]iﬂt‘ellaneous Selections.
PULPIT FLOWERS. ¢

TLove the flowers. 1 love their i ETae
Lov! 2 nis and s,
; ‘: llu ?l: é’ﬁ"d“h"uﬁ'?'ui'i’& + and their odors sweet;
g 3 ] on their bright ]
I bold their Presenos uwaﬂr?gh P,

P::rm:- home, though grand, that has no gar-
'here spring* i
dm; :J::ﬁa: lirst breath in the pale spow-

And where the perfect June to |
Pays flel in blushing mnl: B,

Dear to my sight are hlossoms st Love’s al
That drop their oe on the timid h“r'
1 ride—
W hiu-k:—a # of fulth, too strong and pure te fal-
hatever lot betide.

Nor weloome less pale flow,
That quivering hands “p;numlzemnm;hvmnhmcd
Where their celestial beant seems to cancel
The dust-doom of dead,
Oh, beautifnl alike In joy and sadness
}hl;‘lihu;e.n:hepolllgj\mg Love of Death:
In lhrj' desr hlimm ME ;p':l‘l‘:.f

And 80 my breart falls not out with the s
w;n: Il'ﬂr, the rose and lily to the place o
EIE I.verent eyes gaze «ij.mly on Christ’s pas-

Wion,
And faint hearts seek Christ’s grace.
Un either side the conseerated
Like priests of old that
Lned—

These pulpit Sowers recall the
By His own hand

With tearful eyes the lilies T consider,

.. Sweet symbols of my & love for me,

That maki the world beside n false, vain bidider,
*  Myend and erown to be,

reacher—
es’ hands sus-

Teacher,

Tl odeors that are poured from eseh rare chal
My ardent soul makes incenso clouds, Iﬁ-tril.:
Beneath my prayers up to my '8 fulr palace,
In hesaven's an: s,

mmnmmm crown of floral besuty,

th soul,
Abi m on the h"ﬁl’l‘r’oﬂ of duty,
And covers It with blooms.

And if, than

T VTIPS, o g L ) S P P W PO (PO [ GELNpgge e e

So, fur the pulpit flowers that bloom on Sunday,
To ::riwlo sweet thought provides them, thanks

ove :
1 pray their hands twine brighter garlands one

day,
El Paradise above
—Harper's Monthly for September,
—————

A NIGHT AT CASTLE KEVIN.

THE GOVERNESS'S STORY,

My first view of Castle Kevin disap-
pointed me exceedingly. I had ex
to see a real feudal eastle, llke those of
which I had read in Sir Walter Scott's
novels, with moat and battlements, port-
cullls, and drawbridge complete. What
1 did see was a big, irregular house, time-
worn and w ; 80 clothed
with lichen, moss, and ivy, as to seem les:
the handiwork of man than a portion of
the wild nature around it.

But as some faces, at first sight rugged
and unlovely, grow upon us when we linrn
to know them, so this ancient dwelling
arew upon me, until [ found beaut
very . Uh, modern itects
of eligible villas and commodious eight
roomed family how you weuld
have been disgusted the amount of
§pace wasted in that great rambling man-
sion—wasted utterly on passages branch-
ing off to nowhere in particular, stair-
taszes by which nobody ever seemed to go
up or down, and musty closets given over
to the rats. To those non-rent-paying
tenants were also abandoned sundry un-
occupied rooms, wherein they guawed,
squeanked, and scampered to their hearts’

w“rh?nt.
th one exception, I found the human
inhabitants orm Kevin very much
like other folks. The Earl was common-
vlace and pompons, the Countess was
commonplace and, , Lady Wini-
fred— Noj; I wont her common-
phw—mynddenr little pupil, of whom I

was 80 fond. Still, I must confess that
there was Very about
her. Herelder , Lady Jane, was, on

the contrary, quite unlike any ene I had
ever seen before, She was wonderfully
beautiful; everybedy owned that—the
men who admired .

who envied her. She eould also, when
she chose, be very faseinating; but she
did not always choose, for she had a tem-
per as variable and uncertain as the Irish
skies above Castle Kevin—and that is say-

ln]Iz a g::d deal.
i the sutumn the old was
filled with guests, whose gay presence

completely metamorph it. Among
them was & young a wealthy baronet—Sir
Hugh Shafto—to whom Lady Jane was

few mon

'The winter set in early, and with a se-
verity very uncommon in that part of Ire-
land.  One ht, at bedtime, snow was

window.
“Not a horrid man,” she said, ‘““like
the one my cousins made last Christmas—
with uub::dhatmmda‘ptilpt:&inlms
mouth ; ‘lmd,l 'm
Imddmhznmwﬂ’ be troublesome-—

L it b e s Nt i i

infits | J

r"mu;‘ruay were to be married in a| through the

the court-yard

es  Gazelt

“LET US HAVE

PEACE.”

In the evening, when Winifred had left
me, I settled myself luxuriously b{ the
£chool-room fire, with a book that | had
found in the library—a collection of le-
gends, containing many illustrations of an
ieeanny and grewsome nature, [ had
become abso in a particularly horri-
ble story, when I was startled by a light,
cold toueh upon my shoulder; and, turn-
ing round, I saw that Lady Jane had en-
g:ed noisalessly and was standing behind

She laughed mischievously.

** How nervous you are, i‘hu Wacie,”
she zaid. * I have really terrified you ; and
as [ have come to a favor, that was
very bad policy. May [ stay here with
you for & while? is a far cosier
Eeh%%m the dra:

wing-room, and will be

content ourselves with the firelight. Oh,
I'm so tired of those people !"

Those ! There were no guests
except Mr. Card and Sir Hugh Shaf-
to; and this was lover’s last night at
Castle Kevin.

“ Wil theg not miss 7 I asked,

She drew herself up haughtily.

* Whether they miss me or noiis entire-
Iy my own aﬂﬁr‘“ If you do not desire
my nou:ﬂuny, is, of course, another

':. hy.pmmm&:sc}eslmd l:'r hLady Jane
parently in one er strange
moods; and besides, I felt sure that her

parents would be annoyed, Bir Hugh
grieved by her absence. mlrl,gi
could only say that she was

hoping, even while I uttered the e
falsehood, that somebody might hepzlut
in m;snemh “o: her. B?IE‘ no one came,
ex ished , Btirred the
fire into a blaze, and mﬂhﬁmelr oppo-
gite to me. I had laid my book on the
table, and she took it up.
- have you been reading?" she
asked. *‘Goblin stories, to judge by the
ch; Do you believe in ghosts, Miss
I—lately imported the matter-of-
fact a here of Poly, House—Dbe-
all supernatural

tmosp
lieve in ghosts! I den
perhaps unnecessary vehe-

Lady Jane smiled a little mocking
smile that nettled me.

** That is well,” shesaid, * for of conrse
this house 12 haunted ; and if yon do hap-

n to meet the ghost—or ghosts rather,
or there are two of them—you won’t
mind. You know that door on the left
hand of the passdge near your bed-room ?"
The door in question opened on a stair-

pected | case leading to some rooms that Winifred

and I had explored one wet afternoon.
Th :iy were mere dilapidated garrets, con-
taining only some worm-eaten furniture
g]utthemto be out of the way. In the

rthest of them we founda small door,
secured by rusty bolts, which we drew

to a narrow Iltﬂ:g:ﬁls onmn?: h::)gf—n dan-
gerous mmﬁn;- s no para-
t nor pm@c&n of any kind; and I
E:amdnd to re-enter the pulling
my pupil in with me. I this to Lady
ane.

“ It is therethat the ghosts walk,” she
sald. **Winnie does not know of their ex-
il or she would ecertainly have
avoided their territory. But youshall hear
their story if you like.”

“The Lord Conyngton of Charles L."=
me married a %Pmmhm of
noble family, Gab: de St. Meurice
by name—one of the ladies who had ac-

=1

courtiers, especially from a French Mar-
quis, her cousin, to whom it was

she had l'brmarl{“bwn attached. Bo he
brought her Eo this loneiyb];hum:ilanut:ller
than now, and dangerous toe ; n those
the Irish were wild folks indeed.

days
The petted court favorite pined in her
solitude ; but Lord

to himself, and for a time was content.

traced them to a partof the house where
the ivy, which grew thick and strong,
was torn and some of its leaves scattered
over the white . He returned to
the house, and In one of those old rooms

his I ;hunftsoppcnmam stronger,
and after a brief struggle, flung him into

below.

“When the enraged husband returned to
where Gabrielle hgueowerlngon the floor,
there was that in face that made her
rise and flee fromhim ; but he overtook
her, and stabbed her, heedless of her cries
and hahﬂ;qyus, and her arms clinging
around o

TS =
a8
e e s o v

We remained silent for
Jane gazing into the

and thinking how 4
She was dressed in white—no color sbout
ber but her blue eyes, her masses of dark
hair, and an ornament that
"p:'fnhgme _'d in the NGE:
— and flaghed 4

It was a present from Sir Hugh; and

"

o

H

back with muchdifficulty. It gaveaccess | very

Te-
wander in the cold an

“One winter’s_night; while wandering
about, he -wﬁm? in the m*rlg
fallen snow—a man's footsteps—and | do.

ALEXANDRIA, PARIS

superstition respecting opals—that they
are unlucky gtones, bringing misfortune
to those whaywear them. Costly though
the jewel was, I should scarcely have
liked 20 ominous a love token.

We were aro from our reverie by
the sound of a clock striking twelve.

Lnd;l.lnne started.

* How late it is!" hsal.lae exchimel:léd “1
suF’pnae every one ne to .

d Lisette not to sit upgfgr me, Yes,”
she eontinued, looking out into the corri-
dor, “ the place is quite dark, and they
have forgotten to bring a candle for me.
Let me go with you to your room, Miss

-

Wacie ; you can light those on your toilet
table and give me one,"
As wep d the Blue Chamber, we saw

the firelight gleaming through the partly

still if we put out the lamp and | open doo

n door.
“8ir Hugh must be in the smoking-
room with papa,” said my companion ;
** he is sure not to digturb us, so come
and lgok at Countess Gabrielle’s por-
trait.
She entered, drawing me in with her;

and nkln&tbe candle from my hand, held
it 80 that the light fell full on t ainting
which hung e the mantel-piece, and

certainly merited a more honorable place
than that seldom-used a nt. The
Countess must have been very love-
v; but what struck me most foreibly
was the likeness between her pictured fuce
and the uplifted face of Lady Jane. Both
had the exquisite Greek contour, the plue
, and shado ; but with these
resemblance ceased, for the living
beauty's marble-white cheeks and some-
what ughtzeexprudon formed a decided
contrast to tl <like bloom and win-
some smile of the ill-fated Gabrielle,
Our seemed destined to inter-
ruption. hen we reached the door of
the baunted stair-case Lady Jane stopped
and opened it.
Mise Wadler” she slds - yeb I think you
8| ; "“yet nk you
would hnré]y A

landing, even
here.”

Coward that I was, I feared her ridicule,
I ran quickly up the steps, and had just
reached the landing, whea the light dis-
:rpm.md from below, the door was shut
lI';hmr.ly. and Jm he;::l Lady Ja::;nmovk-
laugh as 8 away, me
in darkness and terror. Fora mn:rﬁ;t I
stood trembling, irresolute, wnmnf as it
were for some dreadful vision; then I
rushed down, flung myself against the
door, managed—I
futenh.lt. anrii. ﬂgw to 123;’;1;9 room, u
very haven of safety. BDuUgnNess,
the eosy fire on its hearth, were reassur-
ing ; and ere longlmni:letuhugh at
m‘vmfoolish fears and her ladyship’s some-
what ill-natured trick, 1 hastened to
into bed—first, as was my habit, drawing
back the window d, being
tired, I soon fell asleep.
1 woke with a weight of horror upon
me—woke and started up. The moon
was shining into my room, and before me,
where its light fell clearest, stood—what
wag it? A white-robed , with 1
dark hair flowing about it a vell, witl
weird, brig:t eyes, with something upon
its breast that sparkled in the moonbeams,
It moved, came nearer and nearer; came
qaite close ; touched me with a wl!t. cold
touch ; and then I saw that it was Lad
Jane. Ounly Lady Jane! but how cou
any visitant from a mysterious other
world have been more terrible than that
living, h“"ﬂ’i“ﬁl creature, with whom I
had talked familiarly a little while be-

ggn.lomufnrnmnt
though I waited for you

companied een Henrietta Maria to

England. was very lovely—I must | fore?

show you her picture ; it is in the Blue| An utter powerlessness came over me.

Cblmga,themSIrﬂlghmpiu at | I tried to scream, to speak, to e L
resent—and the Earl almost idolized her; | tried to shrink away from her, but in
t he was could not bear to | vain: theugh ehe had a long, s knife,

and that, and her dress and her hands—
yes, the very hand that touched me—were
stained with the awful stain of blood.

At length she spoke in & low, monoto-
nous voice—

“ Come with me. You are not afraid—
you told me you were not afraid, and I
want your help.”

I could not ask ‘“for what?’ And ghe

continned—
“ 1 have her! Bhs':mﬂl nava;
¥ more, ng an
beseeching. It is life for life ; mdgnuw
she will rest, after all these weary years,
But come, the moon is going down, and
there must be light for what we have to

I rose mechanically and stood beside
her ; then she closed round my wrist a
4 like ice and iron and led me—
wmer? Along the dim corridor, past
ghlu.nted staircase, to the Blue Cham-

I might have swooned before a less hor-
g}r, or fled from it with cries and lamenta-
OnA,.

]

her, and her smile of mocking
trln'mph. km truth—Lady Jane was
mad. She relessed my ing it
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acroas the hall, and

dor into the -
to’enter that homel

daiiy work and study,
talk—bearing a thing so ghastly!

I felt no surprise, mmet!hw pro-
gress was quite unimpeded. doors,
laced at intervals to exclude the drsfis,

d all stood open, and the French win-
dow of the school-room was open
We passed through it into the west gar-
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there came to my remembrance an old

den, There was the snow figure, ren-

eyes,

now not how—to un- | ph

2

—

H OF RAPIDES,

dered almost shapeless by the additional
snow that had fallen upon it during the
evening, We laid him down near it—him
who, a few hours before, had the
merriest of & merry party—as insensible
now to love, and i:;:‘y and sorrow as the
perishable image he imd helped to raise.

Then a look of indecision came into
Lady Jane’s face, She glanced about rest-
lessly, us If seeking for something.

I had forgotten,” she muttered. * We
must %0 and get them."

My heart beat wildly with the hope of
eseape. | struggled to speak, and at last
found words.

*“Will it not be best for me to remain
here while you bring what is wanted ¥

The watchful cunning returned to her

““There 18 no need,” she said. “ Who
wonld harm him now? Hass he not paid
the penalty #°

She once more took my hand, and drew
me with her, by heavy clumps of ever-
greens, across broad, unbroken sheets of
moonlit snow, under leafless trees that
ground, into.the deeper shndow of & high
ground, into the ow of &
wall, against which was the gardener’s
tool-house. She g about until
she found two spades, the smaller and
lighter of which she gave to me, Then
she led me back to the west garden and
bade me “work."

Srl{‘llngn workers !—strange and awful
work !

In a flower-plot, that during the sum-
mer had been gay with many-hued blos-
goms, we dug & grave without mueh diffi-
culty—the earth was so soft under the
enow ; and there we laid him,

But first Lady Jane knelt by his =ide,
and uncovered his face, Did she remem-
ber? Did she see in it the face of her
lover? For a moment, | think, yre—so
gently did ehe bend over him, 20 tenderly
did she kiss the pale lips and brow before
hiding them from her gight forever.

Our task was done, and we returned to
the house, which was still quite silent.
When we were near my room, Lady Jane
paused, suffering me to proceed alone. I
rurnid c:I:'lis.l d:mglﬁhn;in thmnghtt:d
eaw her white g e
dimness—almost fancied I conld see her

cruel, glittering i{“'

I hastened to shut her out, locked the
door with trem! fingers, and then fell
senseless upon the floor.

When I came to myself I was in my
own bed, with bright-faced Honor Mur-
¥, our Irish school-room beside

ms.mdnzmd Smoo the

e I wake you, ? Sare, 1
couldn't lave you that way, with the
clothes all off , an’ 8 as

there was in the night.
you to have a cough! A bitter cowld
marnin’ it was for S8ir Hugh to be goin'.”
‘*8ir Hogh,” I said bewildered. * Sir

a ghost ye saw. sainta preserve us !
Du.ln‘tTvqf know Bir Hugh was lavin® to-
day? ere was Lady Jane up to see
him off, an’ it almost dark.”
*** Honor,’ says she to
Miss Wacle this mornin’. Py
uy; she, ‘for I kep’ her up talkin’ last
night.’
** Very well, my lady,’ says 1.
“‘An’ I'm thinkin’ it’s few lessons
Lady Winifred will do this day. She's
cryin’ her eyes out afther Sir Hugh. He's
as good as a brother to her ; an’ sure it's
her brother he'll be yet—leastways her
brother-in-law, which is the same thing,
w‘ltt:e law. Bntrwlnt Was m':»
with yeu, miss? Sure, you're as
white as the sheet. Is it sick ,y:m are?—
or ma}be you've been dhramin™ "
“ Yes, Honor,” I said, ** it was a dream,
I think.”
“Then, never mind it, miss. There
was mecousin, Tim Mahony, he dhramed
three nights runnin® that there was a erock
ofﬁul buried urdher the wall of his
cabin. So what does he do but goes an’
pulls it down—the purtiest little eabin in
the counthry it was, Well, miss, sorra a
croc'c, full or empty, did he find afther
all his diggin’; an’ there’s his wife, honest
: childer, with
spake of over their an' such weath-
er as it is; while Tim won't do a hand’s
torn of work, on’y rootin® about the

- ‘i-luml.hegon]d must be gomewhere,’
li!:?v's he, * didn't the dhrame tell me about

il Bt S

dh: people when Y

ﬁgep end haven't their sinses about
ml!!

A short time ago [ saw Lady Jane Shafto

and her and was introduced to the

1y sa; are both wonderfully proud.

My 'u:ggu. Winifred, Is at the ol place

in Irelandi, u:hhloldm her ga::

erness, 10r an '8 xeep

E:)npa, ch.rni-.; {te certainly needs
ping in order sometimes,

" AYoung Man Who Wasw’t Posted.

The new fashioned belts for
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her glorions eye full |
ous eye
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No wonder for | Prinee of Hi

little son and heir, of whom, Ineed hard- bined

The founder of the wealth and influence
of this mighty banking and
family was lﬂyw Amschel
Prior to the invasion of
Freenh republican armies he
Er on wth:-utlw.ly small
Frankfort-on-the-Main.. The
he eventually acquired Is
originated in an act of honor

The of the Rhine
mfmbytheahnmby
territories by almost the w
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on him and solicit his taking
the property, which amounted to
mense sum. Rothschild at first refused

aLcep hea: wuﬂty. but
Ea imp;rst:mtyz ﬂ.se prevailed,
and his serene highness delivered up the
m and jewels without requiring even

a
The army subsequently entered
Frankfort at the 4 mmngu’sm
child had m% in the
Prince’s treasures in his His
own property he had not the time to hide
and was entirely of it.
ofIﬂ. truth, he was, mll.l other cltizens

but the treasure confiled to him was safe,
and some time after the French withdrew
Rothschild commenced as a banker, ex-
tending his

by
means of the the

i

z
g

li.l‘!.ﬂ cau
nee’s money,
his

and p:] had little

thing, consequently

that portion of his own deposit

‘been but he

Frankfort and paid a visit to the
“Well, Rothschild,” sald the Prince,

“1am for the worst; did the

e e s o, e Nt
. one

treasure has been lost,”” was the reply.

“1 have all the jewels, which I secured

untouched in a .m chest,
money I have alzo, five per
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There is one grand and sublime
— R e %as"m;:brlm

¢ is ex e 8 5
Romm euw.h.}:he xteenth century, that

The an
mausoleum, with the faint gleaming of
faneral torches
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Madizon—the great
the continent. The maps now hm

E%

E

1 4

i
i1

i

|
:

Fe

:
:

i

?

|

E
]

|

i

|

will “almost

E

2

£
4

:
i
g

g
:

i

?
i?
i

:

:

|

.Eg
1@5

i

)

|

|
§

£

%EE

;

2

Z

i

i

;

i

:
3

:

:
5

:

4
- 4

o
7

!

38t

Itis in the sixth annual report of
mm”mmb, Y. Hayden, Unitod

35

i

Hg! i

3
il

i

EE! 3

k
M T Eia

£

E

i

8

LH

il

iy

|

:




