“LET US HAVE PEACE.”

——

Miscellaneous Selections.
' THE CUCKO0.

L md:r;. years ago,
em the summer sun was low,

- - .

-:.J"smry Scribner,
A GHOST STORY.

Euhadaatforhomlnmemuﬁ.bwwn
coffee-room of the Foor S8wans, Norham,
and had ordered nothing, not even a bed-
room or a cup of o flee.  All in vain had
the honest old waiter bustled in and out,
stirring the fire and flicking crumbs from
the tab He had only brought himself

to the conclusion 'that this stran t
was “a q!:m gort,”" upuhlf;ﬁun
Christmas Eve. A
In fact, they of the Four Swans were
not nilll:‘e;huudlo st.rsngeduofmy sort.
'l‘hg aquiet, stead connection
in Orhnmqllﬁx. Thj;ee :xgionr’h'lde
clubs held their meetings there, and the

uarters foraday, or
case might be. In-
deed, the Four Swans, had, a2 it were,
hidden itself from all chance comers, for
it was &il in a quiet eorner-of a very
ywn, which nobody would

thing beforehand § T,
with its interiot of brown

wealth of quaint_ and

. Ita red-tiled

municative confidential old servants, the
Four 8wans was an excellent of
those honest,
fast bei o

2
“I want to stay
gll-;” he eald, abry;

sort of bed-room wil)
me some tea Ihﬂh:lgitnm And

waiter alert. « )
rivate room %’ “:‘!:?&f ‘l little

- Al
dull oll-painting  over
That was ;:i{ that would ntrlu';:
the gentleman
the fire-

lace, and peered atit. Under the slow up
&om[ondon and many washings of s |the

kdmwmrﬂkmmh

e

time, there was still visible a slight
ng -and-ink sketch of an old
with a long nose and goggle specta-

a,

“ Dear me! sir, you've got quick eyes
tn find that out directly,” said the
old waiter. * Clever, isn't it? A young
dare-devil he was that did it, and that was
a portrait of the Londen detective that
had come down to take him oft to .
His last meal in Norham he ate in this
here room, sir, and a rare lot of ham and
egg he did get through, sir, and never
minded a bit that the policeman was a-
watching of him.”

The Fentll!m&n said not one word.

“ He's queerer than ever,” confided the
waiter to the old cook, a8 he recelved the
tea and toast from her hands. “1I began
to tell him about young Rogerson, but he
did not listen a bit, did not even agk if he
was hanged or anythink. It’s like taking
a meal to a ghost, that it is.”

“ You might do better than poke up old
stories about as bad a young scamp as
ever lived to disgrace a honest family,"”
retorted the old , who was sharp in
her temger: “and as to ghosts, there’s
ﬂ:nq o'ghosts everywhere, for them as

sense to see ‘em, Peter, but I don't
think you need be afeared.”™

Meanwhile another Norham tradesman
had dropped into the coffee-room, and
Peter, in the intervals of his attendance,
came outand chatted with them in a cheer-
ful equality, wherein the sole line of so-
cial ELuncuon Iay in his remalning stand-

inq while therlz were seated.

“Real Christmas weather this,” said
Mr. Johnsaton.

“But Norham’s very dull,” answered

“They're p dead-and-alive set of peo-
gl% now,—the Norhamites,” gaid Mr,
‘'ohnston, who was one hi [, and would

l.llow”ngebod else I::l abuse thegl. “Ii:
used t in my young k
remember it quite gay, what ﬁﬂ:’:xen
roasting to be given in charity, and the
dings boiling for the same, and every-
that was snyways connected with
body seemed to be
to tea in the Town-

Christnias sermons he used to preach,
&eo&drwﬂ:r:huwulnmyymg
ys.

‘Ah, that was Mr. Rogerson,” put in
Peter directing his thumb mwar?:l the
one: tdho?ﬁlt‘. f‘“ julflt been showing t?;:
gent tha of an old sketch up
wall. He broke the goodddmnmn‘l
bule‘t‘!nt yo::l;lg scamp did.

“Ah, yes, did a deal of harm to
Norham every way,” pursued Mr. Johns-
ton ; “we've never # lively Christmas
gince ; I remember the first after his go-
ing off. ‘What could people do when they
:,hnew there h::a ;m ri}n.eg but Tfse in
@ rectory gl town just t
as quiet as ever it could, and it eould?:gt
do less every Christmas after, during the
old reetor’s days. And so it got out of

meﬁd old ways.”
“Poor yonn;ﬁﬁnm.“ fald old Mr.
used to k there was some-

Lee, “1
thing good in the young fellow for all his
wlldim I alwa; sho he'd right

, and ¥8
himself, till he went and did that wicked-

GoY :

“I don't know about or not,” per-
sisted Mr. Johnston, ‘‘but I know that it
took years and years before his sister
Mary{ooked up . Only at last, as
time began to thicken over the tender
spota o’ and shame, she kind of took
heart, 8 she once to my dear wife
that's dead, ‘Mrs. Johnston, our poer
Dick was the child of many pndye and
I've faith God will ltmlml of him.'
And then she teok fan that he was
dead. And I noticed she was happier-
like after that—just as one breathes
in a house after the dearest corpse is
buried. As for poor Tom n, his
brother ruined him for this life. anyway.
Mavbe he needn’t, but Mr. Tom was
awful proud and sel Miss Mary,
she told my wife that her brother Tom
said he’d never ask people t6 trust him,
because he couldn’t expect they would,
W7, Bisean open o' e Balcenetu

open to
and watched, and suspected all the time,
And so, he that was 80 clever stayed a

v Sk ot Gy B
V8. a nty miss as

mﬂmbe,lndpmws’ha‘s Il{nrin an old
l;lllntylilklha'u bmmrnod’asm tarned

Johnston,’ she
* Bless you, Mrs. Tom,’ says L, * half

are new since then.' ‘I'm
always 8o afrald he’ll some back,’ says

g

I can’t help ¥
own, and for their sakes, I'd rather he
never came back.,’ * more
tenit he is, the more he'll stay a
am," says L. ‘It isn't as if the
story was above unil still, and he'd
fﬂw be ven and all would go
ut there’s some that’s dead that
died in wrath and bitterness with others
for his sake. Lookat old Mrs. Rog-
erson—how she against Mr. Tom,

eal | good dutiful son as he was, because he

Mr. Dick through thick
% if he?;n! in-

returned in cver
" gald kindly old

Peter 3 * 1 know

wisery,
chimed
u know e‘e Was on

s ¥& walk s
u AVETues

N e
walk with Mr. Dick when he was court-

table, | ing of her,

Mzy be she thought he'd be
sure to go there, If ever he'd come back,”

At that instant the stranger came gud-
denly out of the brown closet, crossed the
coffee-room, left the house, and walked
‘?:‘::mtowardu the main quarter of

mt}mtletmagaimt. him, as well as | g

poor under-clerk all the rest of his days, |
a | and has left his poor widow just to strug-

day. | sends pleasant

way, ma'- | the whi
whole

ALEXANDRIA, PARISH OF RAPIDES,

That stranger knew a little boy who
had attended many a service in that cathe-
dral—awed by its sweet music, wonder-
ing ‘at its white-robed choristers. The
little boy had known every face on the
q

uaint yles of the ancient chapter-
with child-like familiarity he
had givena nameto each one of those con-

countenances. That little boy,
vy ?m‘“ i QPO e Bilber the prest

an grave right under the grea!
west window, and listened to a funeral
service over u little sister.
went to seek that little grave—went
stralght to it without one mistaken step.
Bu‘;ﬁ: ti.l:eMt a 1;[tﬂe &mmmy morel,‘t;c:é
un name of ** reon,
four,” is wattgm ‘;Aé;l:nge é:v Richard
Rogerson, father of ve, aged seven-
ty. Also his wife Amelia, aged sixty-
n!r:i. . A“lso their son Thomas, aged for-
ty-eight.

Oh, little sister, who went so long be-
fore, how much did you know of earth
while you were growing up in heaven?
Was not your father very glad on thed.[{
when he entered rest and joined the fol
ed lamb of happier times? Oh, little sis-
ter! lIs there any look on the
angel, whose human heart was broken?

stranger stood still by that house-
hold tomb, and looked around. There
'was another ve which that little boy
had known—the family grave of that lit-
tle boy's playfellow, Herone. , But
the knew that he could
not find that grayve in the twi-
light, though he could have found the
w:ﬁto r house in the utter darkness!
@ crossed the Cathedral Square, and
lssued out on Norham High Street. The
shops were bright with stmas goods,
and busy with Christmas trade.

There was a little, thin, sharp-looki
widow, with a boy on one side and a gir
on the other, gazing intently into the
draper’s shop. The stranger stood still
when he first saw them, and then he went
up slowly and stood behind them.

“It's no mﬁnﬁ our time, Mar-
gey,” said the mothar‘ “for we can’t af-
e g pend

“ Bur 't 8 mamma,”
pleaded Margey, “and I'd like to pl
what I'd give you if I could, mamma, an
to choose what I should like you to give
me. There, you should have that beauti-
silk, and it should be made
with one deep flounce like the mayor’s
wife’s, and you should have that iﬂftﬁ:lx..
shawl to wear with it. AndI would have
two of those merinos—a dark brown for

, and an olive green for Sun-
days, one of those neat, plain black-
cloth jackets. And there’s Tom gone off
to look at the watches., Tom Is going to
save slxg:noaawaek to buy one, mamma,
but won’t it take a long time?”

** Ah, I wish I could you children

leasant surprises,” mamma wistful-

y. “I was so fond of that kind of
tricks ence upon a time.”
hl“ And so yl?;l are ;I::g, m?mm duhlgr"

argey replied, p ng fol to her.
“ Isn't italways a pleasant mrprge when
you make us a fig-pudding? I'm sure we
are very happy, and I won'p talk any
more ol my nonsense if it es you.
Then the little p passed on; and
the tall stranger followed them out of the

are of the gaslight into a small by-way,
where they entered a house with ** Mrs.
T. ‘s day-school for young la-
dies,” written on the door. Then he
went back to the High Street, and that
same nighta hwl from the dra-

's came ** For Rogerson and Miss
ﬁnfnry,“ and a little packet from the
jeweler’s, for * Master Tom .

“E"!‘I'_fh‘ ;‘hing wlwmhad n Mar-
ger ppily. “I oni they are
red': How ecould they veoggmagy The
ahop—seople say they were ordered by a
tall, dark gentleman, very pale. I wish
mamma would let us belleve in ghosts,
and then we could understand it easily,
for that description is like dear But
I never did hear of any ghocﬁﬁ:.thud
money. I wonder what Aunt Mary will

when she comes to-morrow "

e stranger went back to the Four
Swans. Next momlng' he wenf to the
cathedral, and stole into a shady corner
to take part in the gervice. Thesharp lit-
tle widow eame in, looking sweeter and
happier than wounld have seemed ible
the nlﬁ:ﬁ before. Beside and
To bad a lady with her—an elderly,

-looking lady, with one ot those

, fair faces, that look as if perfect re-
pose was their only remaining atmos-
phere of life, and an ar:l:g element,
even of joy, would e rend the

mnderlpil:{t from its feeble dwelling. A
ritual joy, and pleas-

ts. God

The stranger

to those pure but
weakly souls that could never rise té cre-
ate pleasant facts, What are
but the dainty aroma of the
royal feast awaiting them'in their Father's
mirhin "knaelul the stranger through
wly & r throu
the old familiar ers. 'He sat hmﬁh?g

Then Lie came out, silently, among the
erowd of wmhi‘s_!lgera. People were ex-
ehnnﬂag hes with each other—
‘eter, the old waiter, saluted
even him with “A merry Christinas.”

A Christmas !
The mz'mger stayed and mdsudm“
among ves. Was & Worl

gilent = in his heart. Be-

vain,
a8
the

a '
St L
or
love lndt‘ pride and honﬂ%
fair from this

¥
“of 5

heart broken, of a
tion, agmen dying
water-springs. And

salva-
with thirst seek for
then sweet

face on an | other

o ot

often | the

for a comforting word In the old
voices—such dreams of atenement and re--
eonciliation ! r

All these memories between that little
bov and this strange, sllent man, whom

¥y knew.
as there any long-tried servant of

God in Norham that afternoon, poor,
humble, stricken, and tempted to think
that God in his mercy forgets his justice,
g'ild mrai-s the :latzralh i:mm the

e ties pardo:
Or \ln:r':n there a:g‘heedlm youn‘g sinner,

... Thow wilt

the
all her waste

n: He will
and He will make
ilderness like + sad her :ﬂlﬁa
garden : .w.ﬁ‘ be
A therein: thanksgiv nd the voleg of mel-
bowed himself to the
had an s
f:huhgheamefaly love that he
ol v ove
m clutching in a faith that was
s s
Bu g &n an A
hand to save and socthe from the very
gra;eitael].

. Barbara, Barbara, your tenderness
had taught to lay u&t snares for
every possible o ty ! Oh, Barba
ra, ! surely God must have com-
forted you in your lonely walki in
ﬂloﬁfreen avenues by the ruined 3
ek ot i X B

ove, n a
balm which its bitterness to ce-
lestial nectar. Up in heaven, where you
are, Barbara, thereis only joy
returning sinner !

And still the stranger sat on the dnt
winter sod, with his face between b
hands. He was not

{.cmeh llmtIl gre:lt love, -
ong enough, an eno
stretch m‘ﬁ'a heaven m Onlﬁ ere
he sat, shutting out from his eyes the
sweet, peaceful scenes around him, even
as they must be shat from his life, and
leeinﬁzm ond the * waste places’ and
i rness’” that his own sins had made,
into that j:g‘ul eountry where * the ran-
¥ they shall obiain Joy 80d gladiest and
*they o n an
gorrow and sighing nLJJ flee away.
That t the stranger walked again in
front of that lowly house In the quiet by-
Christmas savors came
the kitchen window, bright light gleamed
bet.wm? m uurt'nlnﬁa. even spunds of glad
young lsughter mertTy song
the l%nely watcher without. And he
could thank Geod for

not share, had his own.
lowly housé, after supper, when
the young ones were quiet rognd the fire
eracking nuts and asking riddies, Aunt
Mary fell into a soft sl
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thoughts of a blue-blooded nobility will
be sunk into Insignificance when w.
in the scale against dollars and cents, or | the

pounds, shillings and

pence,—Exz.
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The Wealth of our Presidents.
Wa&lnglon left an estate valued at

J tﬁedpouru .uabnd hac}‘;:ot{:n. ¥

gress M L] rary estate

vnﬁllﬁﬂnbuhumblaw pay his debts.

ml:}on::dhhmoneymdmm-
ﬂ ‘(

owwui:crum!

W‘N bis wis
purchase of

Is

vRE
Egégz
:

i
i

%
£

5
B

?al

aant papers by Congress for $30,-

Monroe, the sixth President,
e

v
het ‘and lrt? Ma " mea

the s in New York city. i
oyt Aol 8 R
the result n:; indust; X?ﬁmt ’?‘m
& small in! e was methodical
and econowmical,
Andrew Jackson left a valuable estate
known as the ‘‘Fermitage,"” about twelve

miles trom Nashville, Tenn.
Martin Van Buren divd rich. His es-

tate was estimated at nearly $300,000,
James K. Polk left abeut alw.ﬁ.l!.n. ik
John Tyler wn:_s bnni t when he
us

not
the East s notoriously large, it is
equally true that living expe in
but & small degree decressed’ ‘the
darkest period of the war. Yet, such are
the rates of t or the fewness of car-
rying lines that it seems a better ring
0 to burn food than to send it to
Jﬁ&:#“““"?ﬁﬁgru‘ ol
a 8vi-
dence s here {)f : di-

which we have wently adverted.
There are made by
the National Buresn of tuee, as
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