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Truth micht Jaclare them heavenly fafr,
Yoo aye I thochs a’e much-lo’ed face

The reignine queen o' beauty there.
Yeaét beau iz &' tolo'e

A Larms some day may flee;
But 'z herl is guid and true,

And kindly ayv- she thinks o' me,
Tho’ I w:is doomed to cross the sea
And roam yon desert bleak and bare,
A paradise it vet would be
Were only Sarah wi' me there.

FOUND HIS SWEETHEART.,

Daisy Warde was, my companion. I

:hing about her antecedents, because she
was so winsome and charming and seemed
friendiess and alone in the world. There
was about her sweet, young face a sad ex-
pression that betokened a past sorrow,
I as she never offered me her confidence
I did not press her to tell me what the
trouble was.

Vhen my nephew Walter came home
he immediately proceeded to {all in love
with Daisy, and I watched the progress of
the romance with no little interest. It
terminated in a different way than I ex-
pected, for Walicr suddenly cut his visit
short and went away, and then I knew
that shie had rejected him

I was a little angered at this, but when
I sought Daisy and found her in tears all
my anger faded.

“Why could you not care for him?” I
asked her gently.

‘.-ecause,” bowing her golden head—
“berause my heart isalready given to an-
other”

After a moment’s silence she added!
“I must tell you all my sad story so that
you-will understand.”

She told me that her father had.been
wealthy, but by his death she was left
alone in the world.

Then his lawyer—the tather of the lover
with whom she had plighted her troth—
had come to her, an({) with a few words
had cut, a8 it were, the ground from be-
neath her feet, From papers which he
had found in his deceased client’s desk he
had discovered that shé was no blood re-
lation of him she had called ‘‘father,”
bup s foundling takeén from an . asylum,
and onc of whose name and parentage no
one knew aught.

““I could not but take notice that Mr.

Kendal's manner (at the name I started)
was not the same as it had heen when he
deewmed me the daughter and heiress of
his wealthy client, and his next words
showed me my perceptions had been true
ones.

“ ‘As things are, my dear young lady,’
he said, suavely, ‘do you not think it
would be the proper thing for you to re-
“turn to my son his freedom? Let me be
frank with “you. My son is ambitious,
and if be marries well, has a brilliant
future before him, He has an aunt—an
old and exceedingly fastidious per-
son—who adores him; but if by uniting
himself to one without name and lineage
he should lower himself in Ker estimatioh,
he would, beyond all doubt, lose all
chance of the large fortune to which with
a cousin he is coheir.’

“I'was proud, and, though Lurt to the
quick, 1 hid as best I could my pain, and
wrote as desired. Then { left the home
which was no longer mine. I knew that
my betrothed would leaye no stone un-
turned to induce me to change my de-
termination, and I feared lest in his dear
presence my pride should give way. In
looking over the paper I saw your adver-
tisement; the rest you know.”

“Would you mind "telling me your
lover’s first name, Daisy?” I asked.

“It is Roland,” she answered.

I knew that Daisy felt happier after
her confidence in me, and each day as it
went by only strengthened the ties of
affection between us; while into my mind
had entered a pleasant assurance, for
(though why, I will not say) I kncw that
I bhad no need to drcad a lonely future
without the winsome companion I had
learned to lean.so upon.

Two weeks went by, and one evening
we sat in the library. Daisy was reading
aloud, with the full glow of the lamp-
light falling over her lovely face, while
I, with my knitting, sat a little back in
the shadow.

A light step came up the stairs, through
the hall, and paused by the open door.

All unconsciously Daisy read .on, her
young voice making sweet music in the
great room. :

Suddenly a rich voice I well knew,
with a ring of passionate joy in its fones
which brought the sympathetic tears to
my old eyes, exclaimed:

‘Daisy! my own! Found at last!”

With a glad, wondering cry she sprang
to her feet.

“Roland! is it—can it be you?”

‘“Yes, my darling, it is your Roland,
and the nephew of this dear old lady, but
for whowr ihis blissful moment might
never have come to us.” 5

Taking the surprised girl in his arms he
kissed her beautiful mouth, then led her
to me.

“Aunt Margaret,” he said, “when I
learned a year past from my father, in his
illness, the truth, which he had withheld
from me till then, of what had passed be-
tween him and Daisy, 1 made a vow to
find her though I grew old in the search.
But my heart had grown heavy within
my breast, and hope had all but left me
Tt e it
your suspicion  your dear
gnd she whom I loved -

neroa.

were the same. So
laved wam e oee
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as 4 son than a nephew, and now 1t is to
lvcf)u that I owe the happiness of my
ife!”

They were married, and the wish of m
heart was gratified, for Daisy never left
me. :

Where to Find Him.

“How high is that steeple?” asked an
English visitor of the sexton.

““Three hundred feet, sir.”

“Did you ever climb up?”

‘“Yes, when It was being built.”

*Ever fall down?”

“‘No, " replied the sexton, with a look
of contempt. “If you want to find the
fellow who fell down just go back there
In the yard and you'll see his name on one
of the trmbstones.”

A VAIN PROTEST.

Mrs. Dewsford sat in her own room as-
slduously employed in fastening dried
butterflies on a sheet of pasteboard, and a
magnifying glass affixed in some myster-
ous manner to her nose.

She was a spare, prime, hard-featured
matron, was Mrs. Dewsford—one who be-
lieved in women’s rights, and thought
woman generally a much-amused person-
age, deposed from her proper sphere and
trampled on by the tyrant man.

Mrs. Dewsford had come very near be-
ing a man herself —what with a deep
voice and a bearded chin, and a figure
quite innocent of all sdperfluous curves o1

grace.

But Lizzie Dewsford was quite differ-
ent—Lizzie Dewsford, who stood beside
her motter with cheeksround and ripe as
a fall peach. You wondered, as you
gazed at her, how they could both be
women, and yet so unlike,

Although married herself, Mrs. Dews-
ford was opposed to her daughter Lizzie
marrying Charley Everett.

*Tears will not melt me,” said Mrs.
Dewsford, calmly resuming the encyclo-
pedia. ‘I only regret to be the mother of
80 degenerate a daughter!”

“Mamma,” ventured poor Lizzie,after 8
few minutes of silent grieving, “I—]
promised Charley to ride out with him
this afternoon.”

“You must give him up, Elizabeth.
Upon such a subject I can accept me
compromise!”

““‘But I promised mamma!”’

“A Ipromise is a promise, Elizabeth; no1
shall I require of youto break it.. Bus ]
shall accompany you. Where are you
going?” ;

“To the woods beyond the glen,
mamma, Charley is going (v get some
wood sorrel for my herbarium.”

“Nor wiil the expedition be unprofitable
to me,” .aid Mrs., Dewsford gravely.
*'There are many choice varieties of adian
tum and asplenium to be found in thos¢
woods, and my collection of native ferns
is very incomplete,”

And Lizzie went in great consternation
to slip out in the garden where Charley
was Lusied in whittling out stakes fo
carnations.

“Oh, Charley, Charley!
erable.”

. “*Lizzie, what is the matter?”

He dropged knife, stakes, and all in
dismay at her woful countenance, and
Lizzie told him to the best of her ability
wat ‘‘the matter” was,

“Is that all?” he asked quietly when
the recital was concluded.

“Isn’t that enough?” she rejoined pite-
ouslf).
**Don’t fret; it will be all right. So she
won’t consent to our marriage, eh?”’
“She says most positively that she will
not.” : :

““And are two lives to be made misera-
ble just because she thinks matrimony s
mistake?” he asked gravely.

‘1 suppose so, Charley.”

Lizzie Dewsford’s pretty head dropped
like a rose in the rain. gharley watcggd
her quivering lip and tea-wet eyelashes
and said no more,

Mrs. Dewsford was ready, with a pre:
posterous drab umbrella {o keep off the
sun, a tin case to put ferns in, and an
extra pair of boots, in the event of
swampy walking, when Mr, Everett’s lit
tle light wagon drove up to the door,

‘1 had better sit in the middle—it pre-
serves the equilibrium of the vehicle bet-
ter,” said Mrs. Dewsford, wedging herself
in between Lizzie and Mr. Evereft with a
smile of great complacency.

Suddenly her eye caught a cluster of

een - waving vegetation on the crest-

e point of a rock which overhung the
road.

“Charies! Charles!” she cried, “stop a
minute! Can’t you reach that asplenium
ebenum?”

“This, ma’am?’ hazarded Charley,
clutching at a fat-leaved cluster of weddy
growth.

*‘Oh, dear, dear Charles, how stupid

m are!” sighed Mrs. Dewsford, “T’ll

I am 8o mis

out and get it myself.”
mal”’ remonstrated Lizzie,
““Oh, I'll help her,” nodded Charley,
g:n%ng nimbly on the cliff and pulling
ewsford Zy main force upon the
steep side of the rock. ‘‘Here you are,
m’ »

““Yes,” panted Mrs. Dewsigm; “but—
but it was very steep. I y think
women should devote more attention to
gymnastics, © Charles, where are you
going?”

For Mr. Everett had sprung back into
the wagon.

““Only for a little t
you are co Your
m.”

Mrs. Dewsford’s words of remonstrance
were drowned in the rattle of the wheels
as Mr. Everett dro:: Mswsy, with
- The sn.wzvdlut e Chovlaw wo

ma’am, while
treas-

turneq, ana mMrs. Dewsford3
not an agreeable one.

She looked nervously round. It was a
tall, steep cliff whereon she stood, cut off
from the woods beyond by the rush and
roar of a wide and by no means shallow

three it was almost
some twenty feet up from the road.
“Well!” she cried, “I never was more
thankful for anvthing in my life. I'm
tired to death waiting.
“Are you?”’ said C%mrles Everett, as he
%ked the horses in the middle of the

“Yes. Why don’t you drive closer?”
sharply demanded Mrs. Dewsford.

“Oh! Did you want to drive home
with us?”

‘“Why, of course I did! I'd ha’ been
home long ago if I could have got off this
place.”

“Well, ma’am,” said Charley, in ac-
cents of the coolest deliberation, while
Lizzie clung, frightened and yet smiling,
to his side, *‘I shall be very happy to heF
you off the cliff on one condition.” .

‘“Condition! Charles Everett,” ex-
claimed the -astonished and indigmant
matron, “what do you mean?”

“*Simply this, Mrs. Dewsford; I wantto
marry your daughter,
too dutiful child, will not become my wife
Witl{(’;’lﬂt{ c3lvloux' consent,’ ’ -

o she shall never have!” said My
Dewsford, emphatically. B

“Very well, ma’am! Get up, Wl.itey,
and he shook the reins,

perpendicular, rising

“Youre not going to leave me here?
shricked Mrs. Dewsford, in a puni¢ ol
terror.

““Unless you comply with my co-dition

ma’am, I most certainly shall,
‘‘And thiat condition is——’
““You consent to my marriage with

your daughter!”
cried Mrs., Dewsford,,

‘‘Elizabeth!”

clous conduct and not interfere?” :

‘“Charley won't let me have a voice in
the matter, mamma, at all,” said Lizvie,
demurely. *He says he doesn’t believe
in women’s rights.”

Mrs. Dewsford e’ﬁave a hollow groan
Mr. Everett touched his horse slightly with
the whip,

“‘Stop!” cried Mrs. Dewsford.
sent, but it is under protest!”

‘“You can_protest all you like,” said
Mr. Everett, driving close to the rock and
standing up to assist his mother-in-law-
elect into the wagon.

Silently Mrs, wsford entered the ve
hicle-—silently she rode home—silently
she crossed the threshold of her house, as
became a conquared Yarty.

*“To think!” she sa/
as she sat down to-a woman’s univ
solace, tes, “‘that after all m¥ dprecegh
and example Elizabeth should end her
career by getting married.” :

—

THE WORK OF 4 TEAR.

“I con-

o

For the first time in two years these two,
who had once been man and wife, met in
a hotel parlor. They were parted through
the machinations of a jealous woman,
who, failing to inspire a love in the hus-
band, had set herself to work to make the
couple unhappy. The meeting was strict-
ly a business one that brought them to-
gether, Some legal papers assuring a
separation had to be discussed and signed
by both parties.

There was a wild imploring glance in
the man’s eyes when they fell on his
wife’s face, but she did not seem to notice
it. She seemed nervous and dispirited,
and the white hands trembled visibly, and
see did not dare to raise her eyes for
some time.

She was richly dressed in plain black
velvet, that set off her superb figure. She
was much his junior, but a woman in the
prime of beauty’s summer.

He thought of his lost happiness with
many a pang and of this woman he could
never call by the sacred name of wife
again. A harsh decree of law hac
snatched her from his side forever.

This stately, beautiful lady was ‘‘Mrs
Jernyngham” now, for him as for al
others. He had no right to take her hanc
or clasp her in his arms. He must stil
the beating of his aching, agonized hear
and address her as he might address th
veriest stranger of her sex.

It was a terrible effort. But he made i
bravely: and succecded in it far bette
than he had hoped.

She looked up, with a start of surprise
as his cold and measured tones fell onhe
ear. She turned deathly pale as she me
his eyes, and then the color rushed back
to her face in an overwhelming tide o
crimson. She took the chair he brough
her without a word, and leaned her heac
upon her hand. '

Presently she looked up. Her eyes
avoided his. But her manner was

fectly quiet now, and her face was calm,
though pale.

““We will go on now with our business,
if you please, sir,” she said, in & voice &
measured as his own had been.

He bowed low and drew s chair nea
the table where she was seated. Spread
ing two formidable looking documents on
the table before her, he hegan explainin,
their nature and contents as calmly as ﬁ
he had been some smoke dried lawyer,

She listened in silence. |

“You Yully understand the nature of
this deed—Mrs.—madam?” he said, when |
he liaal concluded.

13 o‘"
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or future? Can any-

v be done? 'Can [ be—" ’
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position was

stream on one side, while on the other |

But Lizzie, like a 1

“will you be a witness to this—this atro- §

d in a hollow veice|

, "1 am perrecuy sansnett, £ir,” she an
| swered at last.
{  ‘“Then you will have the geodness te
{ sin¢ your name within that blank.”
{ A pretty, faucifui ing stand of malach:
ite and ormolu stood on a marble slab af
the further end of the roowm,
_ He rose to Lring it. Her dark eves fol-
lowed him—was it with a yearning love?
I{ so, he knew it not. ¢
Returning he placed the onen parch-
ment sheet before her and pointed to the
blank.
She took upsthe pen,

“What name#> shr asked in a low
voice, and again thai crimson ti lo surged
up over check and neck god brow.,

“Your—your own, maudam:” he an-
swered, coloring painfully in his turn.

‘“Alexia Jernyngham.”

She wrote it calmly, in a full, free
flowing hand. And he iooked on the
while, thinking of other duys, when, in
their own home, he had often ‘watched her
proudly ana fondly, as she signed unothar
name.

Throwing down the pen adthe st let.
ter was framed, she rose to Ler foet.

He rose also.

“Farewell-madam!” he said in a
broken voice. And ‘again the dark blue
eyes were bent upon her downeast face

with a passionate, despairing look.

Her breast heaved convulsive Y once or
twice,
stopped her breath. ler hand met
golldv:* chain,

The next moment the chain was . o
from her neck, revealing a bem)ﬂﬁm
execited miniature, set closely in ‘g bor-
der of forgot me nots, formed with rare
skill from clusters of prcelous vems, His

uick eye fell upon the portrait—his own
ace! And she had worn it next her
beart through these two lonely years in
spite of all.

The chain flashed brightly in the air,
?, the precious stones blazed in"the sunlight;
‘ the diamond-guarded wedding rins shone

like a circle of tiving fire as she ‘tore it
/Dastily from ber band and dashed it, with
the gxcture, at his feet,

“Take them!” she
“Take thei nwa
Oh, 1 wish 1 could tear every thought of
you from my breaking heart]”

And as she spoke something brighter
than the diamonds—of Intinitely greater
value than gems, or gold, or the finest
efforts of the artist’s sEill———tlws’hed also in
the sunlight and fell upon her cheek.

- It was a tear,

He saw it and his heart beat high. Yet
even in that moment pride must come be-
tween them,

He stooped for the treusure at his feet.

“Alexia,” ho-said gravely, “if I take
these it must onl[v be 1o give them back to
you again, Shall

The once l'umiliurni)ct naine fell siowl
and hesitatingly frond his lips. But seifl
ghe heard it,  Nhe came a step nearer,
The tears fell faster now, and the white
l{&l}d she held out to him trembled like a

“My husband!”

““Oh, my wife! my wife!”

And holding her to his long-widowed
heart, the strong and stately man laid his
proud hLead upon the woman’s shoulder
and wept, ,

The next day saw their second bridal.
No enemy can’ever come between them
more. They are bound too firmly to each
other now to c¢ver be separated excspt by
the cruel hand of death,

L

cried, wildly.

b The Formal ¢ (Call,”

Whatever may betide, men have good
eause to »ojoice that they bear no purk
In that (wowning bore of all Lores
known st the “formal call.” That /s a

feminine institution. It is an invention

of the sex, and the sex groans under its
oke. Man smokes his Durham in
eatific peace, while the wile and
daughters pay tribute to the for il

call. He hears the sotto voee priyer
that parties will be out, and that the
matter can be dispatched with a card.

He juietly nofes the sigh of relief when
the exhansted women return after
hours of social distress. He observes
the tax of dress incident to the affair,

the bad temper it invokes, and the’
hypoerisy and total abggnce of any
equivalent in the way of melegsure for
all this slavish adherence to eustom,

and then dimly realizes the m¥acnlons
felicity of his own escape from such
thralldom, and it maybe takes comfort
in the thought that the whole business
falls totally on those who have miadee
him pay the piper for countless other
freaks and whims of fashion K and
caprice. The elagficity of conscience
with which the gentle creatures en-
deavor to mitigate the infliction of the
formal call by convenient fibs, furnishes
the masculine monster some amusing
food for study, and it may be doubted
whether he would budge an inch to
sbolish the formal call. It is diamond
eut diamond; women annoying women.,
In such a transaction the wise man
mgoof and l:w dainty bedl;

ae a8 n
e the hollow and artificial show

that he has an opportunity of keepin
out of a game in whieh?&om m'ra%S
their wits against one another instead

of i the common t, man,
Reis at li to be 1 iciously silent
and hear the fair prattlers discuss each

of ‘nov':lisi_:a l:nd poets, wﬁ!
aoesn ! : me wio. e gL
T
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W astyle utterly unlike the faney

NUMBER 52

She put her white hand “suddenl
up to her throat, as if soiuething mﬁ

from my sight foraver! ,

it be 8o, any darling?” «

88 suits themselves. It is not often




