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A Kiss, | left her his fortune a year ago, and since Alfred Dearborn, coming from the I ‘ He would have been ashamed of me Items of Interest.
she has led in childish extra 1 t d i L K‘C i i nth. I t d h £
; - G reveled in childish vagance. | vestry, paused in surprise.  * Caprice, | in a month. was not good enough for i "
Qaly tho rose.un will ioar ; The mnephew, onr clergyman, Mr. | what” mad freak is this? Pray regard | him, but I loved him." Rents are enormous,” as the loafer

Ouly the roses will see !

This once—just this!

Ah, the roses, I wis,
They envy mo!

]

Here is a half blown Spray ;
Bay,

This shall love's anadem be !

A roun—utl"lnlg wreath

For thy brow, and boneath |
A rose for me!

1
]

NUMBER FORTY. !

Many a craft had visited the cave, |

ﬁijd.ing smoothly into port, or drifting. i
ismantled wrecks, but never the like of |

tkis one.  On she came boldly, all her |
gails sot, and gleaming white in the dull |
atmosphere.  What was the vessel ¢ i
Where did she come from? The helms-
man must be mad. Al, at last ! What |
else could be expected! Bounding for- |
ward on the crest of the advancing wave, |
she puused, shivered, and hung poised |
in air, as it were, pierced by the fang of |
a sunken reef. Then a wondering  si-
lence fell on the spectators. The marvel |
was this—not a soul was visible on her |
deck.

The wreckers put off to the vessel. |
No trace of disorder ,and violence, ex-'
cept two boatsgone, The young clergy- |
man who accompanied the wreckers went
down the companion-way into the eabin
with bated breath. No confusion even
here; every article in its place, the lamp
swinging monotonously from the beam,
A low sound curdled the blood in his
veins, nlready chilled by dread and an-
ticipation of the unknown, It was the
veriest breath, half eob, half moan; still
there was some living creature in the in-
ner cabin. He stepped to the door.

A girl, bleached to the color of her
shroud by illness, lay in a narrow berth,
and within reach of her hand were placed |
biscuit and a bottle of water,

The clergyman brought his prize on

deck, a3 ihe wreckers swarmed over the
side,

Tho girl opened wide eyes, dreamy
and vacant, !
** Where are your companions of the !
ship i
‘I don't kuow,"” vaguely, !
““Was there o storm ?” Y :
'u.!“ The sea always beats against the |
side."” t
** Can you tell us your name?” |

“Call me a Caprice of Fortuns,” '
abruptly. 1
Ceprice was taken to the house of an |
old nurse, and soon recovered. Alfred |
Dearborn, the young clergyman, visited |
_ber daily, and rejoiced at her recovery. |
Oune day Caprice was wandering abont |
the littlo 1sland when she saw p plant, the |
stem o tranepavent green color, the |
brondfleaves stretehing upward as if to |
support a lily, which, having spurned its |
sheath, now starred the dim ,_pure |
as alabaster, and like a |
shell. - |
., Caprice bent the lofty plant to inhale |
its f ragrance, and with one rending ernck |
the giant blossom lay in her hands. The i
l;erfumo was an intoxicating delight ; as |
er feet strayed into the path once more |
she buried her face in the snowy petals, |
A surly nustiff descried her, and ap-!
Brnached_ with deep-mouthed growls. |
n the right hand was a house, on the |
left the wall by which she had entered. |
The house was nearest refuge, and thith- |
er sho fled, with the enemy in close pur-
suit. 8he sprang through an open win- |
dow,_ml.h a startled seream, just as the
mastifl’s teeth closed on her arm.

“Down, Bruno ! back, sir!” ecom- |
manded s shrill voice. !

Caprice, atill clutehing her flower |
trophy, stood before n very old man in g |
wheeled chair. The old man remained |
motionless for several minutes, his gaze |
riveted on the lily, then a light came into
the withered, gray face, a touch of the |
wheel whirled the chair to her side, and |
he exclaimed, in delighted necents : '

‘* Has it bloomed once more ¢t What ! |
and you brought it to me because I can I
no longor visit the cave? Good child ! |
I never forget. Where is my nephew
Alfred, that he did not know? Oh, the
fools, the foola! It might have with-
ered while thep passed by. My pricsless |
beauty !

When Alfred Dearborn came to pay a |
morning visit to his aged uncle, Mr.
Silus Dearborn, of Mount Hill, he found
that gentleman at table, with Caprice
seated opposite. The old man played |
the host with his grandest manner.

- * * * * - -

It was Christmas in the tropics. Lord
Arthur Drummond, commander of the
Psyche, sat in the admiral’s pew. When
he raised his hond after prayer the op-
posite pew had an oeccupant in aspect so
unusual that he was gnilty of a fixed
stare of surprise, A girl st there, glori-
fied by & shaft of amber light from the
altar window, in the perfection of n
beanty as rare as it was luxuriaut.

“Who is that girl?” he asked, the
services ended.

‘“An eccentric being ecalled Made-
mwviselle Caprice. An old man died and
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delicately curved

| dead,

| B,

Dearborn, should have inherited, but
did not.

Lord Drommond walked from the
church. A dozen paces in advance was
Caprice. Snatchea of song escaped her
lips. A gaug of conviets were coming
from the shore. They wore straw hats,
and coarse blouses marked with the
number and name of their hulks, As

they filed past, s slight, pale man looked | A

at Caprice.  Not a sound eseaped his
lips, not a gesturs betrnyed his surprise;
a trifle paler, Number 40 moved on.
Caprice stood as if petrified. Lord Ar-
thur overtook her. Color had fled, her
eyes were wildly dilated, her hands rig-
idly clinched over her heart,

““Are you ill¢"”
gently.

‘“No," gazing straight before her,

“‘Perhups the convicts frightened
yon. Can T be of service ("

““No. Itis nothing.”

He went on. Dignity demanded no
further interference ; curiosity made
him look back.  She was following rap-
idly ; she had disappeared. Where ¢
A flight of steps was eut in the high
wall, leading to a path above, and in this
path the girl lay on her face, like one
1 He bore her swiftly toward the
house—an old mansion.

How pretty and helpless she was!
Lord Arthur chafed the cold hands. A
faint quiver of the eyelids and sensitive
lips, sud Caprice clung to him blindly,
murmuring, *‘ I am afraid. Hide mo 1"

The old nurse was at hand, and to her
Lord Arthur surrendered his charge.

A letter awanited Lord Arthur, and the
admiral's Indy was disposed to be arch
about it at luncheon. It was from the
Hon. Maud Fitzroy, of Glenham Park,
stating that her papa had no objection
to their wedding occurring in March.

Number 40 left his Christmas dinner
untasted. As he had jusi arrived, per-

the routine of labor gulled him.

touching her arm

haps
' g’ha next day after this Alfred Dear-

born and Caprice were gailing in the
harbor. A boat shot out from the shore,
and in it sat Lord Arthur Drummond.
The two met. Caprice looked steadily
at the horizon; Lord Arthur smiled and
bit his lip beneath his beard. Yesterday
a soft check had been pressed against
his face, and two suppliant arms clung to
him, with the ery, “Hideme! I am
afraid.” 'To-day the sunset wrought
miracles. She did not know him. Not
that he ecared. He went to his eabin
and wrote a letter to Lis fiancee in Eng-
lund.

As for Caprice, she flew up stairs when
she reached home, and watched the gig
»ull alongside of the Psyche, Then she
}uid her head on the window-lodge and
burst into despuiring tears.

The governor's Christmas ball raised
excitement to fever heat in this mininture
world, and when it was over Caprice
stood at her window. The clock struck
two, With Caprice all was dark and
still; over yonder there was confusion,
noise, and blind haste. A man stole
along the wall and grasped her wrist.

“Quick! Help me! I have escaped
by firing the building.”

“I knew you would come.” She
shrank and shivered.

“Trust me for that! How on ecarth

did you get here "

“ I thought it wes out of the world.”

“ Where you could Lide from me—eh ?
A plensant suggestion ! Do me justice
once, Margaret.”

“Come in,” she gaid, despondingly.
She brought him food and wine. A
heap of Silas Dearborn’s garments was

roduced for him to select a disguise,

o. 40 was touched. He watched her
critically, admiringly.

“Why were you transported 1" sho
faltered.

“Got hard up, and forged the old
man's name,"" A i

““You_ ean't escape,” she added pres-
ently. Her fuce was deadly pale, her
hands icy cold, her composure foreed,

“ILwill try. Am 1 to work from sun-
rige to sunset in a gang ¢ Life is n baga-
telle. If T fail— You have s boat.
Time presses. Get bread and water, a
chronometer and telescope, if yon can.”

She placed her hands on his shoulders
suddenly.  * How could you do it "

Number 40 was o handsome man when
the prison look died out of his face,

“ Becanse I loved you, I suppose.”
Then he took her in his arms and kissed
her, She did not repulea him  Thae
Swan rode at anchor below. In the
darkness he unfurled the sail and stood
out to sea.  Caprice crouched in the
window, hiding her face. When she
raised ler head it was day, and no ssil
was visible on the broad ocean.

A little Inter Alfred Dearborn eamo
over the hill,

“The conviet who stole your boat has
been eaptured and brought back Ly a
schooner,” he amd.

* * - *

The moon shone down on land and |
The parish chureh was white in |
the silvery radianes, like purest marble,
and & woman sat on the step gazing up
at the tower. * There's safety under
the eroas,” alie murmured,

- L]

| disappointed.

conventionnlities, "

1 wish to see you,"” she said, delib-
erately. * T am introuble. You should
be a father confessor. Listen. 1 was
left an orphan in the care of my aunt.
She was not rich, and she had a clever,
unscrupulons son who spent her money.
We went from London to Scotland for
her health. T wns soventeen years old.
physician wished to marry me, mul|
my aunt approved. My cousin began to
make presents,  One day we were forced
to seel shelter in a farm-house by the
rain, wlwre a eurious sort of man &n’elt.
My cousin laughed at me about marry-
ing the doctor. ‘Lot us rehearse the
scene,’” he said, gayly. Then he took
my hand with some mock formula, and I
retorted merrily, and the curious mnan
witnessed our sport.  Afterward he in-
formed me that we were married aecord-
ing to the Scotch law. I begged him
not to tell my aunt until he returned
from a journey., I hated him for the ad-
vantage tnken of my ignoranee. T ran
away. Well, a lady took me as nurse on
the voyege to America. T fell ill, aud
they deserted me in the vessel. Number
40 18 my husband.”

The elergyman stood aghast, “ You 1
he finally ejaculated.

“Iam what cirenmstances hava made
me,"” sho retorted, quickly. ' I thought
I could live here, I ahu.lf not keep your
uncie’s fortune.”

*God help yon!” he said, gently.
““ You will never stand alone while I am
here.” Thus collapsed the young clergy-
man’s eloud of happiness.

The schooner had brought more than
the escaped convict—a poison seed to
take root, and sprend a rank plant of
disease. Faces blanched with fear in
the darkened houses: the streets of the
town were deserted; pestilence brooded
in the still sunshine; soldiers were per-
ishing like sheep; the convicts were
smitten down. Numbers 89, 40 and 41
of o certain hulk had the fever. A young
sailor lny in one of the hospitals. Ca-
price camo to his side calmly, arrayed in
white and placed flowers on his pallet.

Lord Arthur Drummond was there to
inspire courage, and Alfred Dearborn
with uneeasing ministrations, Both men
grew pale at sight of the slight girlish
form in that dreadful place.

“Iam not afraid.  Let me do some-
thing."”

“Will you go homs for my sake 2"
urged Lord Arthur,

“You may take it," she shuddered.
These words were very sweet to him
jnst then,

“Would yon eare ¢
Cuprice ¢

She sighed and re-entered her pony
carringe.

“1um ordered Northi at once, this
evening, In half an hour I will be at
Mount Hill. Marry me, and let me take
you also.  Say yes, my love. You have

yecote more  than all the world besides
to me,”

How cloquent and tender the cold
eyes had become ! Caprice quailed be-
fore them.  Here was o prowd, reserved
man plewding his canse passionately in
the broad street bafore a hospital door.
Alfred Dearborn, weary and depressed,
approached the other side of the velicle,
For Lier ear alone these words wers ut-
tered, compassionately, “ Numbers 39
and 41 are convalescing; 40 was buried
lust night. He was not prepared to die.” |

Th at was all. The girl gathered up |
the reius of her plieton with a dazed ex-
pression and drove away.

Lord Arthur hastened to Mount Hill,
his heart beating high, his brain in a
tumult of novel emotion. Had ho ever
loved the honorable Maud with more
than a calm affection?  This was no time |
for prudences or hesitation. Death in |
awful guise was hovering over theislunds, |
watehing ever for fresh prey. He re-
joiced in being ordered away, that he
might enrry off lis darling frpom danger.
Perhaps he was glad that no time was |
allowed for posaible twinges of remorse. i
He must elaim Caprice.  He could not
leave: Ler behind,  And yet he had al-
ways prided himself on being an honor-
able gentleman.

Caprice was not at home. Woffy was
stupid  and  impenetrable,  Captain |
Drummond wonld wait ; which he did, |
with his gazo fixed impationtly on the |
dial of the old clock. Then he rushed !
out to find her, An hour, two hours, |
slipped by, 841l the silent honse and
tho ticking clock. Good heavens ! where
wad shet A flag fluattered from  the
Psyche, a slender threwd of smoke issued |
from the funnel. He strove to write,
and enst aside tho pen.  Ile must see
her. A sickening doubt began to op-
press hime Woll'y blinked with her enn-
ning eyes, and held her peace.  In grief
and wrath he prepared to depart at
length.

*Tell your mistress that T am  deeply |

If ahe will write me, {

Do you love me,

leave o card.”

A lust look at the old house, and he
Wikd gone,

Caprice, striving to eateh the tones of |
his voice in the chamber above, whis-
pered, |

iere these @

““His lordship's gone,” said Wofly,
thrusting her head in the door. T
obeyed orders—only you should have
seen his face. A noble gentleman, mind
you!"”

“Gone, and I am never to see him
again !"" exclaimed the girl, springing to
her feet.

There was a flutter of flying garments
down the avenue, and Caprice stood be-
fore Lord Arthur.

** Good-bye,” she said, extending her
hand, and “endenvoring to steady her
tremulous voice.

“When death parts uas, not hefore,”
he answered, clna}:ing her in hin arms
with a passionate fervor, and st woping to
kiss the quivering lips,

The New Year.

Again the New Year is upon us, and
we pause to review the twelvemonth
just passed.  One hour, one duy, one
week, one month at a time it has” gone,
just as the year now in will go. The
grand sum total of the past yenr is made
up of ten thousaud little items, and thus
will the sum total of our lives be made
up. We cannot go back to mend what
is broken in the past, to correct errors
committed, te improve opportunities
wasted, to repair injuries done. But
secing wherein we have fuiled, we mey
in the future avoid what is wrong in the
past.  Only so faras repentance and re-
gret load us to mend our lives and stim-
ulate us to more vigorous efforts in well-
doing in the future, are they at all profit-
able.  We are to ‘‘forget the things
that are behind and press forward to
those that are before.”

This is 0 good time to mark out and
enter upon general courses of action in
life that upan calm reflection seem wise
and just; enter upon them with a qniet
deliberation to live just one day at a
time and let each day, so to speak, take
care of itself. The resolutions formed
on New Year's, says the New York 77ri-
bune, will not sustain us during the
entire year in right action any more than
the New Year’s dinner we ent will last
us a twelvemonth.  The moral nature re-
quires dnily moral aliment to keep it in
Lealthful condition just as does the
physical.  Hercin is the error muny
young people make in trying to lead a
new life. They fancy that if they start
right the moral machine will run itself
without much attention: so when at the
end of the year they look back and see
Lhow lumentably their good resolutions
have failed them, how little of what thay
intended has been accomplished, dis-
couragement paralyzes them. We all
need to remember that the petition,
* Give us this day our daily bread,” ap-
plies with as much foree to oanr moral
and spiritunl natures as to our physical,
So in the plans we arrange for our con-
duct we must provide means whereby
this daily moral food shall be supplied.
Just as we allow ourselves time to et
and to sleep in order that our physieal
strength may not waste, so we must
give ourselves time and means to tone
up and recupernte our intellectunl and
moral nutures if we wish really to lead
constantly a higher life.

In a new temperance story are four
mottoes that should be engraven on the
hearts of all those who in fumiliar phrasa
are ‘‘turning over a new leaf.” The
*Look up and not down ;"
“Look out and not in;” ¢ Look for-
wird and not back ;" ¢ Lend a hand.”
These mottoes rest upon the fundamen-
tal principle that growth is from within
out ; that we shall judge the tree by its
fruits, and not by digging it up to see
how far the roots penetrate the soil, or
by splitting it open to find if it is sound
at ‘the heart.

In the retrospectof the past year every
noble heart must admit that bis highest
joya und satisfactions have come from a
sense of duty faithfully done, of burdens
patiently borne, of temptations to evil
steadfustly resisted, of opportunities for
doing good gladly enabraced. Is there
one of us who would not, if we could,
recall the ungenerous nct of which we
have been guilty, the unkind word, the
selfish feeling ¢ The only thing which
we ean do to atone for the pastis to
avoid all these errors in the future, and
mike the year to come one of sunshine
and joy to all around us.

Not a few look wearily forward to
montha of anxicty, of want, of toil and
puin that must come to them as the year
wears away. It is enongh to live one

day at a tiine, and not make ita badon |

intolerablo by adding to it the Lurden of
to-morrow or of yesterday, A+ thy
day so shall thy strength be.” How
often do we pavi even with eheorfoliess
the most dreaded oedenl, and tind our
fears and apprehensions intinitely e re
painful then the veality.  In thas vense
we are to tale no anxwms thought for

| the morrow § antficient unto the day is
| the evil thereof,

So trosting, hopeful, pationt, let as
eunter upon the new year, looking up sad
not down, out and uot i, forward amd
not back, nid lending a helping Lavd ¢

all who ask and all who need.

said on looking at his panta,

‘“Bo dark, and yet so light,” as the
man said when he looked at his ton ef
coal.
Kansas is now the twelfth of the Uni-
ted States with a compulsory education
law npon its books. ¥

The poet Spencer made a sharp
when iy wrote, “ Lastly came wi
clothwd all in frieze,”

Towi and Michigan are the two West-
ern States which do not hang people for
murder, except by mobs.

The crow is not so bad a bird, after all.
It never shows-the white feather, and
never complains without caws.

A conviet in the Illinois State Prison
drove nn awl into his head with a ham-
mer, but did not die, as he had expected
to.

L]

Sorrow comes soon eneugh without
despondency. It does no man good to
carry around a lightning rod to attract
trouble.

" A mnln wéao ]nim voted and paid taxes in
orwich, Ct., for forty years, has just
discovered that his residence 13 outaide
the city bounds.

“*Where do people go who deceive
iheir fellow men 7’ asked a Sunday school
teacher of a pupil. ¢ To Europe,” was
the prompt reply.

The Canada thistle is supposed to
have sprung up in Europe from a seed
dropped two hundred years ago from the
stuffed skin of a bird.

‘I can afford to be a little extra t
now, 88 my husband’s been
the Legislature,” said an Indiana woman
as nire ordered six bars of soap to be sent
up.

Times have come to that pass when a
man can't set his house on fire, collect
the insurance and put on any style with
the money without some one is mean
enough to throw out insinuations,

Every form of carbon, whether dia-
mond or coal, when burned with fall ac-
cess of air, produces carbonic acid,
as the es of our bodies do w
burned in the process of breathing.

‘‘ You have a good husband, Betsey!”
“Um! so-s0! good enough as men go.
But what makes you speak of him{”
‘* He told me yesterday that in twenty
years he had never given you a cross
word.” ¢ Oh! Ishould think not, in-
deed ; and he better not try it, either.”

A French manager has adopted an ex-
cellent plan in responding to encores.
No plece is repeated until the entire pro-
gramme is given, when, after those who
wish to retire have left the anditorium,
thoe numbers redemanded are given
again,

A pretty story is in cirenlation in
Hampden county, Mass. Some time
ago the sheriff found that he was receiv-
ing sI,Qﬁ?iaymr. while the jailor lm(}
&1,500. e proposed an exchange o
salaries to thup Intter official, and, as he
preferred even 81,250 to a discharge, he
aceopted, and up to the timo he left the
office, puid the sheriff $250 a year.

Recently Dr. Anthony, the medieal
ofticer of Dungarvan, in nles, wasa
called to attend a r womanin an ad-

vanced stage of bronchitis. The cabin
in which she lay contained only two
small rooms. In one of these were a

horse and three pigs; in the other, where
the poor patient was lying dangerously
ill, ten persons were sleeping. The
door was closed, and the only ventila-
tion was through the chimney,

A little girl living near New Castle,
Pu., mistook the nature of some con-
centrited lye which was carelesaly left in
a tin enp where ehe was playing the
other day, and drank it. 'J‘Ee ye 80 in-
flamed her cesophagus that that organ
beeame too contracted to allow of the in-
trodnetion of even the smallest-sized
catheter.  8he mnow subsists entirely
upon beef-tes, which is introduced into
the stomach by a very difficult aud paiu-
ful process.

“ What Causes a Horse to Crib1?

was the query of W. Gates, West Salem,
Wis,, of the American Farmers' Club.
He said: “1 find a great many horses
that have what is ealled the crib-bite.
Bucklivg a strap arcund the neck will
not eure; only Yn-\mntﬂ while it ison. 1
am n I'l'li-:llﬁ to find out the canse and the
enre,

One member thought this cribbing of
no particular larm to anything but the
manger, post, or whatevar the horse
gnonwed; while another one rose to say
thero was a decided difference between
gmawing and erib-bite. In the former
the horse simply nibbled the surface of
wooden objects from ) lnyfulness or rest-
lessness; but in the latter, the object was
seized with the wholo breadth of the jaw
and pulied, 1le belioved that this erib-
bing, asually looked npon sa a desire,
enmie from some iritation of the gums or

{tecth of the animal, cuused from some-

thing lodging in or between the teeth,
and this violeut gnawing was orly sn
effort {or relief,
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