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SEEKING THE MAY-IIOWUB. 

BY E. G. STEDMAN. 

Tho sweetest sound our whole year round— 
'Tin the first robin of the spring! 

The song of the full orchard choir 
Is not so fine a thing. 

Glad sights are common: Nature itrnws 
Her random pictures through the year. 

But oft her music bids us long 
Remember those most dear. 

To me, when in the sudden spring 
I hear the earliest robin's lay, 

With the first thrill there comes again 
One picture of the May. 

The veil is parted wide, and lo, 
A moment, though luy eyelids close, 

Once more I see that wooded hill 
AVhero the arbutus grows. 

I see the village dryad kneel, 
Trailing her slender fingers through 

The knotted tendrils, as she lifts 
Their pink, pale flowers to view. 

Once more I dare to stoop beside 
The dove-eyed beauty of my choice, 

And long to touch her careless hair, 
And think how dear her voice. 

My eager, wandering hands assist 
With fragrant blooms her lap to fill, 

And half by chance they meet her own, 
Half by our young hearts', will. 

Till, at the last, those blossoms won— . 
Like her, so pure, so sweet, so shy,— / " 

Upon the gray and lichcned rocks 
Close at her feet I lie. 

Fresh blows the breeze througfi hemlock trees, 
The fields are edged with green below; 

And naught but youth-And hope and love 
We know or-Wre to know! 

r frtth the moss-clung apple bough, 
Beyond the tumbled wall, tnere broke 

That gurgling music of the May— 
'Twas the first robin spoke! 

and heard it not— 
hen my glad heart wist 

1 heard it, ay, 
For little then my gia< 

What toil and time Bhould come to pass, 
And what delight he missed; 

Nor thought thereafter, year by year 
Hearing that fresh yet olden song, 

To yearn for unreturning joys . 
That with its joy belong. —AllaiUk. 

SWEET-BRIER. 
The sweet odors of this delicate little 

flower stole upon my senses, as I stood in 
the Rose berry Station, waiting for the 
down train to bear me to Iladlowe. 
The perfume was exquisite, and bore my 
thoughts into the past. When a boy, I 
had gathered sprays filled with the deli
cate pink buds, and carried them to my 
mother. A thousand memories arose in 
my heart as the gentle June breeze 
wafted the fragrance around me. 

Presently, I neard a gentle voice ex
claim, " On, I have lost one spray of my 
sweet-brier, Cousin Hettie!" 

Being a stranger in the place, I had 
given no attention to the inmates of the 
waiting room; but as these words reached 
my ears, I turned, and saw the speaker. 

A fair, fragile little creature, of neither 
the blonde nor brunette type, she was, 
Her complexion was dazzlingly fair; her 
hair—'twas neither light nor dark, but a 
golden crown—hung in billowy waves 
below her waist. Her eyes were dark 
brown; such beautiful eyes I had never 
gazed into before. H gray traveling suit 
of some summer material graced the tiny 

. figure; a little gray hat rested upon the 
. beautiful head. One small hand was un 

gloved, and the fair fingers clasped sev 
eral sprays of sweet-brier. What a wee 
fairy she appeared beside " Cousin Het
tie —a tall, stately, dignified brunette 

* who looked down with a smile upon the 
little figure at her side. 

"Well, Mabel, dear, what does that 
signify? You have such a passion for 
sweet-brier. I see it so often, that I 

, really grow weary of its dainty pink 
buds, and, as you say, 'its delicate 
aroma.'" 

" Fie, Cousin Hettie! If it were only 
possible that I might have a little home 
all my own, I should have a tiny bird-
nest affair, with honeysuckle and sweet-
brier nestling about in every crevice and 
around every casement; in truth, I think 
I should call it' Sweet-Brier.' " 

And the beautiful little creature heid 
the cluster of fragrant pink buds and 
green leaves to her dainty nose; giving a 
sigh—for what?—as she inhaled the per-

, fume. 
"Hark, the train!—I hear the 

whistle!" And one white hand was 
raised for a moment, as Mabel rose, 
shook out the soft folds of her traveling-
dress, and settled her tiny hat more 
upon the pretty head. 

" Now Mabel, dear, you will write im
mediately, will you not? I shall be very 
uneasy until I hear from you. I do not 
like to let you go alone; indeed, I think 
you scarcely well enough to go back." 

" Certainly, I shall write, dear old 
sober Esther. Do not concern yourself 
about poor little me; old school-teachers 
are not worth the worrying over. I have 
had a quiet, pleasant rest, darling; this 
visit to you has been a ray of sunshine 
in poor Mabel's life; and I shall go back 
to my labors with renewed energy. 
Then, too, we have not much longer to 
work now; only a month or six weeks 
before the summer holidays." 

And so this fairy-like creature was a 
school-teacher! I looked at her in auia; 
ment. Not more than eighteen summers 
had crowned that beautiful brow with its 
waves of golden brown—and the rosebud 
lips were as pouting as a child's. 

The train came thundering on, and 
amid the hurry and bustle attendant 
upon such occasions, the two ladies left 
the waiting-room while I was giving 
some directions concerning my baggage. 
The bell sounded the signal for depart
ure; and as I sprang toward the train, I 

• almost ran over the dignified " Cousin 
Hettie," in whose dark eyes there lurked 
teardrops, and about whose firm beauti
ful mouth a quiver sought to hide itself. 
Lifting, my hat, with an apology, I 
moved on into a carriage; and there, with 
he head buried in her hands, sat my lit
tle school-teacher. Taking my scat, I 
watched the small figure with no little 
anxiety, thinking that, woman-like, she 
was indulging in a good cry. By-and-by 
the head was lifted, but the face bore no 
traces of tears. A quiet sadness and deep 

. pallor had settled about the brown eyes 
and beautiful mouth. 

Who was she, this lovely creature, 
seemingly alone? Was she one of the 
many homeless waifs upon life's broad 

*«a? Were there no home-hearts await
ing her coming? Or must she alone 

. enter upoir her various duties? 
; These and a thousand other conjec
tures floated through my brain, while the 

>, train was swiftly moving on—on—past 
homesteads and villages, Dea ring us on-

"'ward—me to my place of professional 
- business, Hadlowe—and her—where? 

f There was something very intesesting 
^'-'about this young girl; her entire ap

pearance was unique. Even the floating 
e>?,n»ir—a something so . uncommon to the 
^J^high and ponderous chignons worn now-

a-uays by the ladies—seemed so careless 
and yet so beautiful, that I gazed upon 
-the wearer in silent admiration. 

The June afternoon was wearing 
< away, and still I sat gazing upon the fair 
form opposite, which sat with thoughtful 
eyes looking out upon the scenes that we 
.were passing. I endeavored to turn my 
thoughts and eyes away, but they would 

, „->sot. 
—- After awhile one little hand readied i 

forward and gathered up' the clusters of 
dying buds and withering leaves, which 
rested upon the cushion next to her. A 
quiver passed over the coral-like lips, and 
a grieved look came into the red-Drown 
eyes, as she passed her fingers 
caressingly over the drooping 
buds. The - sunshine came ^ drifting 
through the windows, and rested in arrowy 
lines upon the golden-brown hair. 

The sunshine faded, the gray twilight 
crept into the train, and the dim rays of 
the lamp shone feebly upon the pure, 
sweet face. One small hand supported 
the beautiful head; the other clasped the 
wilted sweet-brier. 

Away and away through the darkness 
we sped. My thoughts were away upon 
some Utopian dream; the fairy form of 
Mabel was clasped to my heart. I called 
her "pet" and "darling," when—there 
came a maddening plunge, a roar like 
distant cannon, and I knew no more. 

When consciousness returned, I found 
I held some object in my arms, and by 
the light of the June moon, which looked 
down mournfully upon tbe wreck, I 
found that my little " sweet-brier " was 
resting upon my bosom, her face as white 
as the drifted snow, her long lashes veil
ing the beautiful eyes. I pressed the 
slight form closely to my heart, and 
wondered within myself as to how she 
came there. 

Presently lights flickered here and 
there, borne in different directions by 
those who had come to our relief. What 
a scene of confusion was presented I Car
riage upon carriage, a crushed and 
broken mass, lay heaped within a deep 
ravine. 

"These are not dead!" exclahned a 
voice, and the speaker bent his Kindly 
face above us. " Here, lend a hand, my 
boys; the gentleman is not dead. I am 
not so sure about the lady!" 

Rough, but kind and willing hands, 
raised us, and bore us gently to a small 
house some distance from the wreck. My 
wounds were not very severe—more 
bruises than aught else, and a sprained 
ankle. 

For a long time our efforts' seemed; (eeyeral minutes in deep thought, he ex-
vain with the fair and lovely being so 
strangely thrown upon our care. At 
length a slight convulsion passed over her 
frame; a quiver played about the closed 
eyelids and around the pale compressed 
mouth, and, with a long shuddering stgh 
she opened her beautiful eyes. She 
gazed round wonderingly upon the 
strange faccs bending over her, and 
then, with a weary moan, pressed her 
small hands convulsively together. As 
she did so, her cherished sweet-brier 

fell from her clasp and rested upon 
the counterpane. I gathered them up 
with jealous care and placed them in the 
breast-pocket of my coat. I felt that, 
somehow, we two were to be more than 
strangers to each other. 

All night I sat in a large chair at her 
bedside. In vain the physician urged 
me to retire. My little Mabel should 
not be deserted, I thought within my 
self; and I watched at her side gently 
caressing the frail little hands or bathing 
the fair brow. 

At length the bright beams of a new 
day began to find their way through the 
curtains and to press loving kisses upon 
the golden head on the pillow. The dark 
eyes opened, gazed into mine gratefully; 
and raising my hand, which was holding 
hers, she carried it to her lips, while tears 
gathered in the great sparkling eyes. 

What was it? What tie bound our 
hearts? Unable to resist the power 
which held me captive to its will, I bent 
forward and pressed my lips to the lily 
brow. A beautiful blush for a moment 
suffused the sweet face; then with a sigh 
she turned upon the pillow. As she did 
so, the beautiful waves of hair were 
brushed aside, exposing a neck as pure 
and white as marble, and something 
more—a large scar reaching from behind 
the left ear to the back of her beautiful 
neck. The mystery of the floating hair 
was explained; and I tormented myself 
with a thousand questions, as to how that 
jagged scar found a place upon one so 
fair and lovely. 

No word was exchanged between us. 
Holding my hand tightly clasped in her 
delicate fingers, she again slept. I sat 
in the great " sleepy hollow" of a chair, 
and pondered over the events, the 
strange events of the past twenty-four 
hours. Who was she? And why was it 
that I felt such a resistless, overpowering 
interest in a being I had qever spoken 
to—had never met before? The day 
wore on; it was passed at her bedside. 
She slumbered fitfully, and I sat there 
and dreamed. The physician came in 
several times, and said if she remained 
perfectly quiet she would be able to 
travel in a lew days. The shock had de
ranged her nervous system, and she must 
have time to recover. He asked me if I 
was a friend of the-lady? I told him I 
was. 

As the twilight came on, I felt I must 
take some rest. I was weak, nervous, and 
quite ill; and as Mabel was sleeping very 
sweetly 1 left her with the nurse, and 

ped in 
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and in a few minutes was in a deep 
troubled sleep. It seemed as if some one, 
a great tall man, with gleaming black 
eyes, was striving to tear my darling 
from my arms. She uttered no cry, but 
twined her white arms about my neck, 
and then her beautiful eyes pleaded elo
quently for my love and protection. 

At length the hoarse shriek of the 
midnight train—as it came tearing into 
the little town—aroused me from my 
sleep, T raised myself up, rubbed my 
eyes, and looked around me. The moon 
was peering through the blinds, makin 
queer lines upon the floor. I struggle! 
to my feet, ana thrusting my uninjured 
foot into a slipper, grasped my cane and 
tried to reach the door. Three times I 
made the effort before I succeeded—the 
agony of my foot was intense. Just as I 
gained my door and was leaning against 
it for support, I heard the 
train leaving the station. A long, 
Wild, maddening shriek it gave as 
it rolled away in the darkness. A shud
der passed over me, for the wildness of 
the long shrill whistle seemed like the 
wail, the sad farewell, of a lone, sad soiil 
I crossed the passage with difficulty, and 
softly opened the door of Mabel's room. 
A shaded lamp was burning upon the 
table; the nurse slept in the easy chair 
at the bedside—but the patient—was not 
there ! 

The bed was just as she had thrown 
the cover aside; the pillow was yet 
warm, and bore the impress of her beau
tiful head. A tiny gray kid glove— 
torn at the wrist, and with a spray of 
sweet-brier clinging to it—was lying 
upon the bed. She had left it in the 
hurry of departure. I examined the 
apartment closely; nothing was left— 
yes, upon the table, near the lamp, was 
a tiny white missive addressed to "My 
Unknown Friend." Opening it with 
trembling fingers, I read these words: 

" Mabel cannot. express to her un
known friend her thanks, her lasting 
gratitude, for his kindness. She goes the 
way God has appointed her—ana prays 
that for Mm may be given love, peace, 
and happiness here; and a lasting peace 
beyond. 

That was all. She was gone—my love 
my beautiful, and I knew not where. I 
sat for scype moments stupefied, not 
knowing what to do.- At length I 
aroused myself sufficiently to awaken the 
nurse and ask her concerning our pa* 
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limped into my room. Without undress
ing I threw myself upon the low cot-bed, 

tient. She gazed around with a stare of 
amazement, and affirmed again and 
again that she had not been asleep an 
hour; that she remembered hearing the 
clock strike eleven; that her beautiful 
charge seemed to be sleeping quietly; 
and being overcome with sleep, she had 
yielded herself to its influence. 

Gone, gone; and I possessed no clue 
whatever by which to trace my beauti
ful little "sweet-brier, not even her 
name.. I gathered the little glove in my 
cold fingers, and tottered from the room. 
That love, with its withered spray of 
sweet-brier, was all that was left of Ma
bel the Unknown. I must find her; I 
would find her; but how?" 

"Cousin Hettie!" The name came 
upon me like a ray of light. I would 
leave by the morning train, return to 
Roseberry, and learn all of " Cousin Het
ty." Heitie who?" 

There again did I jfcipyself in laby
rinth of trouble. BuSBj»as not one to 
yield to yield to difficmjUfeTtMaving as-

* 
little 
I left 

ntered 

certained at what hour 
leave, I made my 
early the next morning-
treasured glove next my 
town, and in the afternoon agi 
the waiting-room at the station, which I 
had left such a short time before. There 
was the settee upon which little Mabel 
had rested; ana there upon the floor, 
crushed and withered, was the spray of 
sweet-brier she had lost the day before. 
Poor Mabel! Who was she? Where 
was she? Carefully, tenderly the 
bruised yet fragrant brier was put aside 
with my other treasures. I inquired of 
the station-master if he remembered see
ing the two ladies the day before?" 

"Yes, but did not know them; didn't 
think he had ever seen them before—if 
he had, had forgotten." 

I asked him if he knew a young lady 
of the place called Hettie. He did not. 

I then requested him to direct me to 
one or two of the leading gentlemen of 
Roseberry. He did so, and to them I 
applied. The first knew no young lady 
by that name; then, after sitting for 

claimed, "It must be Miss Esther Ingra-
ham—old Col. Ingraham's daughter, of 
Flowe?Dale. They do not reside in town, 
but several miles from here, in a most 
beautiful place. But, my dear sir, you 
will not find them at home; they left 
yesterday for London. 

Here was a dilemma. After studying 
the case for some minutes, I deemed it 
advisable to acquaint this gentleman 
with the facts. I his I did. He said he 
remembered seeing a young lady, agree
ing witfi my description, several times 
riding'with Miss Esther in a pony-
phaeton, but did not know who she was. 
Had heard that she was an invalid cou
sin; but she neither made nor received 
calls. Perhaps Colonel Ingraham's phy
sician might throw some light upon the 
subject. He gave me the physician's 
address, and I visited him immediately, 
and still no success. All he could say 
was simply this: he was called upon 
some weeks back to attend a young lady 
who had been wounded with some sharp 
instrument. The wound had been in
flicted some time, had partially healed, 
and then broken out afresh. 

She was called "Mabel;" Colonel In-
graham had settled all bills; and he had 
no further information to give, except 
that the young lady seemed very fond of 
flowers, especially the delicate little wild 
rose or sweet-brier, which she always 
kept near her, or pressed between her 
pretty fingers. 

I thanked him kindly; and having 
learned that Col. Ingraham had a broth
er in Bedford Square, London, bowed 
himself from his presence. What shall 
I do next? Find Mabel I must. That 
night I took the ten o'clock train for 
London. Further and further was it 
bearing me from her, yet I felt that it 
was the only hope I had left. I must see 
Cousin Hettie. 

But my troubles were only beginning. 
My poor ankle, bruised and sprained, 
grew so inflamed, and my body so weary 
with constant changing, and the motion 
of the cars, that ere I reached London I 
was tossed upon a bed of pain both 
physical and mental, at a country inn. 
For a fortnight I was in a delusion; but 
as soon as I was able to sit up, I resumed 
my journey; and when I arrived in town, 
and made inquiry in Bedford Square, I 
found that they had left for the Conti
nent the week before. 

Again was I constrained to give some 
rest to the suffering body; though the 
mind was in an agony of unrest. As I 
lay upon my bed, with aching limbs and 
burning fever, the sweet, pure face of my 
"sweet-brier," my Mabel, would come 
before me; and those great brown eyes, 
so fraught with love and pleading, would 
gaze yearningly into mine. 

"Mabel, Mabel! Who are you? Where 
are you? Why have you cast this spell 
of enchantment upon me ? " 

Often did this mad cry rise from my 
heart during the silent hours of the 
night. And there did I vow if my life 
was granted me, to dedicate it to 
finding and loving the strange lit
tle myth—that seeming ignis fatuus 
which had lighted my path for a mo
ment, and then vanished. 

Why make a date of all my wander-
ings? T wrote to my friends to Account 
for my absence, and continued the 
search. It seemed as if Colonel. Ingra
ham and his daughter were likewise wild 
fancies of my brain; for from place to 
place I traced them, always hearing the 
same reply to my queries—"Left ten 
days ago! At last I heard the joyful 
tidings, " Left for home four days ago!" 
Again, with a thrill of hope stirring my 
sad, weary heart, I turned my face to 
England, hoping, praying that the mys
tery would soon be solved. 

Roseberry was reached—thence to 
Flower Dale. Springing up the broad 
steps that led to the mansion, I rang a 
sharp peal at the door-bell. 

A few minutes later, I was ushered 
through the hall into an elegantly fur
nished parlor. I sent up my card to 
Colonel or Miss Esther Ingraham; and 
by-and-by I heard the sweep of a lady's 
drapery dQwn the broad staircase, then 
across the hall; and Cousin Hettie—tall, 
dark, and stately as I had first seen her 
—stood at the door. A glance of recog
nition passed over the handsome face, as 
I advanced to meet her. 

As briefly as possible I explained to 
her the object of my visit; told her the 
whole story—not omitting my wild, deep 
love for the beautiful unknown; and at 
the close 1 gathered her hands in mine, 
and gazing into her dark, tear-filled eyes, 
pleaded with her to tell me where I 
might find my Mabel! 

"Poor little Mabel! Poor boy!" And 
withdrawing her hands from my clasp, 
for one moment, one beautiful shapely 
hand was placed upon my dark curls, 
while the other covered her eyes, conceal
ing the tears that would come. 

" Why do you say poor little Mabel, 
and poor boy?" I exclaimcd, impetuous
ly. "Tell me—I must kn«w all!" 

You shall .know all. Yes; her sad 
story. Mabel is my cousin—my much 
loved cousin—the child of my mother's 
brother, and several years my junior. 
Her father betrothed her, when a child, 
to a man a dozen years her senior, and 
when she was but fifteen years old. We 
were at that liime at school together. 
Her father and her betrothed came and 
took her from the school? and notwith
standing her prayers and entreaties, die 

' " M  ' 

was forced to wed the tall, dark, stern 
man she utterly loathed. Her gentle 
nature could not cope with such a wild, 

Sassionate one as his. One glance of his 
ark gleaming eyes filled her with dr«ad. 

Three months after her marriage, her 
father and mother both died suddenly— 
mysteriously; and since other facts have 
been developed, 'tis thought they were 
murdered. One night, six weeks later, 
after sitting up until near midnight, 
waiting for her husband, the poor child 
began to make preparations for retiring, 
when her husband suddenly entered the 
room, his eyes gleaming, his lips purple, 
and flecked with foam. He caught ner 
by the waist, and holding her over the 
open window, vowed that she had lived 
long enough—that he was going to end 
her life. With a wild cry, the poor 
child closed her eyes, and prepared for 
death—for death would have inevitably 
followed; but another freak seemed to 
seize upon the madman—for such he 
was. He bound her in the window, her 
body half suspended over the sill, and 
left her there. Hanging in that posi
tion, she was soon insensible; and knew 
nothing more until, at a late hour next 
day, she awoke to consciousness, to learn 
that she had been rescued from her per
ilous situation by friends, and that her 
husband was in the hands of competent 
judges, who decided it was best for him 
to be placed in an insane asylum. Poor 
little Mabel! She could not remain in 
a place fraught with so much horror, so 
she determined to return to school;' and 
once more in the cheerful school room, 
she tried to cast aside the dark pall 
which enveloped her, and be again the 
bright little Mabel. 

I left school the summer she returned; 
and she, with a Spartan-like independ
ence of spirit, determined to fight the 
battle of life. She had decided to be a 
teacher. 
" I must do something, Cousin Hettie, 

else my heart will break," moaned the 
stricken one, as she buried her face upon 
my shoulder. So, at last, we consented; 
and the little creature entered upon her 
duties as instructress in the same institu
tion wherein she had completed her edu
cation. 

All this time her husband had been 
closely confined, and guarded with the 
strictest care. But last spring, in 
March, the madman, eluding all vigi
lance, made his escape, and sought my 
cousin in her former home. Not find
ing her there, some cunning supernatural 
power—which ever controls tne maniac 
—led him to her hiding place, and, 
entering her room at night, he inflicted 
a severe wound upon her neck, just be
hind the left ear, with a poniard; and 
then, with a wild yell of demoniacal 
glee, sprang through the window, to be 
seized upon, and borne off in irons by 
his keepers, who, having discovered his 
escape, had instituted immediate search 
for him. 

" For awhile, Mabel's life hung in the 
balance. I was sent for, and went to 
her immediately; and so soon as she was 
able to travel, I brought her home with 
me. But the journey had caused the 
wound to inflame, and our physician was 
called in. Through his care and skill, 
our loved one was restored^ to her former 
self. She would return to iler school du
ties; and well do I remember the day she 
left me. We were standing upon the 
balcony; she was arranging a cluster of 
her favorite sweet-brier, when, with a 
slight shiver, she raised her beautiful 
eyes to mine with such a pleading, 
startled look in thein, that I asked, 
'What is it, Mabel—are you ill?'— 
' Cousin Hettie, I feel as if something, I 
scarcely know what, is about to happen 
to me. That my heart, which has never 
felt the thrilling power of love, will soon 
find its mate; yet we can never love as 
others—I shall never speak to that kin
dred soul but once Cousin Hettie; then 
it will be no sin.' Perhaps I am doing 
a wrong in telling you this, but I find in 
you Mabel's kindred soul. God pity you 
both!" 

Then after a short pause she added, 
" May I ask what she said to you?" 

"Nothing!" I replied. "She never 
spoke one word to me, nor I to her, dur
ing the night and day I watched beside 
her bed. Here is the note she left with 
me; she has got to speak to me." 

With these words; I drew the precious 
little treasure from its hiding-place, and 
put it in her hand. 

" Yes, this is Mabel's delicate writing 
Slip, knew it was best that she should 
leave. She is now quite well, and seem
ingly contented. I hear from her regu
larly; she has never once mentioned the 
meeting between two." 

" I snail not ask where she is; but I 
pray you, guard my darling tenderly. 
God pity and help me—mv life is now a 
blank." 

After some further conversation, I 
bade Esther Ingraham good-bye, leaving 
my address with her. 

Days glided into weeks, weeks took 
upon themselves the form of months, 
added themselves to the great addition 
table of time, until three long, sad and 
weary years, stood out dark and grim 
upon the tablets of Father Time. I wan
dered—knowing not, caring not, where 
my journeying might lead nie. ?uy bus
iness as an engineer and architect suffered 
during my absence; but what cared I 
for that? I had private resources of my 
own. Nervous, wretched, expectant—I 
was awaiting what ? For the voice of my 
Mabel, my delicate rose, to address me 
once. - At last the summons came—only 
these words: 

"Come to Flower Dale immediately. 
ESTHER." 

Again it was June, that queen month 
of the year! Again was the air redolent 
with the delicate aroma of a thousand 
flowers; again did the arrowy lines of 
golden sunshine mark hill and dell, and 
rest with lingering touches upon the 
many beauties of Flower Dell, as with 
trembling hand I touched the bell. 
Scarcely had the faint echo died through 
the hall when Cousin Hettie—wearing a 
look of sadness about the dark.eyes and a 
auspicious trembling about the usually 
firm mouth—appeared at the door, and 
taking my hand in hers, whispered gently, 
"Come!" 

Up the broad staircase she led me, and, 
reaching the door to the. right, she 
opened it, and, in a few trembling words, 
bade me enter. 

"Be firm!" she whispered as she left 
me. 

in a large easy-chair near the window, 
where the fragrant June breeze found its 
way in gentle breath and the golden 
sittings of a June sunset, glinted the 
bright billows pf hair, with snowy fingers 
claping a cluster of pink sweet-brier, 
ana brown eyes gazing eagerly towards 
the door, sat my Mabel—more beautiful 
than any dream of the imagination. 
With noiseless steps I reached tne chair, 
apd knelt at her feet. Two white arms 
were folded about my neck, and 
her beautiful head fell upon 
my shoulder. No word was spoken. 
What need for Words—weak, expression
less wordst Our heart* were speaking to 
each other. Half an hour passed thus. 
Then, far off, gentle and flute-like, came 
the words, "In heaven, darling, where1 

there is neither marrying dor giving in 
marriage!" And her lips sought mine. 

"Yes, my Mabel, in heaven!" And 
our lips sealed the pledge with our first 
and last kiss; for the beautiful casket 
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was tenantless. , The-soul had fled to 
heaven! 

In a secluded spot in the churchyard 
of Roseberry is a small enclosure—a 
delicate iron trelis-work, with clinging 
sweet-brier. A marble cross, pure, spot
less, bearing the simple inscription, 
" MABEL," stands within. When day is 
marrying itself unto the night, I enter 
the grounds, and, gathering delicate 
sprays of her loved flower, weave them 
into a garland, and place it upon the 
cross. "No cross without a crown!" 
And my Mabel's is resplendent with the 
amaranthine flowers of eternity; while I, 
in the silent twilight hour, with her dear 
eyes of beautiful brown keeping watch 
upon me through the heavenly gates 
ajar, weave this simple token of my love 
from her favorite flower—"sweet-brier." 

PAUPERS. 

Facts Regarding; Their Incrcnso—Stn-
(IflllcM (fathered in New York. 

The New York state board of charities 
has made a thoroitgh investigation of the 
several poor-houses and alms-houses in 
that state, and has collated the greatest 
mass of statistics on the matter of pau
perism ever collected in a single volume 
in this country. The report, which is 
before us, shows how thorough an exami
nation was made to show why persons 
become inmates of poor-houses. Every 
poor-house in the state was visited, and 
answers were obtained to sixty 
questions so framed as to obtain 
a very full knowledge of the antecedents 
of all the inmates as well as the 
condition of their ancestors, going back 
two or three generations. The tabulated 
statements in regard to age and previous 
condition of the paupers of New York 
serve to show, the erroneous ideas most 
persons entertain in relation to the in
mates of poor houses. The opinion com
monly prevails that paupers are gener
ally too young or too old to gain a 
livelihood, ana that a large proportion 
of the latter class are persons who, 
through misfortune in business or in the 
ingratitude of children, have been re 
duced to poverty, and are therefore en
titled to great consideration. 

Now it appears that the great majority 
of the paupers in New York are in the 
very prime of life, if this class of persons 
ever have any prime. Of the 12,614 per
sons found in the poor-houses when the 
examination was made, 7,281 were be
tween the ages of sixteen and sixty, while 
4,227 were between the ages of twenty 
and forty. The number over 70 was only 
910, while the number under ten was 2,012 
Infancy and old age, therefore, cannot b 
regarded as among the prominent causes 
of pauperism. Neither does loss of 
property seem to be a prominent cause 
for sending persons to the poor-house. 
The commission failed to find the person 
whom Will Carleton describes in his 
touching ballad, "Over the Hills to the 
Poor-House," or any person hav
ing a corresponding history. It 
was learned, on the contrary, 
that scarcely one of the adult pau
pers ever owned any real estate, or was 
possessed of any personal property worth 
mentioning, unless it had been obtained 
from estates to which they were heirs. 
If they obtained property in this way, it 
had generally been squandered. Very 
many of the inmates of the poor-houses 
were born paupers, had spent their lives 
as paupers, and bid fair to die paupers. 
It was ascertained that 1,361 of all the 
paupers were offsprings of pauper 
mothers. In many cases the date of de
pendence dated back to the third genera
tion. Of the entire number of inmates 
2,073 had pauper brothers or" sisters, or 
both, while very many of them had a few 
or no near relatives who were outside of 
poor-houses. In some instances persons 
of the same family name were found in 
poor-houses of a dozen counties. 

Paupers are a prolific class. The num
ber of neads of families consisting of one 
or both parents was 2,746. They were 
said to have 7,040 living children. Of 
these there were known to be in poor-
houses, 1,010; in asylums, 149; in refu
ges and other feformatory institutions, 
41; bound out, 346; condition unascer
tained, 909. In the Albany alms-house 
233 families were represented. These 
families had produced, in three genera
tions, 317 paupers, 91 insane, 10 idiots, 
and 231 drunkards. In the Essex county 
poor-house was a young black woman 
who was the mother of ten children, 
seven of whom were illegitimate. In the 
Oswegb county poor-house was a wo
man under thirty who has had five 
illegitimate children. Her father, 
mother, and five sisters were all 
paupers. As a rule, paupers are 
addicted to much marrying. A large 
number of pauper women have had as 
many as four nusbands. In every in
stance they continue to go on raising 
children without any husband. From a 
lare number of poor houses a young wo
man goes out in the spring and comes 
back in winter bringing a child with her. 
A perusal of this report will serve to 
cure any persons of sentimentality on 
the subject of pauperism. It shows that 
the greater number of paupers reach that 
condition through idleness, vice, improv
idence, or drunkenness; that most pau
per women have no regard for virtue, or 
even decency, and that heredity shows 
itself as clearly in pauperism as intellec
tual or moral greatness. 

HE WEIttHS HIMSELF. 

The Black Sea. 
The Black sea, which is becoming the 

scene of stirring events in the Russo-
Turkish war, is a remarkable body of 
water. It is about seven hundred miles 
long in its longest direction, and has an 
extreme width of about three hundred 
and eighty miles, being three-fourths 
longer than Lake Superior and more than 
twice as wide. Its depth is from four to 
forty-eight fathoms near shore, but in 
the middle no soundings have been found 
at one hundred and sixty fathoms. The 

Sreatest depth of Lake Superior is two 
undred fathoms. The Black sea is not, 

like our lakes, a fresh-water sea, but on 
the other hand it contains one-seventh 
less salt than ocean water, and is held to 
receive one-third the running water of 
Europe, The puzzle is, what becomes of 
all this fresh' water, and hoAV the Black 
sea retains its saltness. The sea is tide-
less. There is no perceptible current to
ward the Mediterranean. It has the 
same level as the Sea of Marmora. The 
outlet by the Bosphorus, even were 
there a strong current, would be insuf
ficient to dsscnarge the immense volumes 
of water constantly pouring into the in
land sea, and it scarcely seems credible 
that the evaporation is sufficient to carry 
off the surplus water. Like our own 
lakes, it is subject to frequent storms, 
but navigation is not perilous, and an ex
tensive steam navigation is carried on. 
There are several islands near the mouth 
of theDanube, but the sea is singularly 
free from rocks and shoals. The Sea of 
Azov, which is connected with the Black 
sea by the narrow strait of Yenikale, is 
much smaller, being only about one hun
dred and. sixty-eight mites long and 
eighty broad. Its waters are fresh and 
abound with fish, but are very shallow, 
and fall off toward the west into huge 
marshes, which have been, aptly named 
the Ritfid sea. It is of compartively 
little importance for purposes of naviga<-
tion, though it has several ports and 
roadsteads. . ̂  

' 

And Growls at His Wife's Extrnvn-
(•nee. 

, A happier..man than Mr. Barringer 
never whistled himself home. Every
thing had gone well with him through 
the day. He had worked off a couple of 
bilious-looking 50-cent pieces, that his 
clerk had taken in, on a guileless rustic 
customer, and then he had charged them 
up to the clerk for taking them in. His 
lawyer had collected a bill of a man Mr. 
Barringer thought was dead; the As
sessor nad made a mistake and had only 
assessed his property at less than one-
third its actual value; and Mr. Baringer 
was pretty confident he could get out of 
paying the tax altogether, on the ground 
of erroneous assessment. And then, 
finally, a policeman had shot his neigh
bor's dog. Everything conspired to 
ma^e Mr. Baringer feel happy as the 
heart,of spring. He whistled all the 
way home, and he trolled amerry round
elay in a deep, rich, wheelbarrow-tone as 
he skipped up the stairs, he smiled as he 
entereu the hall, and there the song died 
away, and the smile went out of the 
silent gates of the Was, down into the 
echoleSs aisles of the silent Had Been, 
out into the shoreless sea of the distant 
" Ain't comin' back again," and Mr. Bar
inger stood transfixed. 

" Well," he growled after a moment of 
silent reflection and contemplation, eye
ing the object that had so suddenly 
changed his happy mood, " what next, I 
wonder? As if there weren't enough 
legitimate uses for money to make it go 
faster than any one man can earn it, 
somebody must go and buy scales with it. 
What under the sun, what in the name 
of common sense, can we or do we want 
with grocery scales here? I believe in 
my soul that woman would buy a com
plete set of Fairbanks hay scales if some 
peddler would come along and offer it to 
her." 

He dashed his hat viciously on the hat-
rack, and climbed moodily on the scales 
to weigh himself. 

" Fancy old scales, too," he said—"«ar-
peted platform and nickle-plated dial 
indicator. I wonder if I've gained any
thing since last fall." 

But, as he stepped his full weight upon 
the platform, he was surprised to observe 
no change in the dial. The indicator 
pointed at "nothing" as resolutely as 
though it meant it. 
. "Huh!" exclaimcd Mr. Baringer, in 

some amazement, and he bounced him
self lightly on the platform, and watched 
the indicator with some appearance of 
interest. 

But it never took the slightest notice 
of him. 

Then Mr. Baringer became excited. 
He jumped up and down on the plat
form, and surged himself down lite a 
tidal wave, but the indicator never 
smiled, and obstinately indicated the 
nothing point at every effort. Then Mr. 

'Baringer got frightened and a little mad. 
" By thunder, he exclaimed, "I know 

better than that; I know I weigh 
pound, anyhow. Here," he shouted, 
nervously, "I'll see what you mean by 
this." 

And he ran out and brought in an arm
ful of bricks and piled them on the plat
form, and seated himself on them; but 
the indicator remained as steady 
as though it had been merely 
painted on the dial-plate. Then he went 
out again, with his eyes staring at each 
other across the top of his nose, and came 
staggering in with the ax, the spade, and 
the lawn-mower, and held them on, and 
clinied up and sat down on them, like 
Marius among the ruins, and glared at the 
indicator with a terrible expression of 
countenance, and the indicator only 
seemed to settle a little more firmly in its 
place, and that was all. Then he sallied 
forth again, and came in with his hair 
standing on end, and piled on a box of 
sand, a coal-scuttle, a pair of dumb-bells, 
a coil of lead pipe, ana a piece of curb
stone, and climbed to the summit of the 
heap and looked. The platform groaned 
a little under the tremendous weight, and 
the indicator braced up, and indicated 
that it wasn't going to budge under any 
such inducements. 

Then Mr. Baringer got mad. He cried, 
and climbed down to the floor, and be
gan to bombard the thing with the vari
ous articles he had piled on it, and he 
yelled and howled at it until the racket 
brought the servants and the children 
and Mrs. Baringer into the hall. 

"Erasmus Baringer!" shrieked his wife, 
" what are you doing ? What is the mat
ter with you?" 

"Matter?" he yelled, trying to throw 
the lawn-mower at the dial. "Doing? 
'Smatter with me? Ruined! Ruined 
by a woman that will buy anything a 
peddler can bring her. Scales that won't 
weigh nothing! Scales that wouldn't 
show an ounce if you piled mountains on 
'em! Scales! A blamed old lying-faced 
fraud? An old piece of iron that would 
be rejected at a bankrupt junk-shop! 
Scales! A vile, miserable, fraudulent"— 

Mrs. Baringer was down in a corner of 
the hall, holding on to the carpet with 
both hands, screaming with laughter and 
on the verge of'convulsions. 

"O help! help! help!" she shrieked. 
" O, I'm going to die, 1 know I am! O 
ha, ha, ha, ho, ho, ho, he, he, hei O 
dear, dear, what a fool a man is! O 
Erasmus Baringer, you'll be the death of 
me yet! O mercy, mercy! Sea—ha, 
ha, ha!—les! He, he, he, he I Scales! 
O help, help, help! Scales! O Eras
mus Baringer! Scales! O, I a dying 
woman! Can't you stop me, somebody? 
Scales! O you'donkey! It's my new 
health-lift."—Burlington Hawkeye. 

Great Britain's Importation of Bread' 
staffs. 

Great Britain is the country which 
draws most largely upon others for 
breadstufls, and the quantity she buys 
increases rapidly yesy by year. From 
1857 to 1867 the annual importation-of 
wheat averaged 65,724,329 bushels. In 
the nextfive years—to 1872—the average 
rose to 78,358,980 bushels, and in the five 
years since it swelled to 101,756,270 
bushels per annum. The increase has 
been largely caused by the improvement 
in the condition of the British working-
men, the first step in which was to 
heighten and better the food supply. Of 
the grain and flour imported during the 
first fifteen years the United States con
tributed 27 per cent., Russia 24, Ger
many 17, France 9, and other countries 
23. In the last four years the propor
tion supplied by the tinited Slates has 
increased to 45 per cent., and that of 
Russia has fallen to 10, and the remain
ing countries have furnished but 39 in
stead of 49 per cent. 

An Argument Against False Hair-
The disadvantage^ wearing false hair 

were painfully illustrated tt Millers-
ville, Pa., the other day. A boat in 
which two young ladies and two young 
men were passengers, capsized suddenly, 
and one of the ladies sank out of sight. 
As she re-appeared one of the men grasp
ed her hat, which came off. The lady 
sank, and on her second appearance 
fared no better, for this time tne fright
ened youth caught her by .the hair, 
which, being false, came off in his hands, 
and down she went again. -At last how
ever, she was caught by her real hair 
and dragged aboard the boat, after hav
ing what may properly be called a hair-
breadth escape, 

FOUGHT-ME-NOT1. 
BY MHRODKhlTR DARK. 

f * 

wnen unre was young, In 8priDK-ilrae plar 
He atole'from Heaven, one Idle <&y, 

Its patent tint of blue; , : » ' 
He stole, lo make a star-shaped Aower ' \" 
With heart of gold, from Butiset's hour, 

Its faintost, rarest liue. . . , 

And since, In every mossy dell, 
Where springs in silence upwmtf well. 

In each secluded spot . # ' 
To lover's sntacd, Ineath tbe snow, 
Sleeps, waiting leave from May to grow, ' 

The blue forget-me-not. 

It wakes, with dftWy. happy eyes, fc 
And whispers soft, that sunset skies " " ' 

May lose their tints, and pale; • • 
Bui. Love ghall laot when these ur» gone, 
And underneath Life's snows bloom ou 

Though-stars «hall fadn andfall. 

—PhUa. Evening Butkttn. 

PITH AND POINT. 

" THAT parrot of mine is a wonderful 
bird," said Smithers; "he cries 'Stop 
thief' so naturally that every time I hear 
it I always stop. What are you ail 
laughing at, anyway?" 

" WHAT makes your bread so dark?" 
inquired the lady of the house of the 
cook. " If you please, marm, it's because 
it was baked in cloudy weather," was 
the reply. 

SAID an Irishman who had been called 
a liar; "Sir the duello is not now in 
fashion, but if you had made that asser
tion fifty year ago, I would call you out 
to-morrow morning" 

" John," asked a doctor of the apoth
ecary's boy, "did Mrs. Green get the 
medicine I ordered?" "I.guess so," re
plied John, " for I saw crape on the door
knob this morning." 

"MB. JONES, don't you think women 
are more sensible than men?" asked 
Mrs. Smith. And Jones, aftor scratching 
his favorite bump for a moment or two, 
said: " Why, certainly, they are—they 
marry men, and men only marry 
women." 

WHEN a father discovers that his boy 
has been using his razor to sharpen a 
slate-pencil with, his faith that he is to 
be the father of a President is temporarily 
eclipsed by his anxiety to find the boy 
and a piece of lath. 

THE policemen of New York have or
ganized an athletic club. "This is a 
most salutary step," kindly says the Com
mercial Advertiser, " and will materially 
aid them in scaling high fences and 
walls when making their escape from 
burglars. 

A LADY who had refused to give after 
hearing a charity sermon had her pocket 
picked as she was leaving the church. On 
making the discovery she said: "God 
could not find the way into my pocket, 
but it seems the devil did." 

PERHAPS the happiest moment in a 
man's life (says the Oil City Derrick) is 
when he wakes up from a life-and-death 
struggle with a collar that won't stay 
buttoned behind, to find that it is only 
a dream, and remembers that he kicked 
the collar under the bed when he retired. 

IT was in one of London's transpon
tine theatres that the ever-famous dra
matic criticism was delivered by a sweep 
in the gallery—" Ve don't expex gram
mar, and ve dont expex hacting, but yer 
might jine yer flats." 

THE Court (severoly).—" Prisoner, 
this is not the first time you have been 
here. You have been convicted six 
times of vagrancy, twice of theft, once 
of"— The Prisoner.—" Your honor, 
let's omit all these irrelevant details and 
come to business." 

EXTRACT from a letter from Atchison, 
Kan.: "The ground is tremendously dry 
here; the big rain of last week did not 
reach the ground; the grasshoppers stood 
on their hind legs and drank tne water as 
fast as it fell! So I am informed, but 
this may not be true. 

my dyar! 
Wcsht'n an1 O'Leary walkin' roun' an' 
roun'- an' roun'—ma' me jush a li'le 
girry—thash all! Beside, got a pair of 
those ' screwed boots' on. Seen 'em ad
vertised—haven't you? "—Punch. 

AND now the woma'n who has just 
moved in, leans over the fence and tells 
her neighbor that she never saw such a 
dirty house as this one, totally oblivious 
of the fact that the new neighbor is the 
absent tenant's sister. The consequence 
is the dissemination of much active feel
ing.—Easton Press. 

MARRIED ladies will be so good as to 
hold the Norwich Bulletin responsible for 
the following: " Don't you think," she 
inquired amiably, " that most men are 
possessed of a devil?" He said ho 
thought they were, particularly after 
they were married. 

AN old gentleman took up a patent-
medicine almanac from a pile lying on a 
druggist's counter, at the same time ask
ing the clerk: "Are these gratuitous?" 
to which the matter-of-fatt young man 
replied. "Why, no, them's almanacs. 
Can't you read?" 

CURE FOR THE TOOTHACHE.—Tie up 
the face in lint and apply a red hot 
poker gently to the nerve. In a short 
time a grateful sensation of warmth will 
be felt in the lower extremities, and then 
the tooth must be promptly extracted. 
The same poker will do any number of 
times. 

A BURLINGTON base ball man, while 
out practicing the other day, thew a ball 
ninty-five yards, into a kitchen window, 
knocked over a pot of soupj scalded, the 
cook, put out the fire, spoiled the dinner 
and killed a cat. He is, without dispute, 
"the noblest throw-man of the ball.— 
Hawkeye. 

" Did you never," asked a transcendtal 
young lady just three weeks from Vas-
sar, of the West Hill young man, " Did 
you never feel a vague, unrestful yearn
ing after the Jieyond? a wild, strange, 
impulsive longing and reaching after the 
unattainable?" and the West. Hill man 
said he often had, last slimmer, at such 
times as he was trying to scratch a square 
inch of hives, right between his shoulder 
blades, and just out of reach of anything. 

A SCOTCH minister thus discoursed on 
the carelessness of his flock: "Brethern, 
when you leave the church, just look 
down at the duke's swans; they were 
bonny swaris, an' they'll be dooming 
about an'aye dooking doon they heads 
an' laving themselves wi' th©: clear water/ 
till they are a' sleekit; then you'll see 
them cooming to the shore, an' they will 
gie their wings a bit flap an' they're dry 
again. _ Now my friends, you topm here 
every .Sabbath an' I lave you a'"" over 

a bit flap, an' ye're as dry as ever again? 
A HIGHLAND laird was checked 'off in 

his financial accounts by his wife on his 
return. He had called at the chemist's 
for a draught for the babeof three years 
old. She said, "Isee-ye 3ann buy 
poothers for bairns; I woulfl.'a' gotten 
twa asbig as yours for a shillin'." wamie 
replied, " Hoo wud you manage that?' 
" Well, Fll tell you.- He would spier 
hoo auld the bairn- wusf' " Ay, ,Qt 
coorse, an' I telPt him it was three years 
auld." "Well, if it had been me, I wud 
say the babe was six years, an' .1 would 
'a gotten ane as big againgand then di
vided it in two." "That thocbt, never 
struck me," answered Jamie,, « 
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