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gûctrîj. “No, not offend you, aunt,
you, and make you gentler.'»

“To what good purpose? For my 
part I have noticed, all my life, that gen
tle and kindly peoplo are always turned 
to account, and rarely treated with con
sideration; while your ill-tempered and 
slmrp-worded people are waited upon 
with alacrity, and have their 
protty well in the world.’»

“Dear aunt, the doctor told you wbat 
he did, in ordor to Induce you to keep 
calm and quiet, so that you might have 
the greater chance of cure,”

but touch “Well, well, well,” replied the invalid;
4,I may have been wrong all my life! 
but I am convinced that I have tried to 
be right, and I lind consolation in that, 
ut tbe worst.”

This is tho common self-deception 
of people who steel hearts, the process 
paining them, in the long run, more 
than others. They try to convince them 
selves that they have tried to be right.— 

though a man should be satistied 
with reaching tho tho North Pole, be
cause ho had tried to g<* to tho Equator. 
He is not, therefore, any the less at the 
North Pele.

Tho personages hero introduced to the 
reader, and who have been already dis
covered to bo aunt and niece, had not a 
drop of tho same blood in their veins,

Mrs. Farroll, tbe elder lady in ques
tion, had been a .Roche—one of the Nor
folk Jtoches, as sho always said—a fam
ily that had never gono wrong in their 
native city, and who had us steadily ris
en in various professions as they had ta* 
ken to them.

They were cited for their probity, but 
they wore not likod. No Roche had 
ever been a bankrupt— 
ever been roquired before a magistrate 
upon any criminal charge whatever» 
but they were not likod.

They were charitable, well-bred, 
spoko with habitual civilty to their ser
vants, were free from meanness, penu
ry, or boastfulness—they were good citi
zens, valuable English mon and women, 
honest peoplo all; but they wero not 
liked.

“Ann,” she said, “you saw the lawyer 
here this morning?”

“Yes, dear aunt.*'
“I hare made my will.“
There was a pause.
“Why don’t you apeak ?”
“What can I say dear aunt?“
“Can not you ask wliat I have done

Ho replied :
“I am your elder* it is true, but, 

the other hand, I am en established man 
and as my widow you will be a rich 
man. However* this arrangement will* 
in a cortaih sense, set nie right with my 
Cousin* Mrs. Farrell, who, perhaps, not 
fairly* left mo nearly all her property, 
but who Was good enough to intimate 
hat she would be glad if I

Fertiliser»—Dlsproportiouaic Price**“Dear Mu. Roche:—
on “I will write

'HIE JlFlllAI. OF MOSr.g.* more when I am less agitated, and when 
I am better able to shape my judgment 
than I am now. It is sufficient to say 
that I am convinced we should never be 
happy were we to wed; if only for the 
simple reason that, the conviction I bad 
that I loved you, even after so shert an 
acquaintance, was an errof» I was 
deeply grutelul to you when Î accepted 
your hand, as I am deeply grateful to 
you

We lind tho following in the United 
State« Agricultural Report for 1869:

Prolessor 8. W. Johnson, in a paper 
dated April 10, 1660, reports to tho Con
necticut Hoard of Agriculture 
pies of different commercial fertilisers, 
which samples were obtained in that 
State, and were mostly laken from the 
bags and barrels in the stores of dealers. 
Tile object of these analyses Was to de- 
terinine the actual commercial value of 
llie fertiliser in question, (some of which 
have attained a wide-spread reputation,) 
basing the estimate on the cost of tho ac
tive and valuable ingredients as obtain
ed from the cheapest standard 
Tlie current selling prices of the fertilie. 
ers are given for the purpose of compuri- 
son. til these sixteen samples, one, tt 
home-made superphosphate has no sell
ing price affixed. Another fertilizer 
shows a currency value of #61.52 per ton, 
against a selling price of #56 per ton. In 
contrast to this u poudrette exhibited a 
currency vaille of only $3.03 per ton, 
against a selling prico of #28 per ton; and 
another of similar brand a value of only 
#3.18 per ton, against a selling price of 
#2.5# per barrol, Tho estimated value 
and tho soiling priues per ton of the 
1-ious fertilizers are given In the follow* 
ing table:

wo

(“And He burled him in a valley In the 
land of Moali, over against Bethpeor, but no 
inau knowelh of hts sepulchre uuto this 
day.”—Ucut. xxxlv, 0.) on sant*for you Vown wuy

“No,” replied the girl, calmly.
“Nevertheless, it would beavory na

tural question.”
"Not with mo. I look upon it as a 

very cruel one.”
“Hu ! by that you me: n that yon 

have your weak mother's nature, and 
that you despise mine. Well, if you 
will not ask the question, I will ask it 
for you, and here is tho 
brought the greater part of the money to 
my husband upod which ho raised tho 
fortune he left mo; the niouey lie had 
before I married him, I have very prop
erly and justly lelt to you, his blood
niece. Butas I mislrust the woakness Naturally kindly,and made by nature 
of your character—as I fear that the tirst of a sympathetic disposition, she mis- 
fool who couid touch your heart would took gratitude for love, one ot the most 
bo master of your poor, few, foolish dangerous mistakes a woman can make 
hundreds I have directed that ail annul —one that results only too frequently in 
ty shall bo bought with tho money, and lifo-long misery.
which will produce you about seventy it was her great g.od fo/tuuc that she 
pounds a year enough lo keep a wo- was saved from this fate by the exercise 

under som^aort of a roof.- of that spirit of kindness and brother- 
\Ve 1, What do you say ?” hood which had led her to accept grate-

I am very grateiul, aunt.” fully a man she could not love
Orateml? Lo yeu comprehend the it was about a week after she had 

change that will take place in your life? cepted Henry Roche-and every day ho 
Do you foresee that your carriage will paid her a grave, business-like atten- 
be gono, your horse, the pianos and or- tion, morning and evening, which, how- 
gan you iove so much, too wide gardens ever much it oppressed her, gave her 
of this house, and all tho luxury in further cause gratefully to admire him 
which you live ?” — when a visitor was annouuced for

her.

Homy Rocho was atvay in town at his 
backing business, ami Ann, as ho pro 
ferred to call her, was in the great draw
ing-room, watching the life and panora
ma of the streets, 
rived, she saw her alight from 
riage, and supposed that tho lady had 
business with ho housekeeper. She hud 
not tho most distant supposition that the 
visitor was for herself; therefore, when 
the footman announced that “Miss 
“Roche,” wanted to see. her sho was 
much surprised.

Requesting that the lady might be 
shown in, she was enabled to remark 
the entry of a tine, iiupcrioiis:looking 
woman, perhaps about thirty years ol 
ago, dressed plainly, but wearing about 
the head a foreign-looking hood, which 
was quite a new head-dress in Annette 
Pervenche’» experience.

“You don’t Know me, Miss Pervenche 
she said, as she entered tho room, impe
riously.

“No; but the name is sufficient to in
duce mo to be glad to see you. Will you 
not sit dow n?”

“No; I will not sit down in the same 
room with you—beautiful thief!” 

Annette shrank backwards.

“Thief?” she said; “you must be mis
taken !”

“Am I mistaken When I say that you 
are about to be married to iny cousin, 
Henry Roche, whom I dearly love, and 
have loved for years?”

“You !” Annette cried, in umazement. 
“I have never heard of you !”

“But I have of you ! So yon are the 
fragile, pretty pauper he prefers to me ! 
He has seen mo daily lor years; and yet 
after but a month of your acquaintance, 
he offers you his immo and hand. You 
are not fitted to be a Roche!”

“Tell me, Miss Roche,” said Annette» 
'“does Mr. Roche know of your affec
tion ?”

“He should, but I fear he docs net.— 
We Roches are proud ami hide our affec
tions. He has not spoken, and I have 
not spoken. He lias not smiled, and I 
have net smiled; but I love -him. I)o 
you doubt uiy love, you poor weak
ling?”

“Ob, Miss Roche,” cried Annette, 
“you cannot truly love, or you would 
not speak so bitterly. No-woman, who 
truly loves, can, 1 am convinced, be bit
ter. Rut I—I also am afraid I do not 
love your cousin, or I should rather 
defeud myself than w eep as I am weep
ing.”

‘•Some women can weep easily,” said 
Miss Roche, in a low, clear voice.
“I will go away,” said Annette. “I will 
not stund between yeu, if you love him; 
for I have known your cousin so short a 
time, it is evident he cannot care for me 
—evident that ho only desires to marry 
me in accordance with my late aunt’s 
request.”

“Go,” said Miss Roche, perfectly un
modified by these gentle words. “Why 
should you pass into his life?—you make 
him no richer; and did he have children 
they might bo weak and foolish, 
are; not strong mid bravo, 
have always been.

“I will keep my word,” said Annette, 
calmly.

“Those are the bravest words I have 
yet heard you speak,” said Miss Roche. 
‘‘Not for your sake, or for mine, but for 
his, keep your word. Do not trouble bis 
life—leave it to flow uniuteirupted by 
your poor life.”

Annette felt ne desire to rebuke the 
violent woman, but pitied Miss Roche 
for her misery in loving a man who, in 
all probability, had never dreamed of 
loving her.

But this interview had opened An
nette’s eyes to the fact tbut she did not 
love Henry Roche.

“I was mistaking gratitude for love.” 
When the banker reached horn© that 

night, ho found a note awaiting him, of 
Which tho following is a copy;

rouId pro
pose to you, and hoped that you would 
uccept me. You have done so, and wo 
linvo fulfilled her wishes, 
marriage, I will leave the date to 
■oil to fix; and I will intimate to 
housekeeper that you are already mis 
tress here.”

It isBy Nebo’s lonely mountain, 
'On this side Jordan’s wave, 

In n vale in the land of Moab, 
There lies a lonely grave. 

And

As to our ; but I certain that, were I 
yeur wife, my presence might tend rath- 

to sadden than gladden your life.— 
Impressed with this belief, I have acted 
In the

yourdug that sepulchre,
And no man saw it o’er;

•For tho angels of God upturned the sod 
And left the dead

“Cure!” replied the other bitterly.— 
“You knew that if iny heart is deseased. 
there is no cure for the illness.

my

t here. You
know that when you say cure, you simp
ly mean prolongation of my life,”

“Dear aunt, is not that something?” 
“No; life is not worth tho having when 

it has to bo courted like a shy girl.” 
After a pause, the aunt 

are silent again,”
“Because I fear, dear aunt, to excite 

you il I reply to what you say.”
“My child, I prefer any answer to si

lence, wuen I ask a question, or even 
when I do not request silence. Now, I 
ask you, is life worth haviug if it is* a 

burden?”

ly way left open to me—1 have 
quitted your home. It can matter very 
little to you w hut becomes of me; but 
you may rest assured that, if you knew 
my life, y» u would approve it. Good 
by! I

She could not confess it to herself that 
there

answer : IThat was the grandest funeral 
That ever passed on earth ;

But no man beard the trampling 
Or saw the train go forth,

Noiselessly as the daylight 
Comes when the night is done,

And the crimson streak on ocean’s cheek 
Grows into the great sun,—

as danger to her in marrying 
hi ill because sho did not love him, for 
firmly she belioved that she did love the 
man who had so coldly proposed to 
her.

source.-*

most gratefully your friend,
coutinued; even now,“Y

“Annette t*Kito&fctJHE.»*

When ho received this letter, she wras 
He said no word, but tho dinnerNoiselessly as the spring-time 

Her crown of verdure weaves.
And all the trees on all the hills,

Open their thousand leaves,—
Ho, without sound of music 

Or voice of them that wept,
Hilently down from the mountain crown 

Tho great procession swept.

gone.
was sent down untasted; and the butlor 
told li©w his master had drunk more

Roche had

than ho had ever known him*
In fact, once again a Roche imd turned 

upon himself. Had Henry Roche tried 
to captivate Jannete’s affections upon her 
arrival at his house, in all probability 
ho would have succeeded, and then, 
strong in the right of her love, she would 
have defied Miss llagur Roche, and a 
Roche would have betn saved from des
olation.

But he had only sought her Gsteem, 
aud she was lost to him—lost to him ter 
ribly; for wIfen ho was gone, lie discov
ered he loved her. The one bright light 
in his life had passed nway, and he hated 
the sight of his grand house.

But not a word did he say to mortal 
man or woman. A Roche might die for 
want of sympathj', but a Roche would 
never ask its bestowal.

“I do not know,” replied the young 
lady; “but I arn at a l ias to understand 
how life can be a burden, unless one is 
in perpetual paiu. We can so lighten 
our lives.”

“Ha! an underhand sermon, I per- 
lecture concerning human sym

pathy, and love, and imitation of a high 
example.”

“My dear aunt, you distinctly asked 
for my opinion. I give it, in sheer obe
dience to your wishes. I do think—my 
mother taught mo to think so—that life 
without love—love of some kind, which 
involves self sacrifice, is not Worth hav
ing.”

Perchance the bald olu eagle 
dm gray liethpeor’s height, 

Out of his 
Looked

ac-
Commercinl Selling pried 

value per 
ton, April.
1800.

•ky eyry
the wondrous sight. 

Perchance the lion stalking 
Still shuns the hallowed spot,

beast ami bird have seen and heard 
That which mun knoweth nol.

FERTILIZERS. per ton, 
April,eeive

And the reason was this—they possess 
ed no sympathy. They gavo more gold 
than gentle words, helped willingly, 
provided they were called upon tor 
personal expression of sentiment. The 
men never wrote letters of condolement 
or congratulation, while tho women 
never joined Dorcas societies, or took 
stalls at fancy fairs, or, in fact, in any 
way associated themselves with tho 
friendless and pleasant interchange of 
amusements which wont on amongst 
tlioir neighbors.

If a work of uso called for money, they 
wero ready with their purses; but if mon 
and women were wanted to look after a 
children’s fete, or anything of that kiud, 
they stopped at home.

But the strangest characteristic of the! r 
behaviour was this : that they rerouted 
the fact of the people abandoning tho 
endeavor to induce them to be cons pan
ion ly.

However, tho others were in the right. 
Life is to short to waste much of our 
time and happiness in endeavoring to 
persuade peoplo wilfully morose to bo 
happ3\ It is not worth our while to 
trouble ourselves overmuch to induce 
some people to bo just to themselves, 
and muko their “miserable lives hap
py-”

These same people, however, always 
think themselves ill used.

The Roches habitually considered 
themselves ill used, but they always re
mained just iu their general dealings 
with mankind.

Mrs. Farrell hod married a man upon 
Whom she had taken a sort of pity, and 
to the end of that husband’s life sho re
sented his act of ceasing to try to make 
her sympathetic. The poor man began 
by loving her dearly; but when be found 
sho remained impassive, he began to 
conceutruto his love upon their one 
child.

As the years went on, the father and 
child hid their love before tbe just but 

•ble hearted mother, and this fact 
she found out, and seriously resented.— 
When the child died, sho resouted tho 
father’s deeper grief; and when he was 
dying, she resented tho wandering 
words, addressed by him to a fancied 
child, as au iufringement upou her own 
rights.

She did what hard hearted people al
ways do—kill love, and thou bitterly 
complain that it is not their’s.

Left a rich widow, her company was 
sought. She resented the attempt most 
distinctly, and sho lived quite alono, 
til she heard that her husbahd’s sister, a 
Mrs. Pervenche, also a widow, luy dy
ing, watched by one human being, her 
daughter, Annette.

She went at onco to that poor bedside, 
and consoled it immensely by promis
ing to adopt Annette; but sho quito re
sented the happy mother’s sense of grat 
ilude, and quailed at the direction given 
to the little girl—“Love your uewmolh- 
er with tho love I had.”

The little child became a girl, a wo
man, and she bad never blenched from 
tho dying order. She loved her Aunt 
Farrell with an abiding love, which she 
hid, for sho learnt early enough that the 
Roches hated demonstration,and looked 
upon it as weakness,

Sho respected tho aunt immensely, 
she was so just a woman,

Thus matters were previously to the 
afteruoon upon which the reader sees 
aunt and niece. Upon that morning, tbe 
elderly lady had been seized with sud
den pains in the region of her heart, and 
a doctor being called in—he 
of his profession she had petsonally seen 
for many years—she was told that she 
might live many years, but that sho 
must keep as calm aud quiet as possi
ble.
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“I do not care much about the luxury 
in which I live, dear aunt; and some
times I think it almost wicked to live 
I am living—doing so little good.

But when the warrior dietli,
Iiis comrades in the 

With arms 
Follow the funeral car.

They show the banners taken,
They tell his battles won.

And alter bin» lead bis masteries» steed, 
While peals the minute gun.
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“Bah?” replied the elderly lady, 
she lay upon a sofa, for go to bed she 
would not, “Do you know that most 
love-mutches turn out to be failures; and 
that as a rule, the mau 
wife lias married her at an early ago, for 
what he and sho ure pleased to call 
love !”

“Dearaunt,” replied the younger la
dy, “pray understand me. I am quite 
certain that when a mere boy and girl
marry, they come together 111% children, 

often jangle like children, and live a 
wretched life until deutb paris thorn.— 
But probably all that is the very result 
of the absence of that love which, you 
say, led to their marriage. Tho very 
young may fancy they love; but I doub1 
whether they do. I have no doubt, that 
when the wife is a woman wnen she mar
ries, and the husband is a man, that 
tiier only chance in happiness is in lov
ing each other.”

“Don't you think a little riches helps 
them ?” asked tho elderly lady.

“No doubt aunt. It is very certain 
that poverty may wear out the affection; 
but I think I would rather be poor, and 
see my love wear out, than be rich, snd 
never have any love to wear. Oh, to livo 
without lovo is 
would rather die.”

“Pray, do you love?**
“Oh, yes.”
“>Vho?”
“Oh, if you refer to any particular 

person, aunt, I may say I do not lovo. 
But on the other hand, I try to love eve
rything I see—the little flowers, the 
skies, the laughter of tho little children, 
tho cackling of gossiping old women. I 
find something to lovein all these things; 
and do you know, aunt, lam at timos 
wonderfully happy, ana this happiness 
is only marred by one thought.”

“Let us hear what the thought is?”— 
said the aunt, gravely, but with no 
change in her voice, no softening in its 

tones.
“Time runs away so swiftly, 

spring comes, I watch tho leaves grow
ing into tho darker green of summer, 
and I yearn to keep tho spring with me. 
When tho summer leaves are beginning 
to brown, I love tho summer more than 
ever; and when, iu autum, the leaves 
come raining down, I can’t oven bear to 
tread upon them. Why, even when tiie 
winter is waning, I 
for it, and almost pity the ice. Yet I am 
very glad to see the spring again, and 
welcome every season in its turn.”

The elderly lady had by this time 
raised herself vpon one elbow, aud was 
shading her eyes with her disengaged

50 ooas a car-
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80 00
It was Hager Roclio who learned the 

truth, when sho congratulated him upon 
being released from the presence of a 
“pauper chit.”

“You love her?” she said, bitterly, 
when lier cousin, in one moment’s 
burst of confidence, told her the geutlo 
truth.

“You think so now, in theory. It 
would bo very different in practice. Be
lieving this, I have made some further 
provisions in this will of mine. As a 
Roche, I le 
Roches lo one of that mime. I therefore 
leave tho whole of my property to Hen
ry Rocho, my cousin, the buuker; and 
as he is unmarried, «L&lfethiin, for I can 
not command hi in, to marry you, 
some compensation for your loss.** 

“Dear aunt, you speak of these things 
ss though they wero everv-duy mat
ters.”

Amid tlie noblest, of tlie land 
Men lay the sage to rest,

And give tlie bard 
With costly marble dressed.

In the great minster transept,
Where lights like glories fall,

And the choir sings and the organ rings, 
Along tbe emblazoned wall.

14 4281 8 hhonored placo ’ho beats his do.,
do.,
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money.coming from the ♦Russell Coe’s superphosphato can be 
obtained from John R. Wilson, Com. 
morco Street, near the Depot, Smyrna, 
Del., sole agent for Delaware and Mary* 
land.
t Per barrel. —

“I do; bettor than I ever loved human 
being 1”

Tills was the brntTtst ttarrior
That, ever buckled sword;

Tills tlie most gifted poet 
That ever breathed a 

And never earth’s philqfoplier 
Traced with his golden pen,

Gn the death'ess page, truths half 
As he wrote down for men.

s Hager’s turn to be cruslied;|bu? 
she was a truer Roche than the other.—

II
•€l ; HOW TO SEE DOWN A WELL»She said nothing ubout her life long love 

for her cousin.
»sago

Sho got up and said, coldly, “I caused 
lier to leave. You had better bring her 
back again.”

She turned and loft tho house—turned 
never to come back—turned never to

It is not generally known how easy a 
matter it is to explore the bottom of a 
well, cistern, or pond of water, by the 
use of a common mirror. When tlie sun 
is shining brightly, hold a mirror so that 
the reflected rays of light will fall into 
the water. A bright spot will be seen a* 
tlie bottom, so light 
smallest object plainly

By this means we have examined the 
bottoms of wells fifty feot deep, whefl 
half-full or more of water The smallest 
straw or other object can be perfectly 
seen from the surfaco. In tho same way 
one can examine tho bottoms of tho 
ponds and livers, if tho waters be some* 
what agitated by winds or rapid mo
tion.

If a well or cistern be under cover, or 
shaded by a building 
light will not fall near tho opening, it is 
only necessary to employ two mirrors, 
using one to reflect tho light to tlie open
ing, and another to reflect it down into 
tho water.

Light may be thrown fifty or a hun
dred yards to tho precise spot desirablo, 
and the* downward. We have used tho 
mirror with success, to reflect tlie light 
around the house to a shaded well, and 
also to carry it from a south window 
through two rooms, and then into a cis
tern under the north sidoof the house.— 
lialf-tt dozen reflections of light may bo 
made, though each mirror diminishes the 
brilliancy of tlie light.

Let any ono not familiar with tho 
method try tho oxperimout. It will per
haps reveal u mass of sediment at th° 
bottom of the well that has been littlo 
thought of, but which may have been 
frightful source of disease by its decay 
iu tho water,

“Death comes daily,” she said.
She never again referred to tho will, 

made no additions to if, made no change 
in its provisions. Perhaps, 
of her disease increasecd, she hi came 
more huinuue and womanly, 
thing like a wealth of love began to 
spring up in lier eyos, as she looked 
upon the patient niece; but her heart 
had been damped so long, it could not 
kindlo into tho warmth of human lovo 
as she lay upon lier death-bed; and the 
just but loveless woman passed 
having been oblivious all her life to tho 
marvelous text : “To whom little is for
given, Ho has loved little.”

And had he not high honor?
The hillside for ids pall ;

To lie in state while angels wait 
With stars for tapers tail ;

And the dark rock pines, like tossing 
plumes,

Over Ills bier to wave ;
And God’s own hand, in that lonely land 

To lay him in 111© grave;

In that deep grave without a name ;
Whence liis uncoffinod clay 

Shall break again—most wondrouH 
thought-,

Befoie the Judgment day,
And stand with glory wrapped around, 

un tlie hills he never trod,
And speak of the strife that won ourlifo, 

With the incarnate Sou of God.

Oh, lonely tomb in Moab’s land.
Oh, dark Bethpeor’s hill,

Speak to these curious heurts of ours, 
And teach them to he still.

God hath His mysteries of grace—
Ways that we cannot tell;

He hides them deep, like the secret sleep 
Of him He loved so well.

the pain

look again upon the face of him whom 
sue had loved through a score of years— 
turned to die slowly of that weariness 
which is the result of feeling no mercy 

iv human being, not even for one’s

Some-

to show tho

for
self.

Henry Roche devoted his life to find
ing Annette l’ervciicho. He knew she 
would bo doing good somewhere, aud bo 
was right.

It is needless here to tell bow ho found 
her, after three months' tracking. Ho 
was a determined man, and ho ga^ o his 
whole life to this one end. If lie could 
only find her.

Three months !
Timo enough iu which to learn to 

lovo.
Roche was clear-headed enough, even 

upon sympathetic questions, to know 
that the longer the delay in finding her, 
the greater the chance of losing lier.

Ho found Annette, 
should discov 
was attending littlo children in tho sick 
home, charitable London Las provided 
for tbe buffering littlo ones.

But leaning over tho sick child’s cot, 
there was another with Annette—a 
young doctor, wlio, in tho three months 
of days w hich had passed since Anhette 
left Roche’s house, had learned to lovo 
her, and, better still, bad taught her to 
love him.

Rocho saw, in the one glance they gave 
each other, that all his hopo was at an 
end. But ho was a mau who 
doned a chance until all promise was 
gono.

He asked to seo her privately, and both 
were very pale as they sut in the visitors’ 
room.

“Annette, I have been seeking you 
tbeso three months. I lovo you dearly; 
I will make you tho best husband it is 
permitted mo to be. Will you have 
mercy on me, aud accept me tor a hus
band ?”

She drooped her head.
“Speak,” ho said, “I am ready to hear 

the worst.”
“Mr. Roche, when I promised to be 

yours I was most grateful to you, und I 
hopo I should have made you a good 
wife. But when I heard from Miss 
Roche that I should break ber life by 
marriage with you, I foJt then that my 
gratitude had 
her love; and I left you—fortunately left 
you—for I know now that a woman nev
er commits a greater fault than wheu she 
mistakes gratitude for love. I love Dr. 
Evans, whom you saw just now in the 
hospital ward. But I hope we shall be 
friends.”

“Yes,” ho said, eagerly; “and I am 
most grateful to you. I have lost you, 
but it is better, far better, that I should 
havo loved and lost than never loved at 
all. In time, rny love may becomo grat
itude, aud then I hope to see you again. 
Good-by; God bless you.”

ay,

W’rotohed, uunty! I

*
“Mr. Henry Roche presents his com 

pliments to Miss Pervenche, and will bo 
happy to receive her at his house at her 
earliest convenience.”

This Mr. Henry Roche was the dis
tant cousin to whom Airs. Farrell bad 
left the whole of her fortune, with the ex
ception of the hundreds which brought 
Annette her trilling annuity.

Henry Roche did not attend the fun
eral. The honest hand woman 
lowed with love to the grave only by 
©ne heart—Annette’s. The social posi
tion of the dead lady prohibibited a lady 
following to the grave; but the kindly 
niece’s soul followed thHt cold heart, yet 

rcely colder than it was iu life, to its 
last resting place.

Iu those few lines comprising tlie 
above note, the cousin intimated his w il
lingness at least to consider the provi 
sions of Mrs. Farrell’s will.

She found him an oxcessively pleasant 
and polished man, butas cold a* d dead- 
hearted as his cousin. Yet can it bo be
lieved that at the end of u month she be
lieved firmly that sho loved him?

much older than herself, and 
Hh iciness was terrible, yet she believed 
she loved him. The simple fact was 
this : the young girl’s heart was geutle 
and loving; and it was the gratitude she 
felt for tho honor he had offered to her, 
and tho sense of utter desolatiou from 
which he had saved her, which prompt
ed a thankfulness the poor girl to be 
love.

Many a girl has married from a sense 
of gratitude, only, to her terror, to dis
cover after marriuge that she has not 
experienced love, and that the unsatisfi
ed yearning for that marvelous inter
com munication of souls we are pleased 
to call love, is still potent and all undy
ing in her soul aud heart—a yearning 
which iu itself even, altogether apart 
from au object, is, iu a wife, a deadly 
sin.

that the sun-

bo knew hefob
her, doing good. She♦This poem recently appeared In the Dub

lin University Muffatbir, abouta dozen yea... 
aim. Ji has “gone tbe rounds ouy 
years since that time,and lias often been at
tributed to N. P. Willis aud several otbei 
American poets. Tlie authors name has 
never to our knowledge, been made public.

When

[iscclhntcons.
in-

GRATITUDE AND LOVE.

fl
•er a ban“Then all my good friends have been 

wrong,” said tho speaker, smiling bit
terly. “They have said ali through my 
lire that I hud got no heart: and it seems 
I have, since the doctor says it is diseas

ed.” ‘
“Lear aunt,’-’ replied her companion, 

in a soft voice, “how cau you he merry 
over so terrible a piece of news as that 
you havo learnt this morning? ’

“Which words of yours, my good 

young ladv, really mean, ‘Auut, yoa 
•ely" pleasant, and now you ere 

merry, it is exuctly at tlie moment wheu 
you ought to bo serious, and in relation 
to a ciroumstanco which calls tor no jok

ing.’ ”
“No, near aunt,

Jady. “I havo never said you 
wauling in pleasantness, nor do I think 
you aro in any wuy seriously in tho 
wrong! but I am naturally shocked 
when I find you making fun of the doc

tor's serious warning.”
“My ohiid, replied the elder lady, sof 

toning very slightly, “X have never been 
very considerate for other people during 
my life, aud, therefore, 1 am ut a loss to 
uederstand why I should now he con
siderate for myself.”

a pause, tho elder ladv said, 
“Well, have you no answer to make?”

“I hardly know what answer to utter, 
aunt, aud therefore I am silent.”

“Another way of saying, that if you 

spoke your mind, you could say some
thing that would offend mo,”

brightly sorry

Al»l»K01»ltlATE NAMES.lie

If
The following names nro, indeed, 

very appropriate for tho uses mention
ed :—

For an auctioneer's wife—Biddy.
For a soldier’s wife—Sally.
For a sport's wife—Betty.
For a fisherman’s wife—Nettie.
For a shoemaker’s wife—Peggy, 

a teamster’s wife—Carrie.
For a lawyer's wile—Sue.
For a printer’s wife—Em.
For a druggist's wife—Ann Eliza.
For a carpet man’s wile—Mattie.

hand.
“Annette, you have never spoken to 

me in this way befere.”
“Because, dear aunt, you have nevor 

give me tlie opportunity, Aud, aunt, do 
you mark what you have hone ?”

"Wbat have I done?”
"Called mo Annette.”
“Annexe is your name."
“Yes, which my mothergavo mej but, 

brought mo home, you said

al v
1

you
the Roches

replied the young 
ere V,

when you
you would have no fancy names, aud 

christened me Ann, All through 
have never called me

A Waknino to Boys.—When will 
boys learn to respect tho Sabbath ? Here 
is one, in Indiana, who stopped to play 

the banks of the river while going ta 

injured

you re-
these years you 
Annette until this sweet summer after-

right to interfere withtbe first

uoon.” , , . .
“Ab !” »aid the elderly lady, grimly 

that is because tbe

Sunduy-school, foil in, and 
his clothes that his parents had to get 
hiui a complete and beautiful new suit.

He proposed to her at the end of that 
month as calmly *.s though ho bad boon 
giving orders to re-paper a drawing
room.

“I most gratefully accept you, Cousin 
Harry, if I may call you so,” she said; 
“and will endeavor all my life to show 
my gratitude.”

He bowed; and, perhaps, there was 
just a shade of pain upon his face. Cold 
as be was, he would have preferred to 
soe her warmer iu her acceptance of his 
offer.

smiling; “I suppose
has at last convinced me that ldoctor 

have a heart !”
The young lady was silent again.
“So you love no one iu particular, An

nette—I mean Ann?”
"No, aunt; how should I? X soe no 

one, aud go no nowhere.”
“Is that a reproach ?”

She had not the least fear of death, 
and that courage appeared to be based 
upon little religious conviction. She be
longed to a class of people who aro sim
ply incapable of lacking courage—iu 
fact, they must brave, let what may hap- 
peu.

Three weeks after the conversation» 
another took place between Auuette and 
Airs. Farrell.'

A gold ring recently found by a New 
Foundland fisherman in the entrails of 
a cod fish, proves to havo been worn by 
a lady passenger 
wrecked off that coast in 1861. Sho with 
many others perished.

the Anglo-Saxon,
A Iter

“By no means. Have I not said I am 
happy ? How could I bo happy, and 

Jiavo reproaches to wako?”

It is said Vermont grasshoppers havo 
got round shouldered chewing the short 
grass.Advertise in the Udual».
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