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day. Slowly

Li Ills dSII dows - |
“ | ris=s over the tree tops, 1 sil |
'g a a ﬂws ¢ tops, and silvers ‘helhouw over the old familiar road say- | hope fades out of the

It steals over | ing many words that were sacred and
(iW0 faces as they stand by the little gate | dear to them: alone, to be lived over

aters of the hittle lake.

tumbled down now.
'Tis Raphal’s home of other davs.

'which is almost

RICH AND POOE.

The cyesof the young couple speak |
Over their earnest faces is a

velumes,
lingering sadness.

. “Vivian,”? he said,
with you now,
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CHAPTER V.

Months of lights and shadows have | like one loag summer day with you.’

and south | “Ves, Raphal”

passed away in the worth,
100,

The mutterings of var sendiug ter-
ror 10 the hearts of American people. jeven her father was gone.

lts dark shadows hover near many a |
Like the demth angel it is | madeup a company, and is captian o

| not to hide.

fireside.
picking froim every flock, its brightest lit. If you will g2 and stay with Fan-
and best. For this

mu Your Uncle’s home

calling, like aJoved father calling to his |

houschoid for help, and leaving lhur"‘"“th where lies the fiercest of the |

many occupations they heed the call. I*-tn.t

Mothers <it in their homes, u-;lh anx- |
| least.

tice.

inus 1aces, while the evening shae

fa]l quietly around them to brush away |Jll

for they have given | |asyet. Twrote to Hubert to come

the talling «ear,

their manly boys. a sacrifice, to their | but do not know that he will accept any |

country’s call.  Wives with[their little {thi:g from my father’s estate, and if 1

h ,
flocks gathered around t em, pray {i“ true, that ae is going

nightly, for the husbands and fathers: | may not coma. but surely Raphey the‘ rLomp'!ny B,

i will not fight. I[ will soon be over.”

while hope and fear go hand i hand. |

Raphael St. Clair is chmbmg fast un' | hof't 50,
the ladder of fame, and making for | kincCled m by
himselfl a2 name. He too laid away | proudly huore her.
brush and paint to answer his countrys

*I truly hope so,

1'3”.

After enlisting, he went home, to m.m\?_-—. i
visit the old scenes. and Vivian| V€5 R"E‘h-t"!-" she said
Derimple.  She had been called home |:"]Lm“ .
to attend her father’s funerai. He had| '“Vivian, dear girl, you are dear t
died suddenly, was found dead in his| m.c, 0, so dear.
bed. | will sell my life dearly, if it comes to]

The sun had sunk | 173l Love

Agamn "us night,
qu setly away and the m, 11 shadows | right arm to deeds of bn\cn

steal down overthe earth.  Silence and

creep n.

'lhmg to come back to you a man

stillness

in the distant | glory and victory, for such it will be. |

piping their hittle songs, :
l'!'o fill your e

scemed to break the quiet

trees,

S

i\lLilt it‘cmrd roc kmg to -Iecp the tur- | sunshine is the one .'l.mblllﬂl‘l of my life
the moon | but for my country I can die.

**how can I part
when life would seem

1lrunuinu-r. with emotion, sne caried
Her life seemed so lonely

*I heard, Vivian that Hubert had |

1S m :]u-. out on the night air *forward march.’

“I must stay here, for awhile, at ! 1o vears.
Aly step mother willnot do us | werc borne from the many battle fields | hfe.
There has been no will found | of this once sunny land.

he said: while a i-"‘:'dmppu*:(l from her trembling hand and | for me to stay here,”
s dark eyes, as he stood laying her hand on her heart to still |

but Vivian every drop ofblood in these | him that he might not die.
veins is for my country if necessity de- |

4gain, G was from the battie field.

Rest assured that 1! [ read sketches of the ternble work while

for vou shall nerve this|

Vivian | and hardly lost a man.
{for you, [ would dare anything e‘ery-

Only the birds| crowned with the scars of my country’s |

with happiness and

with her veil drawn
Scanning closely each

They walked on up toward the|walks on till her&etgrar"z

back,
she
and
anx-
tous face. She pauses and listens as
a faint voice reaches her ear, then it
grows louder, calling for Hubert, say-
ing “why don't he come?” Then his
voice sinks into a iow_whispetr
aM Vivian stands beside h!ﬂ.whﬁfﬁhe
pleads, O, so earnestly for some one
to come, saying, *‘Say, comrades,

'agam in memoTy.

At the gate they part again and as
all the sorrow of parting can not be
written neither will 1 write all the words.
The good-bye kisses lay warm on
their lips, while the briny tears wash
away the anguish, and the silent stars | won't some one write for me "
lock down on the two lives drifnng Layin: her hand on his hot bhrow,
»| apart, while the dark wings of war fap- | she said :
ped over our sunny land,as the vuitures |  *Sleep, young man, and when ycu

she siid, her ‘.O]Celhotel‘td over the coming battle field.  have rested I will write for -you,” ask-

They had phghted their ¢ hildhood’s ! ing him very low who she ,I:onld write
troth anew, and the vows were regis-| to.
tered deep in their own hearts. {  Polhing her ear close to bu@& he
He was gone, and Vivian listens at| said: “To Vivian Derimple,™in a half
| the gate to the dymng sounds of his | whisper, then dropped ofi to sleep for
footstepz. While she siands listening | a few moments.
the sound of fifc and drum breaks the| The doctor sat

a itle away from

I
mighty nation is | nic I should feel so much berter about | stillness and she hears faintiy waﬂed the rude bunk dealiny out medicine.

| Vivian went to him wth anxious face
' and she knew she would see him no | to make inquiries, first about Raphal
more, perhaps forever. | The doctor told her that he had been
| The carnage of death went on ovem; wounded, not so badly, but this terri-
The wounded and dving| ble fever set in which threatened his

**Is there no hope Doctor 7™

People wait- |
“Yes, always while there is life, but

|ed and watched and read their news- | |
' | papers with breathless anxiery. | young lady I must say he isin a very
Vivian Denmple too, read ard herlctmclc conditicn. He has 2 good
t{ cheeks paled as she looked over the | constitution, and possibly he may live.

to the war, he  long listof the killed and wounded of | Good nursing hagsaved many a patient,

Looking en among the | but trat is what they fail to get here,”
| wounded she found—brigler for rol| be said, lookirg straight mto her eye.
| call—pame—R, St. Clair. The paper  “I would care for him 1f it is pmd“nt
she said timidly.
“May I stay Doctor? I cannot leave
| him in this condition.”

The doctor scanned her closely to
see what the man was to her. It was
| not the first woman who had come to

{ its wild beating, she asked God tohelp |

| Fannie too, joined in the prayer that
her brother might be spared. She|
| had just came 1n to hear whatthe news
Taking up

the paper dropped by Vivian she ran
| her eyes hastily over its columns.  Sae

sufiering,

'\ou shali be protected herc my
dear young lady. I will look to that
for you,” and he scanned again closely |!
I'the sweet, innocent face before him.

Days passed. and Raphwl St. Clair
hovered between life and death, almost
unconscious of the passing hours,

When the fever came on he would
talk wildly till exhausted and in his
talk she learned of his undying love
for her. He would plead so earnestly

| her face looked the anxiety she felt.
{ Then she 1ead aloud, *Captain Derim- '
| ple came in, just in time with his relief,

Three days later a lady, closely veil-
ed, was seen at a station inquiring for
a conveyance to the hospital. Not
finding one, she hired a boy to go with
her. She walks through the long alleys

+ 1 your part.”

| look alter some loved one, darmg the;
past few meaths of blood shed and!his head a little, as if to. ook at her,
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al one bright evening when the shad-
ows and the sunshine stole 1, a fitting
emblem of mortal life. Some of the

for some cne to write lor him. He
would not have her think him fuithless

The doclor told het to call him by
his name carefully at first and then tell
him who she was. It might nelp to|tear, but many an eye kindled as
call his mind back to ‘consciousness i
again.

*Who called me hxzl? A pame
(lllcllavenm h:'n.ridfu;cmhbng' Vivian
id you say?” w it ve
:::l “Don’t mock me.m . hr:

id again and fell q to
while she held both nfhuﬁd: mm
Lsying them gentle down she moves
quietly away to carry water to some
vther suflfering mortal, or wet airesh
the cloths on their 1:uming foreheads.
It was the extreme run of the fever, the
last hope of life for Raphel St. Clair.
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make hmmsell a home,
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lhculheduthangel is hovermmg so
the |often. You might cacth the famnt rus-
tle of his wings.
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Vivian's fair face looks the anxiety CHAPTER VI. ! Congress, where the shy, ltle Fammy
and love, the love of her pure ‘young S immmmz white house
soul for him who lies here so quiet and CONCLUSION. as qn,nly as any.

still and wasted to a skeleton.

The doctor with his kind old fatherly
face came to watch with her past the
crisis. It was a trying hour. He had
laid so still for hours, sleeping for life
or death, they knew not which. The
white face almost transparent. They
had tried many times to rouse him,
but could not. The doctor saw that a

The load roar of the cannon had! The second wife of the
died sway in the etemnity of the past. | home, walks slowly through
Peace Insagam spread her white wings | rooms. They are like halls of
over this nation of happy people, hke| ry, glittering with wealth but em
the ever living presence ot God’s love, | life. No pattering feet of merry
while only in memory lives the past, | dren greetthe ears. 'Tis a home, her
Iike a terrible dream. home ncw, shasm of all its living besu-

Hubert Derimple came home from]ngs She walks its silent chambers
the war covered with honor, steadily ' and empty rooms, empty because all
change was taking place for he grew growing from one place of trust to an- (hat ma!lr)teys Some samdwand beaantifal,
somewhat restless just after midnight. | oher, - He prospered in the things of | is gone.

.l:ie had Vivian sit beside him saying: | yhic world. Fannie is a good wife,' Goldis there in

When he opens his eyes, if he knows | yhe the mother love looks kindiy 00t | wpich she hse to & ol S
you 'tis well. Make no sign. Act|of her blue eyes into the little faces e i again, the shining
around her. Her fair face, a beaun- pieces. While she s coutedl Sas
ful setting, for so rare a jewel as moth-| o513 heart and soul have died to all
er love. ) i that make hfe grand and glonoas.

One day in the autumn ‘h"‘,";"’a the. Here we leave her, like a child
evening shadows creptinto their happy | countine its tovs: t to lean the grand
home, 2 lone woman @pproached the ! o ng ngoblcroyl::s?ns of hfe.
gate. L= . Raphzl and Yivian’s lives are, 30
*‘O, papa. see ! said Willie, as they | jar Jike a2 summerday. The sunshime
stopped suddealy in their race. H"chummg away the shadows  Bright
ing | papa, the poor woman ! | veautiful <hildren gladden their hesrts

Reader, that womaz was Mabel| and help to paint the pictures of home.
Lathrop. Foiledin his many schemiugs | Their lives flow peacefully on, as a
he had married Mable St. Clair for her | river toward the ocean. Hasd ia
wealth. Her adopted parents died. lhand they are gliding down the stream
luvmg herall. It wis notso much/| of life to the oceans of eternity.

had supposed, but he had’ Reader, the pictures of Raphal St.
lqmdaed itand deserted her, after| Clair decorate the walls of a pictuse
mistreating her for years. Sne has'gallery in St Lows to-day, and the
come to her old triends, broken hearted | brown eyes still brighten with hope
Her children are dead, and the butter- | that some day he may visit the halls of
fly triends of prosperity have flown. In|the old masters and leam more and
the silent grave alone, tnere is peaoelmore.
for the twred, aching heart. Hubert|
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Then administering a light stimulant
he sat away, while Vivian kept her
vigil. He slept quietly for half an
hour. Raising lus hand slowly over
his head he opened his large, brown
eyes. Then the lids closed slowly over
them -again,

Vivian sat in breathless anxiety,
scanning his face closely. Tum

|ne opened them again. The look of
undymg love and whispered words,

“you are an angel,” were stamped on
heart and soul of the waiting, watch-
ing girl, never to be forgotten.

The deep, unspoken words as soul
communes with soul can never be
vritten.

We willnot follow them as Raphzel
’is nursed slowly back to life, but as
soon as he was able to be held up they
were married there in that rude hospit-

[ THE END.]
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