,

merriment.

rumbling to the front door.

to the king in the mightiest empire o
all the world!

look, and his

tace, and fanned him a little,

geph.

geph, do you?"

geph is yet alive.
him before I die)”

pomp, of fillal affection and paternal

whether we had better laugh or cry,
that we do both. Bo Jacob kept the
resolution of the text—"1 will go and
see him before I die.”

is paternal attnchment! Was it not al-
most time for Jacob to forget Joseph?
The hot suns of many summers had
blazed on the heath; the river Nile had
overflowed and receded, overflowed and
receded =gailn and again; the seed had
been sown and the harvests reaped:
gtars rose and set; years of plenty and
years of famine had passed on; but
the love of Jacob for Joseph in my text
{s overwhelmingly dramatie. Oh, that
fg a cord that is not snapped, though
pulled on by many decades. Though
when the little child expired the par-
ent may not have been more than
twenty-five vears of age, and now they
are seventy-five, yet the vision of the
eradle, and the childish face, and the
first utterances of the Infantile lips are
fresh to-day, in spite of the passage
of a half century. Joseph was as fresh
in Jacob's memory as ever, though at
seventeen years of age the boy had die-
appeared from the old homestead. |
found in our family record the story
of an Infant that had died fifty years
before, and 1 sald to my parents: “What
is this record, and what does it mean?"
Their chlef answer was a long, deep
sigh. It was yet to them a very ten-
der sarrow, What does that all mean?
Why, it means our children departed

cant chair, a plate, a knife, a fork, for
some deceased member of the family,
so Jacob kept in his heart a place for
his beloved Joseph. There sits the old
man, the flock of one hundred and for-

ed long enough to leave the marks of

His eyes are some-
what dim, and he can see farther when
they are closed than when they are
open, for ha can see clear back into
the time when beautiful Rachel, his
and his children

ghook the Oriental abode with thelr

The centenarian is sitting dreaming
over the past when he hears & Wagon
He gets
up and goes to the door to see Whe has
arrived, and his long alisent gons from
Egypt come in and announce to him
that Joseph, instead of being dead, is
living in an Bgyptian palace, with all
the Investiture of prime minister, next

The news was too sud-
den and too glad for the old man, and
his cheeks whiten, and he has a dazed
staff falls out of his
hand, and he would have dropped had
not the gons caught him and led him
to a lounge and put cold water on his

In that half delirinm the old man
mumbles something about his son Jo-
He says: “You don't mean Jo-
sepli, do you? my dear son who has
been dead so long? You don't mean Jo-
But after they had
fully resuscitated him, and the news
was confirmed, the tears began their
winding way down the crossroads of
the wrinkles, and the sunken lips of
the old man quiver, and he brings his
bent fingers together as he says: “Jo-
I will go and see |

It did not take the old man a great
while to get ready, I warrant you. He
put on his best clothes that the shep-
herd’'s wardrobe could afford, He got
into the wagon, and though the aged
are cantious and like to ride slow, the
wagon did not get along fast enough
for this old man; and when the wagon
with the old man met Joseph's chariot
caming down to meet him, and Joseph
got out of the charlot and got Into the
wagon and threw his arms around his
father's neok, It was an antithesls of
royalty and rusticily, of simplicity and

love, whien leaves us so much in doubt

What a strong and unfailing thing

heaven and forever ehlldren?” Well,

there wns no doubt a great change in

Joseph from the time Jacob lost him

nud the time when Jacob found him-—

betwesn the boy of seventeen years of

age and the man in mid-life, his fore-

heud developed with the great busi-

ness of state; but Jacob was glad to gel

back Joseph anyhow, and it did not

make much difference to the old man

whether the boy looked older or looked

younger. And it will be enough joy

for that parent if he can get back

that son, that daughter, at the gate of

heaven, wheiher the departed loyed one
shall come a cherub or lo [ull-grown

angelhood, There must be & change
wrought by that celestinl climate and
by those supernal years, but it will only
be from loveliness to more loveliness,
and from health to more radiant
health. O, parent, as you think of the
darling panting and white in membran-
ous croup, 1 want you to know it will
be glorlously bettered in that land
where there has never been a death
and where all the inhabitants will live
on in the great future as long as God!
Joseph was Joseph notwithstanding the
palace, and your child will be your
child notwithstanding all the raining
splendors of everlasting noon, What a
thrilllng visit was that of the old shep-
herd to the prime minister Joseph! 1
gsee the old countryman seated in the
palace looking around at the mirrors
and the fountains and the carved pil-
lars, and oh! how he wishes that
Rachel, his wife, was allve and she
could have come with him to see their
son in his great house. “Ob," says the
old man within himself, “I do wish
Rachel conld be here to see all this!™ 1
vigited at the farm house of the father
of Millard Fillmore when the son was
president of the United States, and the
octogenarian farmer entertained me
until 11 o'clock at night teiling me
what great things he saw In his son's
house at Washington, and what Daniel
Webster sald to him, and how grand-
ly Millard treated his father in the
White House, The old man's face was
fllumined with the story urtil almost
miduight. He had jusi been visiling
hig son at the capitol. And 1 suppose
it was something of the same joy that
thrilled the heart of the old shepherd
as he stood In the palace of the prime
minister. It is a great day with you
when your old parents come to visit
you. Your little childrén stand around
with great wide-open eyes, wondering
how anybody could be so old. The par-
ents cannot stay many days, for they
are a little restless, and especlally at
nightfall, because they sleep betier in
their own bed; but while they tarry
vou somehow feel there is a benedic-

!

easy as you can for them, and you
realize they will probably not vigit you
very often—perhaps never again. You
go to their room after they have retir-
ed at night to see If the lights are
properly put out, for the old people un-
derstand candle and lamp better than
the modern apparatus of illumination.
In the morning, with real interest in
their health, you ask how they rested
last night. Joseph, in the historical
geene of the text, did not think any
more of his father than you do of your
parents. The probability is, before they
leave your house they half spoil your
children with kindnesces, Grandfather
and grandmother are more lenlent and
indulgent to your children than they
ever were with you, And what won-
ders of revelation in the bomba ine
jocket of the one and the sleave of tha
other! Blessed is that home where
Chrlstlan parents come to visit! What-
ever may have been the style of the
architecture when they came, it is a
palace before they leave. If they visit
you fifty times, the (wo most memor-
ahle visits will be the first and the last,
Those two pictures will bang In the
hall of your memory while memory
lasts, and you wlll remember just how
they looked, and where they sat, and
what they zald, and at what figure of
the carpet, and at what door sill they
parted with you, giving you the final
good-by. Do not be embarrassed If your
father come to town and he have the
manners of the shepherd, and if your
mother come to town and there be in
her hat no sign of costly millinery. The
wife of the Emperor Theodosius sald a
wise thing when she said: *‘Husbands,
remember what you lately were, and
remember what you are, and be thank-
ful.”

By this time you all notice what
kindly provision Joseph made for his
father Jacob. Joseph did not say, "I
cin't have the old man around this
place. How clumsy he would look
climbing up these marble stairs, and
walking over these mosales! Then,
he would be putting his hands upon
some of these frescoes. People would
wonder where that old greenhorn came
from. He would shock all the Egyp-
tian court with his manners at table.
Besides that, he might get sick on my
hands, and he might be quernious,and
he might talk to me as though I were
only a boy, when I am the second man
in all the realm. Of course, he must
not suffer, and if there s famine in
his country—and 1 hear there is—I
will send him some provisions: but I
can’t take A man from Padanaram snd.
introduce him into this polite Egyp-
tian court. What a nuleance it is to
have poor relations!™

Joseph did not say that, but he

fect abandon of affection, and brought
him up to the palace, and introdnoed

tion in every room in the house. They
are a little feeble, and you make it as

- gy .

tery. Would God all children wére as
kind to their parents, A

1f the father bave large property,and
he be wise enough to keep it In bis
own name, he will be respected by the
heirs; but how often it is when the
son finds his father in famine, as Jo#-
eph found Jacob In famine, the young
people make it very hard for the old
man. They are so surprised ho eats
with a knife Instead of a fork. They
are chagrined at his antediluvian ha-
bits. They are provoked because he
cannot hear as well as he used to, and
when he asks it over again, and the
gon has to repeat it, he hawls in the
old man’s ear, "I hope you hear that!"
How long he must wear the old coat or
the old hat before they gel him a new
one! How chagrined they are at his
independence of the English grammar!
How long he hangs on! Seventy years
and not gone yet! Seventy-five years
and not gone yet! Eighty years and
not gons yet! Will he ever go? They
think it of no use to have a doctor In
his last sickness, and go up to the drug
store and get something that makes
him worge, and economize on a coffin,
and beat the undertaker down to the
last point, giving a note for the re-
duced amount which they never pay!
1 have officiated at obsequies »f aged
people where the family have been so
inordinately resigned to Providence
that I feit like taking my text from
Proverbs, “The eye that mocketh at his
father, and refuseth to obey its moth-
er, the ravens of the valley shall pick
it out, and the young eagles shall eat
it.” In other words, such an ingrate
onght to have a flock of crows for pall-
bearers, 1 congratulate you if you
have the honor of providing for aged
parents. The blessing of the Lord
God of Joseph and Jacob will be on
you.

I rejoice to remember that though
my father lived in a plain house the
most of his days, he died in a man-
slon provided by the filial plety of &
son who had achleved a fortune. There
the octogenarian sat, and the servants
walted on him, and there were plenty
of horses and plenty of carriages to
convey him, and a bower in which to
sit on long summer afternoons, dream-
ing over the past; and there was pot a
room in the house where he was not
welecome, and there were musieal in-
struments of all sorls to regale him;
and when life had passed, the nelgh-
bors came out and expressed all honor
possible, and carried him to the vil-
lage Machpelah, and put him down be-
side the Rachel with whom he had
lived more than half a century. Share
your successes with the old people,
The probability is, that the prineiples
they inculeated achieved your fortune.
Give them a Christinn percentage of
kindly consideration. Let Joseph di-
vide with Jacob the pasture fields of
Goshen and the glories of the Egyp-
tian court.

And here I would like to sing the
praises of the sisterhood who remained
unmarried that they might administer
to aged parents. The brutal world
calls these self-sacrificing ones pecu-
liar or angular; but if you have had as
many anunoyances as they have had,
Xantippe would have been an angel
comprred with you. [t Is easler to
take care of five rollicking, romping
children than of one childish old man.
Among the best women of our land
are those who allowed the bloom of
lite to pass away while they were car-
ing for their parents, While OUL‘:I"'
maidens were aslesp, they were soak-
ing the old man's feet, or tucking up
the covers around the invalidl mother.
While other maidens were in the cotil-
lon, they were dancing attendance up-
on rheumatism and spreading plasters
for the lame back of the septenarlan,
and heating catnip tea for insomnia.

In almost every circle of our kindred
there has been soule queen of self-sac-
rifice to whom jeweled hand after jew-
eled hand was offered in marriage, but
who stayed on the old place because of
the ennse of filial obligation, until the
health was gone and the attractiveness
_of personal presence had vanishsd.
Brutal soclety may call such a one b}
a nickname, God calls her daughter,
and heaven calls her saint, and I call
her domestic martyr. A half-dosen
ordinary women have not as much no-
bility as could be found in the small-
est joint of the little finger of her left
hand. Although the world has stood
six thousand years, this {s the first
apotheosis of maldenhood, although in
the long line of those who have de-
clined marriage that they might be
qualified for some especial mission are
the names of Anna Ross, and Mar-
garet Breckinrldge, and Mary Shelton,
and Anpa Etheridge, and Georgiana
Willets, the angels of the battlefields
of Fair Oaks and Lookout Mountain,
and Chancellorsville, and Cooper Shop
Hospital; and though single life has
been honored by the fact that the three
grandest men of the Blble—John and
Paul and Christ—were cellbates,

Let the ungrateful world sneer at the
maiden aunt, but God has a throne
burnished for her arrival, and on one
gide of that throne in heaven there s a
vase containing two jewels, the one
brighter than the Kohinoor of Lone
don Tower, and the other larger tham
any diamond ever found in the dis-
tricts of Golconda—the one jewel
the lapidary of the palace cut with
words: “Inasmuch as ye did it
father;" the other jewel by the
idary of the palace cut with the
“Inasmuch as Ye did it to mother™
“Over the Hills to the Poorhouse" is
the exquisite ballad of Will Carleton,
who found an old woman who had been
turned off by her prosperous soms; buot
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