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THE WHITE FLOWER'S STORY.

sweet pure flower, white as the snow witheut,

grow and bl.ssomed in the seented air,

And dresmed full many s dream of life und love,
uspermg all sbout,

soon L, too, should bave my

COLFAX, - - -«

{ my time drew 1
t wocld of which [k the veigoless hum
Go ‘er, wil i

voiced woman, and then went whistling
pway, thinking no more about it

+] can even tell you the air I whistled.
It was that of a street song ealled * The
King of the Cannibal Islands,’ which
was popular at the time, and I think
shared public favor with another lyric
known as * Jim Crow."

1 had not gone far, Hbwever, and
was thinking of investing in a saveloy
and a loaf of bread, which would jointly
cost my entire fortune of twopence ster-
ling, when a crabbed-looking old man,
muflled up in a cloak, thrust something
hurriedly into my right hand. )

« It was a piece of gold—a sovereign
—and I stood staring at it in a state of
bewilderment.

¢ You have just done a good action,’
growled the old man, harshly. *‘Iwalked

‘or, with

Aund wider yet my p-mwhiui::tu unfurled.
" My Indy wears me at the ball to-night;
l;-{ulh:““lmlﬂﬂlaﬁhl!a“’

With shaking hand my lady cut the stem,
presasd me to her h?u, and in her eyes

1 saw the tears slo idymtbmng there;

Yet did not fall. Bhe did not notice them.

And looked through mist be; the pale blus

nlcies
As if she smw & mystic vision fair.
o lady gives me.” said 1, whispering low,
“To him to whom her sweet heart longs to ge.”
flo'wly IW me with ng feet

nbo anot OO, e, on "

no-wthina white and wonderful and grand,
Upon the lips & lngering smile, no swest
hr;ew that I was with, the bleased dead,

hose work was done, who could oo lomger

wtand
With weary ing the daylight die
T&?::'jl’l l::f.‘m the I'.'utt-l!l‘{l’!'.

' nnbeating heart,
H;:uf’mm “l;nn‘ - with bitter
n,

A ethought she envied me my place.
Iibet’:l:l-m o if forced spact,

e et e sl utem that dlsat Taoes T
Twena then I kuew 1t sll—desth is fife'n hest,
And he wins most who mhu-lm'm&.

SWINTON’S STORY.

«] often compare myself to thnf wide-

spreading tree out yonder, when I think

of the unconsidered acorn from which it
"

Then turning to me with a frank
kle in his eyes, Swinton drew his
::g:lr: closer to e, 80 that we might
both face the glowing Christmas fire
and he said somewhat sbruptly: *I
never told you the origin of my fortune.
Light one of those Kussian cigarettes
with Laferme's name on them and I
will do se now. It will just last till
Kate orders us off to bed.

“1 wes, as you know,a foundlin
and never had any education wort
spe.nkhl&ol. I lwfneil.her a sixpence
nor & friend. I was simply a human
waif, and if I had thrown mysell over a
bridge and been drowned any day be-
fore 1 was five and twenty, nobody
would bave inquired what had become
of me. I was an notive chap, too, and
got odd which kept me alive, I
am I was not unhappy. Banlg‘y
life never is 80, and a hungry young fel-
low who lives on sixpence a day and
earns it, after sll only follows the ad-
vice which an eminent physician gave
to his best patients. 1 was s keen-wit-
ted lad, moreover, and I think I should
have got on sooner if 1 had had s chance,
but then I never did have a chance, or
oMMt Wity ot Sl mew vy

vement wit et evary
Enh of it, yet [m{““ found
but now and then a hired horse to

in my and commercial
horses without holding.

** The best part of my income came
from running errands for the beadle of
& publio. ¥, of which I am now
chairman. He was s beadle of an au-

nce, and it was his duty to
ﬁdn the offiee door wm:sniuypoo-

ing staffevery timeone of the directors
or the secre: went in or out. To
these ceremonial functions he added a
listle private busineas of his own, and
undertook to provide messengers for the
establishment. His charge was sixpence
Shiling Tor ooger caes - Ho pakd me &

ones. He paid me &
mnlﬂnbuthmu. snd affected such
y

more. Plenty of street Arabs would
have been to cut me out; and, in-
deed, I soon acquired a sort of favorship
among them from the nature of
this employment, eonsidering mysell as
one of the ‘s servamts. The
height of my ambition at that time
would have been to have had a shiny
with & band of silver lace around it,
to have been able to say; * Yes, sir,
d'reetly, sir," to Aldmbumpﬁng,
who was ngunghtinthommm.
*““I must have been a gaunt, lantern-
e Soty secacel = Tyl Puck
y st Hyde Park-
torner, near Tattersall's. com
ny’s office was, of eourse, closed on
day, and I was on the wateh hmﬂ:l {
b

{

re-

mpunmhudﬂth

ity whenever they

trespassing in their dig-

g:g& I had almost given the thing up

that day, and was slouching

with a black eye and a sore nose, tow:

tal when 1 saw a weak,

knock- little fellow ped to a
sort of a truck, md%n‘“f
his small might and N

clu

with

had got=ome sticks of furniture piled
upon it, and a hair trank broken in the
middle, with a splintered cover. Siill
tke load was far beyond the child's
strength, and the sweat lown
his face a3 he dragged hard ut it to lit- |

Theretore, although I was

tle purpose.
mh , and more or lessout of
mﬂ L began to whistle, and,
my left hand carelessly to

the | ments, s to turn the baser metals of

truck, took the weight off the boy's |
shoulder, sad set in trundling
or,

. aleng
hrbtg an 3
“ «Now, " S;ir“:hufhl. are yer
hup to? said the little man, gasping out
the indignant words as well as his spent
breath would let him. He was a proud
, and would not have for
any! *s help; but I suppose was
in my manner, in
whieh , for he |

| not spent their time in lamenting over

about his father, and | X

you all the way from St. George's
Hospital, and saw_you help the child
with the truck.’ 80 saying, he twirled
suddenly about, and made off as though
impatient of thanks. -

# + [ did npt do it for money, sir,” I
stuttered, unconsciously standing in
his way, and reddening to the tips of my
ears in surprise and excitement.

*«That is the very reason why you
are rewarded,’ replied the old man,
with an impetuous snort, and, hrusl:i:{a;
me out of his path, he trotted backwards
towards Piceadilly, as though he had
done nothing unusual. In truth, that
was the case. My unknown benefactor
was Mr. Simon Coldpepper, who went

about doing good and running awsy
from it. ']'?venty g:rusft.:rn?:amme
intimate friends. and I built a block
of almshouses together, and I was sole
executor to his will.
“ Well, that was my acorn. I bought
some decent clothes with part of it, and
more for my messages, owing to
g]; improved appearance. Then ? be-
Fuk,m save mu_niyahand hakcl!.‘ the
uck, together with the quickness of eye
and hand required, to save Alderman
Dumpling from being run over by a fast-
trotting butcher on a dividend day at
the bank. He only gave me half-a-
crown in money, but 1 much more
in fact, for I found that1 had acquired
the passive good-will of a man who
thought. nlw%y, indeed, but to some

i About six months after he enj
me to sweep out his shop, and told me
to learn to read and write. When he
found I could do so satisfactorily, he
made me his warehouse clerk; and at
the end of two vears he said: ‘I have
been looking into your figures, John
Swinton, and find you have not made a
le mistake sinoe yon came into the
ess. I want to send s man
out as our nt to A a; would
vou like to %

“Idid mgn,naynnmysm
pose, and fell just into the eream of

Id discoveries. I put all the money
Euoon]d rake together into land lots, and
1 am afraid to tell you how much I made

them. I became partner in the great
:gloni,n.l firm of Dumpling, Swinton,
Goldfleece & Co. You know the rest.
I am now the head of it, my worth
chief having settled his last account
quiet and correct before I was forty.”

* Are you to tea?” here in-
quired a majestic . It was that of
Lady Marian Swinton, and before its
echoes had returned to silence, we were
invaded and utterly overwhelmed by &

» obstreperous rabble of boys and

who me out of a quiet

Banders, in Boston
Traveller.

1 Haven’t Time.”

A great man e excuse them-
selves for their hyahml or total neglect
of the finer and better work of life, by
declaring that they have no time to de-
vote to it. Others, they say, may read
the world’'s best books, or store their
minds with helpful knowledE:, or de-
vote themselves to good works am
the , or aild their minister in

h undertakings, or make kindly
calls upon the sick; but for all such
works they bave mo time. The daily
drudgery of life, for them, is so con-
stant and i that cannot
thlnkoiulxlngw t those other tasks

which they wonld like to under-
take, if they omly eounld devote their
unimpeded time and their unburdened
lives wholly to their lishment.

Now it is proved by the whole ¢
rience of the world, in whatsoever de-
artment of labor, that the best work
8 not come from those who have
nothing €lse to do, and whose whole
time is free to devote to a single pur-
So complex is the scheme of
aily life in this ** workaday world,"”
that it is simply impossible for a person
to declare that he will do but one thing,
and that, failing to give his whole time
to it, he will do noth It is true that
& man should have a plan of life, or a
lending ambition, or an overmastering
Enrpole; I:mt it is not true that he
as a right to sacfice everything to
it. TII:E Master and his disni%laa.
had the noblest and the |
lottiest life-work of any men that ever |
lived upon the earth; but they did not
reach, or teach, or heal, all the time,
hey did whatever thing was their duty;
and though all things were performed
with the ultimate pm-ﬂom in view, they
did not wait to be able to give up their
whole time to some one di-
vision of religious labor. And so it has
been ever since; the world’s best labor-
ers in religion, and politics, and litera-
ture, and the arts, and philanthropy,
have been men and women who have

the necessity of drudgery, but have ac-
::Eted that necessity, and have so

, in humble work and great, in
ordinary hours and in supreme mo-

monotonous and mhﬂy irrelevant
present suc-

It is not necessary to multiply exam-
ples to show that men wh(?ilulll
their time “at their disposal,” accom-
plish less, in any chosen line of work.

forees, or hmdn&hdtheminmwn:li
ness and re| . To mention renown
mm only, we find that
ellow, Lowell, Holmes and Tick-
nor have filled Professors’ e\l';"hii" for
many long years; that Bryant, ttier,
Bowyells. &ﬂt\l. Warner, Bret Harte,
Aldrich and Taylor have done a
great share of their best writing in Fours
after their routine ne per work had
been performed; and that Hawthorne,
Irving, Motley, Hildreth, Marsh and
Bancroft have fulfilled onerous obliga-
tions in posts of public service. Not a
few of our American writers also have
filled clerkships, as did Charles Lamb,
or ed in banking, as did Samuel
Rogers, or even conducted a mercantile
establishment, as does William Morris.
The rule bears wholly in one direction,
and the exception is rarely to be found.
The nearest approach to an exception of
the sort, smong our chief writers, is to
be found in case of Prescott; but
Prescott, though removed from the ne-
cessity of money-making, was also re-
moved from ite possibility by a physical
malady which surely was as exacting as
any ordinary drudgery, and as likely to
impair or destroy good work by s man
less resolutely determined to overcome
all obstacles, Another American his-
torian, Parkman, has also, like Prescott,
been obliged to work despite a serious
affeetion of the eyes, which, in his case,
prevents his writing more than five min-
utes at a time,

Thaus it is, not only in literature, but
in every department of and hel
ful ;31;{!:, P:bu. those l;c;.',:'.lJ:'.-iceed whg:
thongh busy with humdrom toils, or
otherwise hindered, make success by
taking what little time they have for

igher labors, instead of refusing to
@ it because it is little. Better is an
hour well spent than twenty-four hours
occupied in idleness, or, what is little
better, in grumb! over our enforced
occupations, And no oneis so ""'ﬁ
that he is obliged really to waste his od
moments, simply because he thinka he
is wasting his even ones. Just as air
cannot be all oxygen, or & house all win-
dows, or a day all sunrise, or a plant all
flower, so a life eannot be devoid of a
large proportion of elements which
seem neither bright nor beautiful, bat
which are essential to the excellence—
or rather to the very existence—of its
highest achievements.—8. §. Times.

Brain Work and Bad Hablts.

Bad habits, impure air, unhealthful
food, neglect of exerciee, the use of to-
bacco and whisky, have killed thousands
of students, where hard
one. More people die, o
want of sufficient brain-work than from
too much of it. When school-girls die
from tight corsets, heavy skirts, heating
chignons and other unnatural inflietions,
itis very kind in gentlemen to say,
“ Killed by hard study;” but women
know better. Some years since I had a
hired whosuffered almost cons
tm:n , but she wore mbt;n e
a hea on, su
pins im. Her headache was not
caused by Mmlhdy. This same
often spent minutes st night
ﬁnﬁ’:p her hair, and as many minm
in ta it down again.
But the worst of it all was that after all
her care, she was sick, and consequent-
1adies can’t safely study

and then spend the

o)
h‘

labor of altering old
in eenidecy o siohing Otde. Ty
in i or stitching es. They
can scarcely afford an hour a daw
the crimping and frizzing of their hair.
It is rather & curious study to notice
how women, in all times and countries,
have been bent on chn:ﬁ:'lg themselves
from what God made m. In some
countries they blacken the teeth, and
bandage the Ieet; in others they flatten
the heads and paint the face; while in
others they powder the face, friz the
hair and variously deform the form
divine. Now, if all this was necessary
to make woman beautiful, it would be
labor and care well spent, for every
woman should make herself attractive,
if possible. But. is it not true that the
beauty, as well as art, is to be
patural? Were not our grandmothers
in their youth, though in plain attire,
admired and | ved quite as sincerely as
the present generstion of girls are?
health, a disposition and in-
talli are the best beautifiers. [
have sometimes thought a collection of
the various styles of chignons, stays,
hoop-skirts other abominations of
woman's apparel, would make a valua-
ble and instructive addition to some of
our museums.—Cor. Cleveland (0.}
Leader.

Un the Nebraska Ranges.

It is estimated that the 11iT estate now
owns about 39,000 head of cattle of all
ages. It includes eight ranches, the
prineipal one being one hundred and
sixty miles m len; by sixty miles in
width: They are situated bétween the
Union Pacific Railroad and the South
Platte River, and reach westward to the
foothills, includinhg ortions of Colorado,
Wyoming, and Nebraska. Within the
past two years there have been added
to the herd by purchase, 17,000 cattle
from Texas, while the calves branded
within that time number about 8000
head. Within the same period 25,021
have been marketed for beef, and 17,000
will be marketed this year. The value
of the estate is estimated at §1,500,000.

The drive of cattle from Texas will be
heavier this year than ever hefore, and
has been at 300,000, of which

Nebraska will
M:{lut the lﬁ‘:tk::ml?em;hﬁ: L
aad Intger

TR |

'his wife and family

Historical Doubles. -

Few historical characiers have had
more wun‘t;ﬂelt presentmentsa
Sebastian of Portugal,
missing after a baitle the Moors
in 15745 was rep by a succession
of impostors for years afterward. Con-
cerning gne of these historians are yet
in doubt. In 1598 a man presented
himself to the Venetian Senate, ¢laim-
ing to be the last heir of Portugul, es-
caped from a twenty years' captivity
among the Moors.
personal resemblance to the last Prince.
was scquainted with secrets concerning
the Royal fsmily, and had certainly
strong evidence to produce in favor of
his cﬁ:im but he ‘was decided to b
another of the long series of impostors
who had assumed the tille of Sebastian,
and was sent to the galleys. To the
close of his life, however, he
in his tale, and its truth is one of the
many historical mysteries that are nev-
er likely to be cleared up. Russia, too,
has had its historical * doubles.” Many
counterfeits arose to that De-
metrius, son of the Czar, as Grand
Duke of Muscovy, who was murdered
in 1600. In 1773 an impostor arose who
asserted that he was Peter I1I. He led
an army the Cather-

| ine, but was defeated and executed in

1775. There were many claimants to
the title of Louis XVIL. In th%pment
century & man named Eleasar Williams,
residing in Canads, was believed by
many persons to be the unfortunate
Dauphin, who it was said bad been se-
crel.gf conveyed to America by a faith-
ful servant. instead of dying in the
Temple, ¢

ln our own day was there not the
Tichborne trial, concerning which opin-
ions were so greatly divided? A yet
siranger case of disputed idemtity oec-

curred in the sixteenth cemtury. A

certain Martin Guerre, in

province of Haute Garomne, left

d disappeared

for ei.iht years, At the end of this

time he ntly e to his

home, and was veceived thout

st:ficion by the relatives. Martin
had a number of iar marks whi

the new comer possessed;

3

to believe that the reputed Martin Guerre
was onl s“dnppa&npl"dtheml
man; that he was in fact & certain
Arnauld da Tilk, who
uaintance of the
ers, and traded in -his likeness
ession of information obtained
artin to personate his comrade to
family. In the midst of the diseussion
the real Martin returned home, but his
aprminmddmdh‘m

“ Made the ease darker,
Which was dark enough without.™
Some swore positively that the first
claimant was the real Martin; others

E

venturer, Pierre Mege,
ceased De Caille, whom he attempted

to personate, was enough to de-
ceive many pemm Globe.

A Long Jeurney For a Lover.

character. With the first trip of the
a:ﬁ:a coach came two lassies from Seot-
! 8 rugged shores, one of whom was
on her way to Winnipeg or Fort Garry
to wed her Highland lover, who, in the
employ of the Hudson Bay Fur Com-
pany, crossed the sea her,
and whose home was in the far-off wilds

Scotch

his *“ Bonnie Annie Lanrie™ had either
forgotten her plighted vows or bestowed
the affections of her heart upon another;’
and when his heari hope deforred
me faint within him, he turned his|
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than
who, being found | sir?’

E.

that &Te . except to
—The resson ** the boy stood on the
‘deck" was because it was too
hot to sit down.— Walerioo Observer.
—There ain't nothing that will aho-
virtews and vices of & man, in so vivid

,  prosperity.—Josh
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