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UNFINISHED STIll, 

A baby's boot, and a skein of wool. 
Faded and Boiled and soft; 

Odd things, you any, and I doubt you re 
right, _ . , 

Sound a seaman's neck this stormy night, 
Up in the yards aloft. 

Most like it's folly; but, mate, look hero: 
When first I went to sea, 

A woman stood on yon far-off strand, 
With a wedding ring on her small soft band 

Which clung so close to mine. 

M* wife—God bless her! The day before 
ettie sat beside my foot; 

And the sunlight kissed her yellow hair, 
Aad the dainty fingers, deft and fair, 

Knitted a baby's boot. 

The voyage was over; I came ashore; 
What, think y6u, found I there? 

A grave that daisies had sprinkled white, 
A cottage empty and dark as night, 

And this beside the chair. 

The little boot, 'twas unfinished still; 
The tangled skein lay near; 

But the knitter had gone uway to rest. 
With the babe asleep on her quiet breast, 

Down in the churchyard drear. 

A TALE THAT IS TOLD. 
The story of a life! Has it ever been 

faithfully recorded? The outward 
pleasures and troubles, the visible suc
cesses and failures, these may be duly 
chronicled; but was ever pen found 
capable of tracing the throbbings of 
the heart, the longings of the soul, 
the inner conflict, with its secret vic
tories and defeats, the pleasures of 
hope, the terror of fear, or the agoniz
ing anguish of despair. 

Sitting to-night by my lonely fire
side, all the hot ardor of youth de
parted and gono with the friends of 
that time, I fold my ringless hands 
on my lap and dream of the days that 
are no more. 

Forty years have glided by since 
that bright summer evening, but I can 
still see myself as if it were some other 
person, standing in the rose-covered 
door, anxiously watching the bend in 
the road; for my father has gone to 
the station to meet my only sister, 
who has for the last two years been in 
school at Paris. 

I had not once seen her during that 
time, and am totally unprepared for 
the marvel of beauty who, lightly step
ping from the chaise, greets me enthu
siastically as "dear old Nell!" 

Ivy was always a pretty child, but 
now she is a lovely maiden, fair as a 
lily, lithe as a sylph, sweet and fascin
ating as a siren. Lively and bright 
she is, too, chatting gaily all the way 
to her room, and arrived there, 
placing me in a chair, 8he kneels 
down before me and placing her little 
hands, one on either side of my face, 
she says: "Papa whispered me a se
cret about you, Nellie; is it true?" 

"Yes, Ivy, it is true," I answer, 
thankful that her hands partially hide 
my blushes, for my engagement to 
Arthur Grey, though six months old 
Is still too precious a thing to be spoken 
oi lightly. 

"Let me see," went on Ivy, in her 
soft musieal tones, smooth and flow
ing as a French woman's, "were not 
those the Greys who took the hall 
just before I left Dilbourne? Ah, what 
a petite 1 was then—a mere baby. But 
1 have come back to you a grown wo
man, Nellie, anxiously eager for a lover 
of my own." 

The evening was spent in talking 
over old times, recounting changes 
that had taken place, and looking for
ward to new pleasures in the future, 
and the next day Ivy saw my lover. 
He walked from church with us, had 
luncheon at the vicarage, and when 
the afternoon service was over insist
ed upon taking us up to the hall. 
After dinner we three went into the 
garden and lay upon the grassy banks 
of the river, Arthur reading to us the 
while from "Paradise Lost." 

Ivy rested het golden head upon mv 
lap, and unseen by any eyes, Arthur's 
hand wandered until it found mine, 
which it at once covered in its strong, 
protecting grasp. 

When we reached home I waited 
anxiously for Ivy's opinion of my lov
er, which she gave unasked. 

"He is charming," she said. "I 
could find it in my heart to envy you, 
Nellie. He is the very handsomest 
man I have ever seen." 

"And the truest and best," I whis
pered as 1 laid my head down on my 
pillow to continue in dreams the hap
piness of the day. 

Before the next Sunday the vicarage 
was empty, and Ivy and I were or
phans. 

When Arthur had asked my father's 
consent to our engagement it had been 
given on the express condition that 
we would not be married until I had 
comoleted my 21st year, for he said a 
girl liardly knew her own mind until 
that age. 

When, without a word of warning 
he was taken from us, I resolved to 
keep my promise and for the interven
ing year I went with Ivy to live with a 
sister of our father whom we had nev
er seen. 

She was the wife of a struggling so
licitor living on the Clapham road,and 
had five young children of her own. 
8he received us kindly, but as if she 
took a great responsibility in taking 
charge of two grown-up young ladies, 
whose previous lives in a pretty coun-
try vicarage might have unfitted them 
for the dull, monotonous routine of a 
middle-class in a London suburb. 

After a few days Ivy and I decided 
that we must in some way, at least 
partially, try to earn our own living, 
for we saw only too plainly that our 
•ant could ill afford the additional 
expense which we must be to her. 

Walking one day in Kensington park 
we came to this decision, and then 
arose the question, what could we do? 

Just then a well-known figure pass
ed across the end of a gravel path we 
were walking, and merely saying hur
riedly, "Nellie, there is Arthur Gray," 
Ivy darted from my side in pursuit oi 
the retreating figure, and in a moment 
returned with my lover at her side. 

"Nellie would nave let you go by," 
she said, "and then what would have 
happened?" 

"I should have had to go back to 
your aunt, who sent me here after you, 
and to have begged her permission to 
await your return there. 

After walking for an hour through 
soma of the most secluded walks ol 
the park, during which time Ivy and 
Arthur had most of the conversation 
to themselves, my happiness being too 
great to allow of speech, we turned 

our steps homeward. My aunt re
quested Arthur to stay for tea, which 
he did, and when he left promised to 
call again next time he was in London. 

That night, when we retired to our 
room, Ivy was not so talkative as us
ual, but before we lay down Bhe put 
her arms around my neck, and leaning 
her cheek against mine she said: "Nel
lie, I wonder if he had seen me before, 
which of us he would have chosen." 

I stroked her soft cheek with my 
hand, drawing her nearer me as I did 
so, and wondering why such a precious 
gift had been bestowed upon me, who 
seemed so little worthy of it. 

Time went on, and every second or 
third day brought me a letter from 
Arthur. 

My aunt and I agreed that Ivy should 
undertake the education of our little 
cousins, thus saving the expense of 
their schooling, and I soon obtained a 
situation as daily governess to a family 
living in the South Lambert road. 

I also procured some additional pu
pils for music and singing in the eve
nings. 

I was very busy, but very happy, all 
my labors were lightened by the pros
pect of the bright future in store for 
me; through all the dreary monotony 
of teaching ran a vein of unalloyed 
happiness; beneath the mcchamcal 
routine of my daily life swelled an 
undercurrent of bliss, and while my 
hands were at work my heart was con
tinually singing a song of grateful 
joy. 

But now and then came a little dis
appointment. Arthur had called while 
I was out. He had waited a long time, 
but was at last obliged to go without 
seeing me. 

Three or four times this had hap
pened, but at length there came a hap
py day when, returning earlier than 
usual and having no evening lessons, 
I found Arthur in the little sitting 
room and Ivy making him tea. 

They hardly noticed my entrance, 
so merrily were they talking, but in a 
moment Arthur came toward me and 
drew me to the window to see how 
looked. 

"Nellie, you are working too hard," 
he said; "you are getting quite thin 
and pale. Give up these evening les
sons; the daytime is quite long enough 
for work." 

Ah! he knew not that the product of 
the evenings' work was ali I had to re
ly upon for the purchase of those lit
tle things which girls so love to col 
lect against their marriage. 

Arthur sat down to his tea, Ivy 
waiting upon him as before, and in
sisting that I should join him in the 
meal. They both seemed quieted 
by my presence, and in a 
short time Ivy slipped away and left 
us alone. 

The first time for two whole long 
months that we had been quite alone 
together. He held out his hand to me, 
and there was more than love; there 
was what seemed to me a kind of a 
yearning pity in his eyes as he fixed 
them on me. 

I went over to him and knelt by his 
side, laying my head upon his should
er, and feeling that this was worth 
waiting for through all these long, 
weary weeks. 

After a minute or two I pulled his 
arm a little tighter around me and put 
my face nearer to his for the caress 
that was so long incoming. His lips 
touched my forehead, sending a thrill 
through my whole frame, but neither 
of us spoke. 

I felt that no words were needed to 
enhance the intense pleasure of the 
moment. 

But presently Arthur broke the sil
ence, and these were his words: "What 
a lovely creature your sister is, Nel 
lie." 

"Yos, Arthur, she is very lovely," I 
answered. "Who would ever take us 
for sisters?" 

And then came the sound of Ivy's 
voice, singing as she came in order to 
let us know she was coming. I rose 
from my knees and sat down in an 
arm-chair, while Ivy entered and then 
seated herself beside Arthur on the 
sofa. 

Conversation commenced again,and 
brightly and merrily the evening glided 
by. I talked but little; it was pleas
ure enough to me to see them both be
fore my eyes—the two I loved best in 
the world—to listen t o the rich deep 
voice of the one and the sweet, silvery 
voice of the other. 

Was I not jealous do yon 
ask? True love knows not what 
jealousy means. It trusts blindly and 
implicitly in its object, doubting 
neither actions nor motives, annoyed 
by no petty anxieties, worried by no 
needless wonderings. In the strong 
fortress of simple, loving faith it dwells 
of doubting its own identity as the 
idol it has made for itself. 

"Are you staying in London for any 
length of time?" asked Ivy, presently. 

"Till the end of this week," Arthur 
answered. "May I call again before 
I return to Lilbourne? he added, tur
ning to me as he spoke. 

And then I remembered that the 
pleasure of seeing Arthur had tempo
rarily driven from my mind that Miss 
Lester, the elder sister of my pupil, 
had told me that the Sunday school 
at which she taught gave its annual 
treat next day, in the grounds of 
Lambeth palace, and that Mrs. Les
ter hoped I would not mind taking the 
children there instead of working with 
them at home. 

She had also given me two tickets, 
in case any of my friends would want 
to use them. These tickets I now pro
duced, handing them to Ivy and Ar
thur, who received them like a couple 
of children looking forward to a day's 
holiday. 

"Oh, how sweet of her, Nellie! I 
shall go at once and ask aunt if she 
will excuse school for to-morrow. 

And away she went with the prized 
tickets in her hand. 

When Arthur left that evening he 
promised to call for us at 1 o'clock 
next day—or rather to call for Ivy, as 
I was to start with the Lesters. 

It was nearly 3 o'clock before I saw 
them in the field on the day of the 
treat. I had looked round for them 
once or twice, but I had plenty to do 
looking after my own little charges, 
and in helping Miss Lester to amuse 
the scholars. 

Even at the tea table I found myself 
at the opposite side of the room to 
where Arthur and Ivy sat together, 
but I fancied that Arthur looked pale 
and worried. 

"He thinks me unkind for keeping 
away from him," I thought. 

And knowing the kindness of Mrs. 
Lester, whom I had already informed 
of my engagement, I asked if I might 
leave the children with their sisters 
for a little while, as I had not been 
with my friends all day. 

"Certainly, Miss Weston; pleasejotn 
them at once. To tell the truth, 1 
thought that gentleman was your sis
ter's lover; he seemed so fond of her. 
Please do not trouble about your pu
pils any more to-night. 1 will take 

charge of them myself until nurse 
conies to fetch them home." 

So I joined Arthur and Ivy, but my 
lover's face grew no brighter as I did 
so. He was more silent than I had 
ever known him, and even Ivy seemed 
sad to-night. But I came to the con-
conclusion that they both must be 
tired, and tried my hardest to cheer 
them, talking of everything, and noth
ing, as we walked round the field un
til' it was time to return home. 

* « # * * * ft 
Not till that moment had so much 

as a shadow clouded my implicit faith 
in my lover; and I had seen him and 
my sister together without the tiniest 
thought that either could deceive me. 

But it was only for a moment that 
I felt this; before I had had time tc 
remove my hand from my sister's 
head I was myself again—outwardly 
calm, though ths billows had pawea 
over my soul. 
What gave me that wonderful 

strength in the moment of my great 
weakness? Was it pride? No; pride 
could not have done it. It was love 
—mighty love—a woman's love, per
fected in the furnace of affliction. 

I raised my sister from the ground 
and, putting my arms around her, I 
pressed her to my heart. I loved her, 
and I loved him; they must be happy 
if it cost me my life. 

"When is he coming again?" I whis
pered. 

"He asked me to walk in the park 
to-morrow morning, and I told him 1 
generally took the children out at 
about 11." 

THE LITTLE BLUE BOOK. 
Mack Holt and Paulina Merrit were 

married. It was a very quiet aSair> 
but it meant much to them. There 
was no great reception, a crush of 
toilets, scarcely hiding the vulgar curi
osity, a display of bric-a-brac and sil
ver, with a menu that made pater 
familias groan when he settled the bill. 
Their wedding tour was not extended, 
being from Parson Morehouse's door 
to the little cottage oh Front street, 
but it had all the romance and lovely 
sentiment of the more important so
ciety events, which are chronicled in 
the fashionable gazette. 

Paulina had been cook in an aristo
cratic family for some years; Mack 
Holt worked at the "mill" for forty 
dollars a month, until he was able to 
put fifteen hundred dollars into quite 
a portentious house; this left a thou
sand dollars as a mortgage, at four 
per cent, on long time, provided the 
interest was promptly paid, otherwise 
they might expect foreclosure at any 
time. Paulina, too, had been econom
ical; she had always demanded large 
wages, received many gifts from her 
mistress, and was able to furnish their 
house with a good deal oi genteel 
taste. 

We would not have you think that 
Mack and Paulina were ordinary peo 

"Well, Ivy, I will get Mrs. Lester's 1 pic; they were not. Mack was a keen, 
permission to go out for half an hour, — — 
and I will meet him first. You must 
join us a little later on, and if it is all 
right you can stay with him for a short 
time. Will that do Ivy?" 

Apparently without a thought ol 
wliatl was doing for her, and of the 
pain it cost me, my sister assented; 
and, while she slept the sleep of light-
hearted-happiness, I passed a misera
ble night, bidding adieu to the happy 
past, and schooling myself to look 
calmly on the desolate future. 

Next morning I went out to meet 
Arthur. There in the park I found 
him waiting, not for me, but for my 
sister. 

As I approached he came to meet 
me, and led me tc a lonely path which 
nurse-maids and children seemed to 
avoid. Without any preamble oi 
words I asked my questions, and dis
covered that he loved my sister as 
she loved him. 

"I am cruel, Nellie, but you left me 
too much to her. And who could re
sist such attractions as she possesses?" 

"You are not so cruel," I answered, 
"as you would have seen had you 

enterprising, sagacious workman, 
and Paulina had an unmeasured 
amount of that Yankee gift called 
"faculty." They had the respect of 
their employers and were abletomain-
t ain their position with dignity and 
success. 

Now they had joined interests— 
"set up for themselves." How invi
ting the fire looked on the hearth,as 
they stepped into the cozy parlors, 
all their own, with a skill displayed in 
its appointments that many a mis
tress might envey for her drawing-
room. The house had the atmos-

[>here of home. Paulina had 
ived so long among artistic 

furnishings and been loved so well by 
her mistress, she had caught the art 
of moulding common faorics into ele
gance. The dining-room and kitchen 
were so "handy." Our lathers built 
their houses and then divided them in
to rooms. Woman's work was not 
considered; and how hard it became, 
with no conveniences or skill displayed 
in the arrangement of the living-room. 
Mack and Paulina put their heads to
gether on this matter. The dishes 

married me loving another. It may > from the table with a few steps could 
be sad to be a lonely old maid, but it 
must be agonv unspeakable to be a 
lonely wife. Had you wronged me by 
making me the latter, that would in
deed be cruel past forgiveness. You 
and Ivy make up my whole world; and 
to make your happiness must 
ever be mine. Do not reproach your
self with what you have done; 
be thankful, as I am, that the truth 
was discovered ere the mischief became 
irremediable." 

And this would be called the story 
of my life; but "the heart knoweth its 
own bitterness." A veil is mercifully 
drawn over its thoughts and feelings, 
so that 

Not even the tenderest heart and next 
our own 

Knows half the reasons why we smile 
and sigh. 

There are sorrows which can nevei 
be expressed; bitter tears—aye tears 
of blood—shed when mortal eyes car 
never see, but each of which shall be a 
bright and glorious jewel in the crown 
of the victorious sufferer when toil and 
trouble ended and past and present 
lost in a bright and endless future, we 
bring our lives to an end, "as it were a 
tale that is told." 

betaken to the china closet, then 
through a slide door to the pantry, 
and from the pantry through another 
slide door to the kitchen sink. 
The kitchen sink was not too 
large, and every step would 
count in accomplishing the 
house-work. They, intending to live 
in the whole house, furnished it with 
that object in mind. There were no 
"best rooms" mouldy and damp. The 
sunshine entered every apartment at 
some hour in the day,and they did not 
Relieve in closed blinds, save in the 
very hottest of the weather. 

The economy that determines one 
to live in their kitchen, save when com
pany are present, is a short-sighted 
Dolicy—it narrows the horizon of one's 
rife and warps the whole nature. 

Paulina's house was an ideal one in 
many respects; they were workingpeo-

Sle and not ashamed of it, but they 
id not believe that necessarily shut 

chem away from culture and elegance. 
They were determined to make them-
selves all that they were able, without 
alse pride or envious humbleness. 
The tiniest rift in the lute will spoil 

che harmony. Perfection is not in the 
jjift of Dame Fortune. "The best laid 
plans of mice and gang aft aglee," and 
so we may expect that Mack and Pau-
ina would have their share of the 
ai isfort unes of life. They had 
a good "setting out," and, the 
jest of all, they provided it them-
lelves; but the best grip we may have 
of life will not always save a fall. It 
is no joke to get a living, in a large 
sense of the term, from the world; a 
living that is sweet, gracious and ex-

not one-fourth of the number. 0| panding. 
these Great Britain has about 9; I That night they figured up their in-
France, 3; Italy, 4;Germany (proper), ! come, and made their plans. Mack 
5 or t>; China, some 9; India, 8 or 9, ! earned $480 a year. Paulina had 
and the United States, according to promised to work one day in the week 
the latest census, 9 or 10. It is some- j for her old mistress, for which she 
what remarkable that a country only , would receive $1,' making $52 a year. 
100 years old, should have as many , Their united income then would be 
(if not more) large cities as the oldest $532. They would live on $25 a 
lands; but it is not improbable that, 1 month; this with $40 annual interest 
before another century, we shall count : would consume $340. It would take 
as large a number of cities of 200,-' them six years at least to pay off their 
000 inhabitants as there are now mortgage. They would then have 
in the whole world. New York-

Tlie Cities of the World. 
It will hardly be thought that there 

are not on the whole globe fifty cities 
containing 200,000 people; but such 
is the fact, and any one may convince 
himself of it by consulting ageographi-
cal dictionary. It would seem at nrst 
that there must be at least 200 cities 
of 200,000 population; but there is 

ers may look with a certain dis
dain upon towns of that site, but 
when they remember how few there 
are, their disdain should be modified, 
if not converted into respect. We are 
all inclined to think that old and fa
mous capitals, like Cordova,Granada, 
Cadiz, Florence, Venice, Padua, Ver-

$192 to pay on their place every year. 
All this sounds well, but the tragedy 

of unexpected is our danger. Fig
ures will not lie, but they often con
ceal the hard reality. If they had 
succeeded in their worthy undertak
ing, this sketch never would have been 
written. 

They had expended all their ready 
ona, Bologna, Warsaw, Cracow, Ant- money for the first payment of the 
werp, Ghen, Rotterdam, Ley den, Leip 
sic, must be very large, though they 
really have no more than from 70,-
000 to 140,OOOor 150,000people each. 
The cities that can lay claim to 100,-
000 population and upwards, are per
haps about 150, and these include 
many of those which at first thought 
we should suppose contained two or 
three times the number. This planet 
is very little after all. Its millions 
are not near so numerous as it would 

house and its furnishing. It was very 
complete in every way, a good cellar 
cemented on the bottom and well 
drained, every room finished and 
suitable. The house was not in the 
grub state; it had reached its full de
velopment. It did not have that shab
by, discouraged appearance which 
many new houses assume. 

Paulina had lived in a family where 
there had been no stint as regards 
supplies. The cuisine was amply pro-

seem that they ought to be, and the j videa with everything desired? The 
bulk of these do not come within out j grocery man and market man had 
idea of civilization, any more than w« ! called every morning and taken Pau-
come within their idea of it. The more 
we know of our small world, the more 
insignificant it appears. 

Beautiful Mrs. Cleveland. 
From the Cleveland Leader. 

Mrs. Cleveland is a beautiful worn 
an, and she is better looking thar 
any of the pictures which have been 
published to represent her. She is a-
bout the same height as President 
Cleveland, perhaps a trifle shorter. 
She stands straight upon her feet, and 
her shoulders are very pretty, very 
straight and well rounded. She has a 
beautiful neck, pretty pink ears, and 
her arms are large, fair, and beautiful. 
Her complexion is fair, but not rosy, 
and her eyes are perhaps the prettiest 
feature of her face. She s miled at near-

Una's orders for the day. 
The bills were sent every month to 

the office of the head of the 
house and settled. It was a beau
tiful system when one had ample 
means. It was hard to become eman
cipated from it in a day. Paulina 
took pride in her cooking, she delight
ed in artistic and appetizing viands; 
she had been allowed to gratify her 
taste in this regard. They all thought 
Pauline's cooking was unique; the ex
pense she was not responsible for, she 
nad worried nothing about that. But 
now it was another matter; $25 a 
month for the total expenses of the 
family, and it cost more than thatfoi 
groceries in her old home. 

When Paulina went down the first 
time to the general grocery and mark
et house to do her trading, the propri
etor, learning she was Mrs. Mack Holt, ly every man that shook hands with 

her last night, and the smile seemed ] offered her a little blue pass-book, re 
each time as though it was intended marking "you could settle your ac-
for the man to whom it was address
ed. It was not stereotyped, icy, or 
effusive, but it was full of friendly feel
ing and personal magnetism. She 
made a splendid impression. 

The Providence Dairy Company ol 
Rhode Island made 1,750,000 poundf 
of bogus butter last year. 

X i X  » 

s: 

count every month just as well." In 
an evil hour she accepted it, and there
by came all her woe. Mack Holt had 
the reputation of being quite well off; 
the patronage of his family would be 
a desirable acquisition to the trade. 

Oh! the tricks and the manners oi 
chat little blue hook. It would lie and 
steal with the most brazen face. It 

would allure and fascinate the house
wife with its bewitching airs. It would 
assume the demeanor of a saint and 
preach a sermon on necessity. It had 
alltheguiles and wiles of alittle Satan
ic elf, whose special mission was to 
lead confiding young married people 
astray. But she took the boolc and 
went home with a sense of domestic 
power quite new and agreeable. All 
she had to do was to pass in her little 
book and have her purchases recorded, 
and the business was done. What a 
fine thing it was to do one's own mar
keting without having that impudent 
Smith take down your orders! 

"A bird in the hand is worth two in 
the bush." It is a good business rule 
not to spend what you have not got. 
You may fancy the two birds are yours, 
but until they are it is wise to be mod
est in manner of life. It is, after all, a 
humiliating experience to discount the 
future. Now, Paulina desired to be 
economical; she thought she was, but 
she had been accustomed toanabund-
ent larder, and the little blue book had 
wrought the mischief. The innocent 
blue siren had no sympathy with $25 
a month. 

When Mack took the book at the 
end of the month, with $40 in his 
pocket, and went to the book-keeper 
of the grocery house to settle, that 
polite gentleman had his bill all made 
out, and it was fifty dollars. Mack 
said there must be a mistake, but the 
items were compared and he was 
obliged to confess that the figures were 
against him. He went home feeling 
sore and troubled. When tea was 
over, he handed the book to Paulina 
with its added amount, without a 
a word. Shelooked at it in amazement. 
She declared Haxman & 0>., were a 
fraud, they bad charged her with some 
one else's bill; she knew she had not 
had all those goods. Mack must go 
back at once and refuse to settle until 
the matter was adjusted. 

They came the nearest to having a 
downright quarrel they ever did. If 
Mack had not been cool there would 
have been a scene, for Paulina's red 
hair hid a fiery little brain, and she 
went off like a rocket. He quietly re
marked the two accounts agreed, and 
then began to question as to details. 
Flour, butter, eggs, meat, etc., and 
those fancy groceries, they were costly 
enough. Was she ready to declare up
on oath that Haxman & Co. were un
mitigated rascals? They were a repu
table firm of long standing. Was it 
quite the thing to charge them with 
dishonesty, conducting a large busi
ness with the best families? 

She was obliged to confess at last 
those awful figures must be true. It 
was a troubled night for her. She 
dreamed of a gigantic blue book walk
ing about and pointing its long arms 
at the figures upon its breast. She 
tried to drive it away, but it fell upon 
her, and she awoke with a terrible cry. 
The next morning Mack took her four 
dollars, and they began the new month 
with six dollars in debt. 

She made the most solemn promise 
to herself and Mack that she would be 
careful—they would dispense with the 
fancy groceries. They would live 
plainly. What should they do if they 
could not live within the limit deter
mined? and she cried bitterly when 
she thought of it. The days went on; 
she took pride in her house-keeping. 
She delighted in her dainty table-
fresh, tasteful and inviting. She made 
Mack's home a real rest and refresh
ment for him, but she kept that miser
able book, and the curse was still upon 
her home. Her woman's tact and wit 
was not equal to the beguilement of 
that arch deceiver, and bitter was 
mingled in the cup of life. 

That dreaded second month came 
around and their bill amounted to 
$35; they owed six on last month, so 
that they were only about $3 ahead. 
Nothing for incidentals, not a dollar 
to apply to the mortgage, and not 
half enough saved for the interest. 
It was not an encouraging outlook. 
They both felt depressed and discour
aged. They loved their home, they 
grew more attached to it every day, 
but that mortgage would be a burden 
upon their hearts until it was paid. 
Every room had taken on an individ
uality, and Paulina's home-made 
adornments were in exquisite taste; 
but they clung to the iittle olue book. 

It is hardly neccessary to dwell 
upon the months of that first year. 
One month the expenses reached $80, 
and one they were reduced to §30, 
but at its close they had $11 for the 
interest of $40, and nothing saved for 
the mortgage. 

The holder of the mortgage made 
Mack a good deal of trouble, threat
ened to foreclose, as prompt payment 
of interest had been a condition of his 
taking the mortgage, and altogether 
they commenced the new year sick at 
heart; but they turned over a fresh 
leaf in the little blue book and took 
courage. 

Another year brought more serious 
times; the incidental expenses were 
larger; a little Mack came, bringing 
with him cares and anxieties and also 
expenses. Big Mack had two weeks 
of sickness; theup was a strange hand 
in the kitchen for a time. When the 
year closed they were $300 in debt, 
and the little blue book was trium
phant. The crisis had come at last. 
The mortgage would be foreclosed ac
cording to the special contract, and 
ruin stared them in the face. Those 
were dark days for Paulina; if she had 
not had real pluck, they would broken 
her utterly. At last, when it seemed 
as though the house must go under 
the hammer, the husband of her old 
mistress offered to take the mortgage, 
and they were saved utter defeat. 
They had a chance to rent the house 
to a good tenant, and Paulina went 
back to service, her husband boarding 
with her. 

But it was a sad day when the goods 
were packed, the house dismantled, 
and they handed over the key to the 
new occupant. It was a bitter lesson, 
but best learned on the very threshold 
of household life. 

Again they sit down to count the 
cost; Mack's wages $480, Paulina's 
wages $200, rent from house $200. 
Total, $880. They had $80 in inter
est to pay; $300 on debt, and their 
incidentals were $200, so that they 
saved $300 that year. The fourth 
year of their married life Mack became 
second overseer at the mill with $50 a 
month, and by the strictest economy, 
as they had no board to pay, they 
saved $600. 

They entered upon their fifth year 
with new courage—their redemption 
drew nigh. When it closed the mort
gage was lifted and they had something 
saved to commence house-keeping once 
more. They found the house had been 
well used; they had learned their lesson. 
It was not half as bitter as it would 
have been if Paulina's kind mistress 
had not come to the rescue. They un
packed their furnishings with grateful 
hearts, once more set burning the fire 
upon their hearth, and upon that 
fire they placed with grave cere-
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mony the little blue book. As its 
leaves curled and blackened and turn
ed to ashes, the figures staring at them 
with ghostly visage jfor a moment from 
their funeral pyre, the mischevious 
imp departed from their home and 
they were saved. 

"Owe no man anything," is the wise 
caution of a very old book; it should 
be the gospel of the secular life. The 
pass-books bring misery; they a>re the 
occasion of the skeleton that rattles 
in many a closet; they tempt us to 
spend our money before we git it; they 
lead to extravagance; they are an un
mitigated delusion.—"A country Par
son/' in Good House-Keeping. 

A Young Dakota Belle in hei 
Marriage Robe •( Plain Pink 
Calico. 
A tourist in Dakota recently attend 

ed an Indian wedding, and describes it 
in a letter to the Boston Traveller. 
He says that there was a large tent, 
with the front opened, and a row o! 
stakes covered with canvass, making 
a fense, upon each side leading to it. 
Outside was quite a small tent trim
med with all kinds of pretty feathers, 
and over the door a wildcat's skin 
trimmed with beads and porcupine 
quills. In the large tent, back in the 
centre, against a very gay curtain, sat 
a young girl, a half-breed, not 
more than fifteen years old, dressed 
in a skirt and jacket with bright but
tons and boar s teeth, her hair long 
and black and falling in front, while a 
wreath of feathers on her head com
pleted her wedding outfit. All around 
were ornaments, and yards ol pink, 
red and yellow calico as drapery, and 
on a little green trunk near the bride 
sat the old chief wrapped in a buffalo 
robe, looking like a great bear. 

Along on one side of the tent sat the 
women and girls, and upon -the other 
side the men, young and old. They 
were all painted frightfully and wore 
dreadful ornaments, bright blankets 
and feathers, and most of the men 
had on but little clothing. Near the 
middle oi this group were piled the 
provisions, the feast, meat, bread and 
boiled corn. 

The ceremonies began with the old 
chief drumming upon a drum and 
making a shout and noise like an ani
mal. He then rose and walked around 
the girl several times, got on his knees, 
and again walked around her, knocked 
her irom side to side, then smoothed 
her hair, gave her something that he 
called medicine, then took a dish and 
placed it before her, knelt down and 
took a sip of what was in it, as she 
did also.. He then stood up, went 
through with some mumblings over 
her head, and then began to pass the 
feast, first to the women and then to 
the men. 

The girl took off her gay outside 
robe, and it was given to her mother. 
Underneath she had a short blue dress, 
which was taken off, and when the 
eating was concluded the poor little 
girl Blipped out of the tent in a little 

!
>lain pink calico dress, and, with bare 
eet and legs, looking frightened and 

cold, went to her own tent all alone. 
Then they were ready for the dance. 

How a Clairvoyant United States 
Senator Won a Bet. 

Chicago Herald. 
A United States Senator who used 

to flirt with chance, but who has since 
become a staid and conservative citi
zen, said to a Washington critic re
porter one day recently: 

"Here is a card story that you 
won't believe, but it happened just the 
same. Just after the war I was in 
Washington on a visit, and one night 
I went around to a gambling-house 
with several acquaintances. I hap
pened to know the man who ran the 
place, and stopped in the ante-room 
for a few minutes to talk to him while 
the rest of the party passed into the 
cardroom. In a short tiiue I followed. 
There was a faro layout there and a 
crowd gathered about it, and as I 
came up the cards had just been put 
in the box for a fresh deal. The in
stant I looked at the box I saw under 
the first card, which you know does 
not count, the jack of clubs. It was 
as plain to my eyes as though the top 
card were made of glass. Before the 
dealer began I asked him what odds 
he would give me if I called the second 
card. He looked up a little queerly, 
and the people about the table laugh
ed derisively. 'That is a curious way 
of betting,'he said, 'but I'll lay you 
ten to one that you can't.' I put 
down $10 and called the jack, and 
when he removed the top card the 
jack of clubs was there sttre enough 
just as I had seen it. I would have 
called the suit, but I was afraid that 
he would not bet. The cards had 
been put in the box before I came up 
to the table, and the only one visible 
was the top card, but it is literally 
true that I saw the card under it. 
You don't believe it? I did not sup
pose you would. Nevertheless, this is 
absolute fact. Of course I did not at
tempt to account for it, and it has 
never happened since." 

A Daughter of Burns; 
From the Pall Mall Gazette. 

It will surprise many and may in
terest a few of your readers to learn 
there died at Moffat on the 13th o1 
last month a veritable though illegiti
mate daughter of the poet Burns. The 
old lady in question, Helen Armstrong 
by name, who was 97 or 98 years oi 
age, resided for many years in Moffat 
in the same little back street in which 
she was born somewhere about the 
year 1788. The fact of her relation
ship to Burns was well known in Mof
fat and the neighborhood. Her moth
er, Nelly Hvsloy, was a beauty in her 
day, and Bums was for some time a 
devoted admirer of hers. Helen is 
said to have borne a strong resem
blance to Burns in her earlier days, 
and indeed the likeness to the portrait 
of Burns was traceable to the last in 
the contour of the face and in the 
dark bright eyes, dimmed as they 
were by age and sickness. Nor was the 
likeness confined to physical points; 
in her mental powers Helen showed a 
strain of the political blood. A few 
years ago her conversational powers 
and her quickness of repartee were 
most amusing and attractive. Even 
a few months since, when well enough 
to talk, her convex sat ion was highly 
interesting. Helen's life, as far as I 
can learn, was not a very eventful 
one. She went to service at a very 
early age—7,1 think. She belonged to 
that genus of Scotch servants, still ex
tant though rather rare, who remain 
years in one "place" and identify 
their employers interests with their 
own. She was thirty years in one sit
uation at the Buccieuch Arms Inn, at 
ThornhUl, with a family named Glaa-
dinning-' 

mi-

lad Fate of a Secret SerrkM. 
Timothy Webeter was one. oi l 

itaff of Major Allan (PinkirtW)'. 
the secret service department in 
may of th* Potomac .with. 
McCIellan. Webster caused t|ie. 
in Washington of Mrs. Bom 
Sreenhow, an agent -of the conlsdw -
ate government of Jeff Davis. ? 
afterward Webster was detaled to §*v.-. <••<! 
to Richmond on important 
service. Meantime pressajeFIW t̂o^  ̂
brought to bear upon the authoritî f.i?! 
at Wauhington to release Mrs. Orsjp-.̂ .̂ 
how. General McCIellan and 
Allan believing that her releaee^al 
that time would be followed with dii|^ 
aster to Union interests^ 
against such a step. Ctenem JlcCM|| 
lan wrote the president and Major.1 Ap|| 
lan went personally to him ^d tp-
sought him not to release the woman i 
urging as one of the reasons that Tim
othy Webster, who had been mainlf||| 
instrumental in saving the life ofMe||| 
Lincoln on his journey fromHairisbn«f!]k'|-
(through Baltimore) to Washington. •; ,<]. 
was then in Richmond on importantly 
secret service, and that Mrs. Green, 
how, knowing him, might, if released! 
meet him in Richmond and betrajp 
him. The promise wasgiveh that Mrs, 
Greenhow should be held. But thro' 
some misunderstanding Mrs. Greet* 
how was released and passed througir 
the lines to Richmond. Almost' the • 
first person she met in that city war 
Timothy Webster and biscompanionr 
in the service. She lost no time ic 
causing their arrest. Webster asked1 

to be shot instead of hanged, but he 
was hanged. Mr. Pinkerton (Major 
Allan) subsequently obtained the bod j 
of Webster and buried it in his own 
plot at Chicago and erected a costly 
monument to perpetuate his memory.. 
Mrs. Greenhow subsequently went to 
Europe on some sceret mission for the 
confederate government and while 
there published a book. In returnia| 
to the confederacy oh a blockade run
ner the vessel was lost and Mrs. Green-
bow drowned somewhere along the 
soast of North Carolina. 

A Resolute Woman. 
From the New York Graphic. M ^| 

There is considerable building' and 
general improvement to be seen at 
Princeton, N. J. The administration 
of Dr. McCosh has been a great suo* 
cess. During a recent visit there as 
old citizen estimated the new benefac
tions as represented in buildings and 
their endowments to have reached at 
least $3,000,000. The town or villagi 
is entirely dependent on the college, 
and the effort is made to prevent any 
but the most necessary business from 
growing up. This is carried so fat 
that the college has organized s 
'laundry service, the work ol 
which is done at Trenton. Natural
ly enough the poor women who 
have been doing this work complain 
bitterly. It is charged that the same 
effort is directed to breaking up board
ing places, compelling attendance at 
the college table or the hotel it owns. 
A memorial or commencement hall 
building is proposed and the money is 
provided. But there is a fly in the 
amber of the McCosh ambition—one ,, 
lot and house, owned by an old maidr i 
en lady. Its possession is necessary ' 
to complete tne site chosen. The lady 
refuses to sell, and has .so willed het 
estate as to forbid her heirs from sell
ing to the college. This prohibition 
sxtends for three lifes, unless the coir -
lege and heirs can find some legal way 
Df getting around the will. The old 
iady has a bitter hostility to the col' 
ege. 

m 
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Petrifying Human Bodies. 
S. Y. Mail and Exprees. ? 

An undertaker and embalmer up» 
town eaid to a Mail and Express re- . 
porter that he believed the time war 
not far distant when the lost art ol 
mummifying bodies would bediscove^ rsg ^ 

"What struck me with that ideawaf 
the great state of preservation the 
body of Preller, killed by Maxwell in 
St. Louis, was found in when exhumed 
to undergo an examination by the phy
sicians. The body bad been buried 
sometime, and the lawyersfor the de
fense imagined that it would be so de
cayed no post mortem examination 
could be made in a scientific way 
discover the traces of diseases si 
as Maxwell said he had. The embal 
er done his work well, and the bod; 
was in a fine state of preservation. 
think some fluid will be discoverijj 
that will petrify flesh, and thus 
ancient Egyptians will be outdoi 
That is my great hobby—to pet: 
the human body after death. It 
hand down to ages yet unknown £)>§ 
exact features and proportions oftkf 
present race. Our skilled chemists 
who dream their lives away over tin 
retort, it looks to me, should tum 
their attention in this direction. ThS 
bones of mastodons have been pv» 
served for thousands of years, and 
why not man's? Anything the braia 
can conceiveof I think can, in a 
ure, be accomplished in time." 

Manners Next to Morals. 
T. W. Higginson in Harper'n Batar. 

Many an ardent and zealous youo| 
reformer offends the very word he is 
burning to reform when he refusis tt 
meet it with some slight compliance; 
as Felix Holt, in George Eliot's story, 
was willing to die for the improve
ment of society, but could by m 
means consent to wear a cravat lor its 
sake. Manners come next to —rnh 
not alone because they help us to make 
the world pleasanter and thus note 
life easier to all around us, but also 
cause they afford a key to thoeegreatsc 
successes and usefulness for which aB 
generors persons belong. And theit 
domain goes beyond this world, for, I 
the utmost saint makes himself per
sonally repulsive, he so far dimininnSn 
our desire to meet him in any land el 
pure detights. Miss Edgeworth as 
in "Helefl," that any one who •aw 
goodness disagreeable commits 
treason against virtue; and 1 i 
ber how elevated a doctrine it i 
to me when I heard one of my 
ant black sergeants say, in a prayer ) 
accidentally overheard: "Let me sq 
live dat when I die I may hab man
nas, dat I may know what to 
when 1 see my beafcenly Lord!?* $ j 

— i. •. i^|||: 
A New York paper says of a Mil 

that "she is descended 
collaterally 1 
ed people, feat principally faeail 
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