HOME.
More than building showy mansions,
More than dress or fine array,

More than domes and lofty steeples,
More than station, power and sway;
Make your home both neat and tasteful,

Bright and pleasant, always fair,
Where each heart shall rest contented,
Grateful for each beauty there.

Seck to make your home most lovely,
Lot it be a smiling spot,

Where, in sweet contentment resting,
Care and sorrow are forgot.

Where the flowers and trees are waving,
Birds will sing their swectest songs;
Where the purest thoughts will Linger,

Contidence and love belong.

There each heart will rest contented,
Seldom wishing far to roam;
Or, if roaming, still will over,
éhorinh happy thoughts of home.
Such & home makes man the better,
Sure and lasting the control;
Home with pure and bright surroundings,
Leaves ita impress on the soul
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A FLIRTING FOLLY.

willowy form, in pale pink draperies,

is evidently satisfactory.

She meets Philip Cameron, and is
introduced a few moments after enter-
ing the drawing-room. Nina almost
looses her self-possession as the black
eyes rest on her so keenly; but evident-
ly he does not recognize lier and in a
few moments they are chatting in a
very friendly manner.

“Shall we waltz?”’ he asks, as the
music strikes up. And they are soon
gliding through the lighted rooms.

They stroll out in the grounds after
the waltz is over.

“Your face seems very familiar to
me,” he says musingly, looking down
into her dark, expressive eyes, as they
stand in the moounlight. “Can it be
possible we have ever met before to-
night "

“She langhs lightly, perhaps a little
guiltily, for she remembers it all so
well.

“Once having observed
I never forget it,” he goes on

a face,

“Ladies smd gentlemen, I regret to
say that we shall be detained here some |
hours. There has been an accident on
the line beyond, and we cannot get
through until toward evening.” {

There was no help for it, and the
grumbling passengers got out of the
carriage with various expressions -of
annoyance.

“Oh, Mollie! what shall we do here |
this afternoon ?”

My dear Nina, we'll have some good
fun! We're in a strunge place, with '
nobody to play propriety, and we'll
make this a day long to be remembered,

I'm going to get up a flirtation with
somebody, and you must do the same.
We can have rare fun if you only will.” |

Nina does not fall in with this plan |
very heartily, but proposes to go to a I
hotel for dinner, and they start imme- |
diately. :

Mollie is small, fair, bewitching ; Nina '
tall, dark and rather stately looking— |

just opposite in appearance and disposi- |
tion, yet the best of friends. '

“There's a large park in this place, |
for I've heard Cousin Will speak of it,” |
Nina remarks to Mollie, who is before
the mirror preparing for the afternoon

campaign. Suppose we walk out and
find it.”

“Just the thing,” assented Mollie.
We'll have fun here if unywhere.”

They have no difficulty in finding the
park, and a very pretty place it is.
They find a rustic seat, and sit down |
“to wait the commng man,” as Mollie
expressed it. i

“Oh, here comes two of the noblest
of fellows!” she whispered, presently,
“Now, Nina, you must do just as I do.” |

“Mollie, please be careful! remem-
ur o,

But they are near now, and auda-
cious Mollie smiles and bows.

Both genflemen lift their hats, pass |
on a few steps, and turn’back.

“Mollie, don't be reckless!”

“Nina, don’t be prudish!”

Foolish Nina hates to be called prud-
ish ; besides, she is catching the infec-
ion; and when the gentlemen pause on
their return, she sustains her part re-
markably well for an amateur. Itis
only for once, and noone will ever
know of it, she reasons.

A little distance back of them, Nina
notices a gentléman reclining on a rus-
tic bench. His face attracts her—a
strong, handsome face,: with piercing
black eyes, that might look tender if
their owner so willed, Nina imagined.
He must have seen the whole perform-
ance, and there was a half-smile of con-
tempt on the firm set lips, which Nina
observes.

Mollie, she finds a chance to whisper
a side, “let’s get away from these men;
we have carried it far enough. Do you
see that genleman over there who is
watching us!"

“Pooh! he is only wishing he had the
same opportunity;” and reckless Mollie
goea on with the “fun.”

Finally the two gallants propose to go
for refreshments, at the restaurant near,
and even Mollie hesitates.

“I think we must return to the hotel
now,” Nina, says quickly.

She has learned, from their conver-
sation, that they are not the sort of
eompany she would like to appear in,
and she determines to take the matter
in her own hands.

They insist on accompanying them to
the hotel, and Nina, growing more dis-
quieted every moment, has not the cour-
age to peremptorily refuse them.

As they leave the park, Nina cannot
forbear clancing at the handsome gen-
tleman Dbehind them, and she instinct-
ivelv feels that he despises them all.

A year later, Nina Black is in the N
-—hotel with a party of friends, Mol-
lie Gordon not being one of the num-
ber. Nina is at a window, observing
the new arrivals. Suddenly she starts.
Burely there is the face, which havin
once seen she has never forgotten! It
is the gentleman who witnessed that
foolish flirtation in the park at Newton.
The same piercing eyes, the same firm-
set mouth, but the contemptuous smile
tsgone. Will he recognize her, she
wonders? She fervently hopes not,
tor she is heartily ashamed of her con-
duct on that occasion.

She dresses herself with unusual
care that evening and smiles triumph-
antly as she takes a parting glance at
the mirror; the reflection of the tall,

without waiting for a reply. For
instance I met a gentleman in a
restaurant a few weeks ago who
impressed me as some one I had
secen before, but I conuld not determine
when or where. This morning T sud-
denly remembered that he was ina
train with me two vears ago and ocen-
pied a seat opposite.”

“Yon wonlk make a good detective,”
she says, feeling that it was ouly a ques-
tion of time when he will remember
that unfortunate afternoon. “Why
should T care?” she thinks impatiently.
“It is no more than hundreds of girls
do every day, and think nothing of it.”

But she does care, nevertheless. It
is the skeleton at the feast of good
things which follows. Picnics, drives,
walks, with dancing in the evening to
bewildering music. Nina enjoys it all
so thoroughly with Philip Cameron at
her side.

A sultry morning, and Nina is loung-
ing in one of the little summer-houses
that dot the lawn. Two gentlemen
come up and take possession of a rustic
bench out side; the ivy forms a com-
plete sereen, and Nina is not aware of
their proximity until the sound of
voices warns her of it.

They are evidently discussing some
lady—for one of them is saying.

“I met her first on one of the boats
going to the seashore. She bowed to
us as a means of getting up a flirtation,
and I of course responded. We were
together all the afternoon, and I have
calnled on her several times since. She

“There, Joe, I have heard enough.”
Nina starts at the sonnd of that well-
known voice and rises to leave the sum-
mer house, but the next sentence trans-
fixes her. “Any woman who will de-
liberately attract the attention of a
stranger—‘get up a flirtation, ' as you ex-

| press it —in so public a place as an ex-

cursion boat, is unworthy the name of

| woman."”

“Now, Cameron, you always did have
some 8traitlaced notious, and this is one
of them. Why, my dear fellow, they
all do it!”

“Not all,” objects Philip; “I am well
aware that a great many do; but 1 con-
tend that no woman caun engage in this
sort of thing without lowering her wom-
anhood and rendering herself less re-
spected even by the man who responds
to her advances. I tell you, Latimer, I
have seen too much of this sort of thing.
Whny, every school-girl one meets will
ogle and smile if one happens to look
at her,”

“My prophetic sonl tells me you will
marry an incorrigible flirt,” Joe says,
not having any opposing argument to
advance.

“Never! T despise them too heartily.”

Nina, listening to every word, feels
that she can bear it no longer, and suc-
ceeds in leaving without attracting their
attention. White and shivering she
reaches her own room. So this is Philip
Camerson’s opinion of a woman who
does what she has done.

All that day she broods of his cutting
words; and when evening comes, her
mind is made up she will avoid him as
much as possible; but, if worst comes,
and he asks her to be his wife, she will
refuse. The dream of bliss is over for-
ever. Nina is rather hard on herself,
and too generous to throw the blame
where it really belongs on saucy. Mollie.

The days go by, and Philip is puzzled
and not a little troubled at the change
in Nina Black. He is not conscious of
any fault on his part, and he tries in
vain to dispel the cloud that had risen
between them. .

They go out walking one evening
view the sunset from a high point near.
Nina feels that she is treading on for-
bidden ground. She has conscientious-
ly avoided being alone with him, but
to-night the temptation is too strong.
They witness a brilliaut sunset, and
Nina grows enthusiastic. /

“This 18 a beautiful world!” Phillip
says, as they watch together the western
sky, all flushed into sudden glory.

“Yes.” Ninarephes, dreamily, “Per-
haps it is to some, while others find
only the fading gray tints. See, thered
and gold are fading even now. The
beauty in our lives, like the beauty in
yonder sky, is but for an hour, and then
comes—". y

She stops abruptly, warned by the ex-
pression of his face. He lays his hand
tenderly on hers as he says:

“And then comos the silver tint of
t‘:liet happiness, which is far better than
the transient splendor of exeitement.”

Noanswer. Nina does not feel equal
to talking sentiment with Phillip Cam-
eron to-night, but he goes on eagerly :

“Nina, you know I love you! Oh, my
darling I will try to make your life per-
fectly happy! Nina, my love, answer
me one word !”

She covers her face with her hands

to shut out the vision of his pleading

eyes. Oh, if she had then the courage
to tell him all! But she still remembers

his sweeping assertions of contempt, |

and her courage fails.

He seizes her hand almost roughly.

“Nina, I believe you love me, Wil
you not be my wife ?”

He rises quickly, but a glance at her
white, pammed face
Again he pleads for one word of love;
Nini becomes desperate. She rises
and faces him,

“Philip Cameron, when we met here
a few weeks ago, you told me my face
seemed familiar, and that we must have
met before.
a little more than a year ago, in the
public park of Newton.

restrains him. |

We had met before. It was |

Do you re-|

member two foolish girls who flirted |

with two equally foolish young men?”

He has risen again, and she knows |
by the expression of his face that he re- |

members all.

“Nina_"

She stops him with a gesture.

“I have another confession to make.
A week ago I was in the little summer-
house near the drive, and overheard
part of your conversation with Mr. Lat-
immer. I learned then, what T already
suspected that yon despised any woman
who would lower herself to do as I have
done, and that is why I cannot be your
wife.”

For a moment they stand facing each
other, without a word.

Philip Cameron is greatly surprised
He has studied Nina all these weeks,
and he has exalted her above all wom-
en. He has thought her the exponent of
of pure womanliness, and would have
sworn that she was incapable of the
boldness to which she confesses.

He is silent so long that she tries to
leave him.

“Nina,” he cries out, “I can forgive
you anything; only tell me you are not
in the habit of doing this thing. I re-
member thinking that the blonde yoang
lady was the leader. Was it not so%”

But Nina does not utter a word in
self-defence.

“Tell me, have you engaged in thal
kind of flirtativn since ?”

“Mr. Cameron, vou have no right te
question me thus.”

“I have a right, for you are to be my
wife!” And before Nina could remon-
strate, Philip's arms were about her,
and she has to acknowledge herself van.
quished.

Clay’s Farewell to the Senate.
Ben Perley Poore in Boston Budget

Henry Clay's ferewell to the Senate,
on the 31st of March, 1842, attracted a
large crowd, and every available place
was occupied, the ladies having not only

filled their gallery, but invaded the floor.
When Mr.. Clay rose between 1 and 2
o'clock, to make his farewell speech in
a chamber which he hal entered nearly
thirty-six years before, all eves were
upon him. Senators of all parties took
their seatg and gave the most respectful
attention. Members of the house
flocked in and occupied the priveleged
seats round about the chamber. Then
came the address, for it was more of an
address thau a speech, the report ¥f
which was only the body of a beautiful
oration without the sonl. The pictare
presented ip such a congregation of
people waspot only fair enough and
perfétt enough in all proportions to
charm the eye, but it was a scene
which might have given, either in
the sympathy created or in the
pride excited, a feeling but little less
than one inspired. The ladies, who
were all hope and buoyancy a moment
before, were now ‘‘like Niobe, all tears.”
Mr. Clay, in speaking of himself, of his
friends, of the noble State of Kentucky,

forty-five years before, was himsell
quite unmanned. Others were much
more affected, and many of the oldest
Senators were in tears many times while
Mr. Clay was speaking. He retired
from the storm and turmoil of publie
life to the bosom of his family, in the
State which'he Toved. and ng(‘h had
honored him for nearly forty vears. To
leave the councils of the nation for one's
own alter and home, was next to leav-
ing this world itself, in the hope of en-
joying another brighter and better, a
consummation which almost every pub-
lic man might covet.
bition of Mr. Clay’s case must have been
fully satiated, He had been at the head
of a great and triunmphant party. He
had shared its confidence in prosperit;

and adversity. He had admiration guc

| reply to his letter.

| hiving iua community where men have to be

| there’ll be lawyers.

The wildest am- |

as has rarely been given to any man in |

any age. His friends were legion, and
they clung to him to the last with all
the tenacity of holy affection. He left
the Senate with a reputation for states-
manship, for patriotism, and for elo-
quence which any man might covet.
He left public life, too, ,at peace with
all mankind, and with a conscicnce void
of offense. 1In his retirement he carried
with him the best wishes of all men.
There he ¢ould have no foes, and those
who had been foremost to denounce
were among the first to speak his
praises. The last act of Mr. Clay was
to present the credentials of Mr. Crit-
tenden, whom he spoke of in the most
exalted terms, and into whose hands he
expressed his willingness to yield the
interesta- of- his $State and. cauntry.
The Segate adjourned as soon as Mr,
Crittenden Jiad takien lis" neat £hongh
the hour was early. The orowd:scat-
tered, and the late Senator from Ken-
tucky. was surrounded by hosts of
friends.

Upon openiung a grave in a cemetery
at Albany last week the corpse, which

had been buried for 29 years, was found
in a perfect state of preservation, even
to the hair and eyes.

| strange happiness in his heart he put entirely

. . & 801’8 portion in & things.
where he had been received as a son |

THE MOSS ROSE.

Paraphrase ‘rom the German

Beucath a rose, as morning broke,
Au augel from his sleep awoke.

Pleascd with the flower above his head,
So fair and beaatiful, he sakl

“Thy fragran e and thy cooing shade,
Have doubly sweet my slumbers made.

Fairest of flowers on carth that grow,
Ask what you will, and I'll bestow.™

“Grant, then,” she cried, “I'll ask no more,
Some charm no lower has known before!

The angel first seemed at a loss,
Then clothed the bush in simple mose

And, 10! the moss rose stood confessed,
A lovlier far than all the rest

—John Stillwell.
— W —

DEACON M'NAB'S PRODIGAL.

The deacon watched anxiously for his son's
Ho felt sure that Alexan-
der would reply. He judged from his own
standpoint, and from his knowledge of the
disputatious young man.  He forgot to take
iuto secount the wfluence of marrmge, and of

carcful in matters of contradiction. He was
1gnorant of many circumstances in his son's
lite which made this letter of less importance
to him than it was to the lonely, anxious sender
of it.  He was sorry at its tone, and he said to
his wife: “1 have been a hittle premature.
Scotchmen have long memories for an offense
1 will wait a year

as well as for a kinduess,

and write again’
But a year passed and he Qud not write two |
and three years, and then he began to think he
eonld hardly write again unless his father re
quested it He might be suspected, 1f he did, '
of mercenary motives. He  had better lot I
So vear after year passed away»

things alone
and the silenee was nubroken |

In the meantima a great change had taken |
vlace in the deacon: but it had been so grada |
al that his oldest fricnds rather thought theiwr
estimate of bim had been wrong than that his l
character had been “He 18 hard
when you first know him, but he mellows as
your friendship grows,” said McLanrin, who
had been a famihar fyiend for forty years., Butit
was something more than the mellowing of |
time. As drops of water will wear away gran 1
ite, ®o the preaching of Domime Frazer had
told upon the deacon’s spiritual nature.  There
had indeed been times when he had seriously
disapproved him, when he had even feared he
was listening to something very like Arminian
ism, but through it all very few Sabbaths when
the words of Jesus had not fonnd his soul,
€ven i ite most secret places

In the nioth year of his son’s absence he be
gan to remember him very tenderly and to find

altered
|

excuses for b
bhad my amn high temper and quick tongue. 1/
ken weel [ hae a gunpowdery temper. and the
laddie was like & flash o fire: in the vera
nature o' things mischicf would come. 1 wish
I kent where he is at a° Perhaps I onght |
wmean, perhaps it would be Kind like to ook
after him. 1 wouldna hke 1o meet has mother
in another warld if 1 had failed in merey to the
lad. Whatever way can [ make it up wi’ him. "
It was n & mood of this kind he went w
church one mormng  His thonghts wandered
a great deal untl they titted mto the words
which the dominie was rewding—the words in
which the wise woman of Tekoal nrged David
to bring back s banished son Absalom. He
pointed out the imperfection of David's forgive- |
ness, 16 that, thongh he bought him back, he
suffered him not to s s face. Then he |
turned to the father of the newer dispensation, |
Lmned in Christhke colors, rmuning to meet
his prodigal when afar oft, taking hion to  his
breast with kisses of forgiveness, called to
gether his friends to rejores with him over the
son that was lost and fonnd ‘
When the deacon left the church it was with |
one fixed purpore-—to go and find his son
“And you'll do right  deacon,”™ =aid the
dominie. “Yon are hule and vigerous, and
needna fear the travel  You hae plenty o
siller to go to the lad; mavbe he hasna a baw
bee to come to you.  He may hae fallen very
low— hae you thonght of that*”
“Ay, have L If 1 can tind him, however, |
low he has fallen, I'll hft him up and gie him |

“He was very young, and he

“If that is the spirit you are in go your ways, |
deacon, and the Lord go with you.  Where to
first*”

““He wrote me a letter frae a town on the
Gulf 0" Mexico in Texas: but 1 hae written twice
to that place and got no answer back, for I vid
him leave it on pain o' my displeasure, and he'll
hae gane, but w*ud.rw-r way 18 mair than [ can |
tell.’

In & month the deacon was in New Orleans, '
and from there he went to Corpus Christi; but
since Alexander MeNab had lived there it had
been visited by an epidenie of yellow fever,
and the popunlation had beeaa constantly shift
ing one.  No one.remembered him,

“I'll go up to the seat of government,” he
said to himself: where there is law-making
Maybe I'll find the lad

among them.”

8o he bought a horse and bnfgy and went
leisurely through the country. It was in the
first week in June, and he was lost in amaze-
meut and delight  There was a pomp and
glory in the sunshine and flowers which he
never dreamed of: and as he rode through
miles of blowing grasses and saw the countloss
berds of cattle, and felt all the lonely beanty
and peace sauk into his soul, he smd, raptur-
ouely, ‘“‘Here one kens that the earth is the
Lord's.” The highly oxygenized atmos-

here gave him a feeling of exhilaration;

o found bhimself winging lines  of
his favorite hymns or snatches of snch
authorized songs as ‘““Anld Lang Syne,” or

“Scots who hae wi' Wallace bled.” But the

down to the credit of his conscience, ““It's a
gran’ thing” he thought, “to be on an errand
of:mercy. I dinna wonder now there are sae
many philanthropists.”

However, on the fourth day he left the open
rairies and got into the pine woods. The
eat increased, unknown insects troubled him,

ho saw huge snakes gliding away into the
underbrush, there were stran sounds
all around, and a sense of awf solemni-
ty came over him. He was alone
with God in the thick woods and he
feared Him as he had never dona before. All
day long the prayer of contrition and adors-
tion was on his lips. TQ‘\:‘n:d the gloaming
be was delighted to  reach the prairie again
and to meet two travelers,

“Giood night, stranger.”

“Gude night to baith o'you. Ken you whar
I can get a biteand a sup and a night's lodg-
ing”" .

% en, nir—straight ahead.  You'll come to
the jndge's in half an hour. They are right
smart folks, and you'd best light there for to-
night. I reckon.™

“Thank vou, gentiemen.  Gude night.”

He rode on very anxiously. The sup was
pinkmg fast, and an inexpressible solitnde was
around him,  One lonely, silent bird flymg
lastily toits covert gave a ktill eerier fecling
to the hour and scene.  Suddenly he heard the
oyful laughter of children at play. He

—~TH
quickenod his pace, rounded

a < i
troes, and then saw & white hongg :‘Du;
itaclf Lenoath them.  Sowme childr, PIeSTE &
white, came ranning to the little g, ¥4
L Blo o 5 88 A
“Well, bairns, is the Judge at hoss 4 ¥
“No but ma i=," said a little l"‘:‘aum “T_(’h
vears old  **Go to the house, sir: 1, §
will take your buggy.” g E_""]
Ho let them take it very gladly, —
the house. A pretty woman met ot Ber
pinzza.  She necded no explanationy
a stranger wanting food and  shelty, .lc‘" . '
gave them with a charming ooy . €F8 Alli
once put the Deacon at casc p,at2yp
“T am sorry my husband s away * o
with pardonablé wifely pride, .""\n;».‘m lor‘
member of the Legislature, and 1 jy .;;;hemn-
session . ” sorne be
Then the chiidren eame back, ang 4, jesired
con took to them wonderfully (']_IV.“',',L". :
a new form of humanity to him: j, k ylﬂ th
nothing about them.  But there wgs a0 b subjec!
endence and good followship .du.mu‘,k..u B
ad, as he told him all about Lis iy o ;
his adventures, that quite delighted the stence
mac. s and
After a littld they went to bed in e oDg. T
room, and he heard them saying their prnt favor
to their mother.  “God bless g pof meet
How the words smoto him. He grew 4 ¥ §
vous and restless thut when the baby lispe
tho same ‘w"ﬂnn he conld no longer .Ra’. F.T.]
He walked to the window, where there w,
table and a lamp and HOME NEWSpapers, T =
he noticed a large bible, and he drey it fpsWSPA
him.  Almost unconscionsly he tumed 4 or thr
family register.  “Alexander MeNab, ton
Glasgow, March 29, 18— " was the fing 2 TDON
ho saw. He made no ontery; he never o rg; Sel
His eyes were riveted upon the words and,
those that followed “Mary Baylor, l.,rnmul
Galveston, Junet MeNab, David MeNab, 4. thir
McNab, Peter MeNab.™  On the opposite ;*
the “death of Janet MoNub, aged ton mor-advan!
He had objected to her bearing Ler grands
or's name, and she was in heaven wity nt cou
He opened the door softly and went -@ obje
the piazza. God bLad led him to his w
house, and he had eaten at his son's L.!,voa PA]
had not known it.  His emotions were 14Ce mit
municable, even to the Heavenly Father
sat as stillin s joy as he had oftey § libera
his grief and opened not his mouth, beg per
he was 2o sure that God had done 1t .
After a hittle Alexander's wife "Mllcnva' shos
down beside him, and he enconraged heey
i ‘Mt

|18

{ of her husband and his prospects

least, believed 1 bim sublimely. He wiN@ss 1
best and groatest man in Texas —she had Vot
doubt about 1. Peter could have smiled de
had not been =o full of thonght  Fil their
asked her if her husband was born ] lar

“Ob, no!" she answered, frankly, ”Lu‘ ‘
born in Glasgow, a town i Scotland 4 be dr
pose you know the city, for you talk
Scotechman.” t N leav

“1 hae many friends and business «ghe fal
tions there, ma'am.”

She hesitated o few moments :u.-h)wmt ina:
Did you ever know or hear tell of Mr g any §
MeNab?  He is & lawyer.”

“I may say 1 ken him vera weel 1 his to
!‘hllllllk“l‘llllh'h o' himeither, ma'am. He'syypp g |
Al an

Y,

“He is my husband’s father, so you suall
not say 80 here.  His son thinks very id men
him, and perhaps you may be mistake
business men, even kind men, arve ofton o AT in
to be hard.” Then wshe turned the cour €
fion, and the deacon was glad of it wre th

Ho didnot sleep much, and the nest & ite
ing was on the road to Austin at ""‘“"']l. n
reached there in the afternoon, and w *

A few words of m;\m.\«'ﬂcﬂlﬂ

The Judge was staving there—he w ,Zr.h.l’
in from the Capitol abont 5 o'clock.. I3g foll
hen

Zentleman had any private business the

Smith's Hotel
fied him

no use going thoare. The Judge was Cha g
of the committee, and not apt to be = ra of

floor in the daytime. 4
But Peter could not sit stll  He refrf@Fbis]
limselt, and then tnrned lis face 10 the fae to
white building standing so loftily atthe ;
of the beantiful avenue.  He soon aterss DUSi)
halls and gazed upon such a body of lavs
ers as he had m-\'c)r dreamed of seeing, s this |
war wonderfnlly mmpressed both by th 0F@ t
and the methods,  But he did not tind he
and after an hour's stay he  determined mp
back 1o the hotel and wait there for im | @ hiv
As he enwred it the landlord sad
“The judge 1= in his r-u-m.-nr.m.:vr:r"m n
door on your right hand.” ® Mi
He walked straight to itand opensdit. L
ander, who was asleep upon a sofa, t mey
head, gazed one moment, and then leap wmy ti

his feet.
“Father! My dear, dear tather'” ftint
A b I L

“Ay, ay, my lad, I'm here
journey thoun hast bhronght me, an skl
like me, too. O, Alexander!” rvant
And then the old parable which had s earns
father to seck his son was renewed s
sweetness and tenderness, and that nigs does
descon went up to the Cupitol leaning &
sot's arm, and he was pnlnnl and hn]\w

| yond expression.

al
“You made a vera fair speech, Aloxao
he said as they returned home. It wou Wb of 2

| been better af there had been fewor .-h'pi”w

tween vour premise and vour peroration ¥
you'll do in ’ time and wi' nu!lr prm’nﬂ'.l’
dinna much wonder your wite sets such ‘asines
by you.”
““My wife! Have you seen Mnr_\",'l"
“Ay, | stayed at your house last &
She's no as bonnie as xome women, bn!”-
loving and ladylike, and what's mair, g @00
l.r\ul-‘nl body, and can baith =peak and th
wr tongue, So she's no an ordinar’ w
at @’ And the bairns are just the most 3801 h
esting bairns | ever saw.  Baith o the I fi
a bit like me, and 1 wonld na wonder if 1:¥®
a’ the comfort out o’ little Davie I nlwuld“ |
had out o' his father.” |
Then Alexander smiled and pressed 8680
ther's arm closer to his side, for little Iw
had tanght hinm some lessons he would
lcalruml in no otl'mruwny‘. Sk 8 legi
n three months the deacon was bac
on the Glasgow pavements, as brisk Mw ot
tive an | as full of life and business a« be of be
been ten vears before.  He went into b.h- I
fairs witi an exactness and promptitude
rather astonished the men in whese re
they had been left,
““‘You are very strict about a bawbee, b
con,” said one of them,
“Just sae, Mr. Iutyre; but my son, J
McNab, is coming home to take the bus
and he's no man to put up wi' a baubee
I ean tell yon that, \{
He hadalways been very reticent .bou" D
son's long absence. There were none |
friends that felt at liberty to ask any quenTOUE
or to make any remarks fo him about hiufil
turn excevt Bailie Scott, who was, perhap) k
a little nettled at Peter's air of satisfactiod

“‘Sea you bea found your prodigal :
Deacon,” he ventured to say one aftern
they met iu front of the court house, t
‘‘Nae vera hard matter that Bailie e
When & wan is & Judge o' a District Conrlggg o
s member o' the Legislature and has
an ex-Governor's daughter, he's no ill to !

Gude day to you Bailie,” and he walked ¥ -
with the air of one who felt that ho had
a question thoroughly.

‘o Dominie Frazer, however, he opene
heart with all the humility of & truly

man.

“God has been better to baith o’ us than w!
serve Dominie. But we hae seen our fanl!
said sae, and the future is to be for them
o'them. There is nae either thing for
blood to do.”

“You are building him a fine house, I

“Ay: when I have coaxed the lad aws’ 0
his ain hame it's but a just thing to lmgld#r
another.  He'll get here by tho fime it ”wﬂde‘
for him. Then I'll hae my son and a b o4
bit daughter-in-law and the four braw pamatter
[ never hoped for sae much love and joy s o I
never. I have na the words to expres "

thankfnlness : but Dominie, I'll write Y0
liberal check out for the kirk debt; for ¥
ken when a man talks in gold sovereigm! '
he says."—Illustrated Weekly.




