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-~ Poetry.
"Wll;l‘l THREM r:};;x;—;;
NIGHT.” =

Don't go tp'the theatre, concert or ball,
But stay in your room to night;

Deny yourself to the friends that call,
And a good long letter write—

Write 1o the sad old folks at home,
Who sit when the duy is done,

With folded hands and downcast eyes,
And think of the absent one.

Don't selfishly scribble, ‘Excuse my haste,
U've searcely the time to write,
Lest their biooding thoughts go wandering back
To many & bygune night—
Waen they lost their needed sleep and rest
And every breath was a prayer—
That God world leave their delicaie babe
To their tender love and care.

Dor’t let them feel that you've no more need
Of fheir love and connsel wise; K,

For the heart grows strongly sensitive
When age has dimmed the eye—

Tt might be well to let them believe
You never forgot them quite;

That you deem it a pleasure when far ‘lway,
Long letters home to write.

Don’t think that the young and giddy friends
WWVho make your pastime gay;
Have half the anxious though for you
That the old folks have to*day.
(The duvy of writing do not put off;)
Let sleep or pleasure wait,
Lest che letter for which they lovked and longed
Be a day or an hour-too late.

" | For the sad old folks at home,

With locks fast turning whito,
Are longing to hear from the absent one—
Write them a letter to night.
NO NAME,
OR THE
HEART OF BAMPTON NOUSE. _

BYG. W.G.

. Aunt Sophy sat in'her cosy arm chair
betore the cheertul fire-place, polishing
her glasses with the corner of her silk
apron, while her knitting lay neglected
in her lap. The old brindle cat lay in
his accnstomed place on the hearth rug,

‘purring from excess of comferty and

blinking lazily at a ballof yarn that had
rolled upon the hearth, as if thinking

 what a graud frolic he would have if he r

were a8 young and active as he used to

It 'was evllent that Aunt Sophy was
corely troubled about something to-night

-for several times as she gazed thoughtful-
| ly iato the fire, a half-stifled sigh strugs

gled np trom her overcharged bosom;
onge lier eyes became so dim with tears
that she was forced to call her apron into

| reguigition.

*I suppose I mnst tell her, she said,
softly to herself. ‘It would not be “right
to keep the truth from her now. since
.she is going to be married in the spring.
Poor Daisy | I wish 1 knew—I wish 1
knew ! Sometimes. I'thiuk it would be
better to say nothing—to leave her in
happy ignorance of the little I could fell
—to let her live and die under the delu-
sion that ehe is really my niece. I should
think There were girls ‘enough in New
York for this city chap to select: & wite
from, without being compelled to come
‘down heie and steal my Daisy. 3ut there
is no denying that Geprge Maynard is a
nice young mau, if he kas agood deal ol
impudence, and nobody can say that he
didu’t show good sense by selecting Daisy
from all 1he girls in this neighborbood.
Here she comes, this minnte.”

There was a livelv jingling of sleigh-~
bells outside, mingled with shouts and
merry peals >f laughter, as the sleighing

‘| party dashed up to the door of Aunt

Sophy’s cottage. Then there ¥as a con-
fusion of masculine voices and femine
screams—a run of playfal raillery in a
much I;Iglur key than was neceéssary~a
profuse exchange of gaod-byes aud good-
nights—and sway went the party agsin,
jingling and Jaughing as they had come.
Then the door of the cotiage flew open,
and the young girl entered the cosy room,
bringing with ber & carrent of wintry
sirand a sprinkling of snow. Her blue
eyes sparkled like diamonds, her cheeks

| were all aglow with the rosy bue ot

heslth, and her pretty month was wreath»
‘ed with smiles, disclosing two even rows

of pearly feeth.
_*Oh, Aunt Sophy, we have had such s

nice time !’ cried the witching creature.

' ag she n to divest herself of hes
13 b?;h-mtm to Midgeville,
mﬂ back by Donecau’s Cross Roads
and came very near gelling lost. We
" atopped st Sally Baker’s grandfatber’s
! for supper, and there was a young mar-

|
|

e trom New York, whom
e e

segaainled with, and, oh,
. Aunt Sophy, George isn’t going home

“jl} Thursday, becanse Sally Baker's par-

ty comes off to morrow night, yon know,

; | anid heisgoing to stay and take me. Do

- you care

and shaken oat her Joose, golden rings
d.as she made this coaxing ins

quiry,

around the old lady’s neck, and kiseed
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her. &
. ‘Of course it js,right (liat yon should
have an escort,” returned the old lady;
‘and I suppose that young Maynard
would not like to trust his sweetheart  to
the prutection of uny of his *conatry ris
yals.”

The little beanty, who had dropped
into her favorite rocking chair, and _ put

* ['ont her tiny-booted feet toward the fire,

flushed rosily at this remark.

‘Yonu like George, don’t vou, annt?'

*Why, ves, he's a worthy young man,
80 far as I know.’

‘Because—yon see—when George nsk~
ed me to be—to be his—to be engaged to
him, you know, I—I referred him to yon,
and he Is con.ing tc-morrow to ask your .
congent,

‘Daisy ¢ my rhild,” said Aunt Sophy

after uvay pause, and Daisy looked np
suddenly, for the vld lady’s voice was
husky. " ‘Daisy, my child, T have no “ob-
jectious to George Maynard. I believe
i to be a true gentleman, and one who
deserves such a wife as yon will make
him; bat before T give my counsent to’
this uunion, I feel it is my daty to te!l yon
something conoerning your past lite
which has hitherto been a secret “of my
own,’ - ;
*Oh, do, Aunt Sophy! I have always
thought there was some part of my lites
history which yon purposely concealed
trom me.” Aund DOaisy moved closer,
and leaned on the arm of Aunt Sophy’s
chair, looking np into that kind old face
with the eager longing of a cluld to hear
an interesting story.

you, my dear,’ said Aunt Sophy. solemns
ly, as she laid her hand on ber head, It
is no pleasant talk to reveal the secret to
vou; I had almost decided once to keep
it from you even at this stage ot events;
but a sense of duty forbade me. Somes
thing might occur-the whole truth
might, threugh some unforeseen accident
be bronght to light years ‘hence—that
vou would probably blame meo .for rot
haviug told you all beforé tha oecurrence
of certain events. " Daisy. I am not yoar
aunt—you are not wy niece!’
Daisy’s.blue eyes opened to their wid-
est-excent aud the color' began to fade
from her cheeks. -
‘Not my aunt—not your niece—’ she
faltered, scarcely abje to believe that she
had beard aright.
*We are related by no ties of blood.
Daisy,’ said Aunt Sophy, firmly.
‘Not related—what do yon mean? Yon
uever hinted at such a thing Letore, aunt
Sophy.!
‘No, child. 1 conldn’t bear to. Tt is
only becanso you are soon to enter upon
the most important era of your life that I
now tell yon.’
‘But how came my home to be with
you?’ )
¢*I adopted yon becanse I had no chil-
dren of my own. ;
*Then my naupge is not Wllis, {he same
as yours?’
¢No, dedr, yoar name is not Willis.’
‘Wioaem I then? Whatis iy real
name?’
“There, Dainy; don’t look so. You
must try to be calm.
“You evade my qnestion, Aunt Sophy.
Please tell me what my tine name is.’
‘My poor child, I cannot, for I do not
know.’ :
‘Onl don’t say that? Don’t tell me that
1 bave no name!’
“No douht you bave a name, Daisy,
bat 1 vever heard it.’

¢{No name! Oh, this is crgel—cruel !’

The g.rl was deathly pale now. The
last trace of the rich bloom had fled from
cheeks and lips, Jeaving an ‘dshy pallor
that made herstartled eyes look all the
wilder. Ooc.of her little hands was

the words: *No name-=no name!’

Aunt Sophy was deeply touched. Pot-
ting her arm around the slender, childs
like figure, she drew it close; and im-~
printed a motherly kiss on the white fore-
head.

*Daisy, my darling, 1 ean’t bear to see
you look like that. 1 sarely did not think
it would huet you so. 1If such is your
wish, 1 will never utter another word on
this subject.” :

+No, 1 want fo bear all,’ retnrned Daisy
quickly. ‘lam calm now. I won’t alart
yoa sgalo. Go on, Aunt Sophy ; teil me
all that yon know sbout it—~where you
fouad me, and all.’

Her voice was low and steady, and as
she spoke she sank back.into ber chair,
clasped her hands 1n her lap, and gazed
steadfastly into (he'fire. waiting calmly
to besr the wholé€ bitter truth. * :

bad thrown off her liat and wraps ¢ Aunt Sophy took oft her spectacies,

and resumed the polishing process.

2 ‘Well,” sho said, with a sigh, ‘I mnst

raised to ber head in a pitiful, bemider- T:f pride, nv,
“ed Way, as if sbe had been stunned by a | be wo generous (0 give me up on that
blow; and she repested sottly to herselt | account.’ She

ling’s Homic. “As it was not the Lord's
will that Jason and I should be bles<ed
with children of our own. we both set
our hearts on adopting one. It was for
that purpose that we visfred the IHome
one day, while in the cny. Of all the
inmates it was yon who pleased ns miost,
amlyou whom we at once decided to
adopt.. You were only a mere infant at
that time, about seven months old and in
delicate health; but there was sometbing
in your pale face a..d pleading bluc eves,/
that enlisted our sympathy and love from
the first. "The matron did not know tour
name, but she told ns such of your story
as had been related to her by the parties
placing you in her care. Aund such as it
is I will repeat to yon.

‘Your father was an - English sailor—
indecd, your parents were both English, ,
and vever resided in America. Forsome
reason or other he was removing his
small family to Anstraha’at the time the
terrible calamity occarred which left yon
an orphan. Perhaps ha designed giving '
up his sea-faring life, and gettling perma-
nently in that new country. Be that as
it nay, he was not-permitted to accom-
plish his designs, for<tho vessel was
canght in a storm. driven a Jong distance
out of its way, nnd wrecked oft fhe coast
of some,island. The ship was literally
dashed to pieces on the rocks, and by
some strange freak of Providence, every-
body on board was lost, so far as known.
except your mother and yon, Both of
you had been loweied iutoa boat by your
father. The boat was full of sailors and

. |/passengers, and you two wete. the last to
*What I'm going to fell you will grieve/ ¢nter it.

Your father then seiged the
rope and swung himself v the stern
of the, vessel, intending to join yon; but
before he ¢could do so, the sailors Hlind |
granped the oars and pushed the, boat
away the deck: The poor woman
was (rantic, She eéven tried (o' leap ount
of the beat berself;-but one of the seameén
pulled her rudely back. g

“The lgst she saw of her  husband, he
was silLdangling on that rope above the
borling flood,  The sight almost drove
her wild. ' Inalitthe while. the monn.
tainoys waves capsized the boat, and its
occupants were all consigued to the iner
cy 0t the angry sea. Your mother cling-
ing to afloating plank with her babe’
hugged close to her bosom, was picked
up by an American bound  vessel.. Not
another human being belonging ‘to  the
illsfated ship was saved ; and even your
mother was so. mear dead when , help
came, that shie only lived a few hours af-
fer Ler rescue. ~ She told her Simple sto
ry, begged her preservers to take care ol
her-ehild, and closed her eyes .on this
world forgver.  She was burieq at sea.
Theo It was remeimbered that the poor
woman had not told her name. No bint
as to what part of Eugland she came
from—+no name—no clue. The babe liv-
od, was bronght to America. and placed
in_ the charitable institution whero I
found yon. .

*That, Daiey, is all I know ot your
dtory. ‘We took you into our hearts and
home, and taught yon to call us uncle
and aunf. It was because of vur great
love for you that we deceived you. Ja-

would be 1ime enough to tell the truth of
the matter when you began to “thluk of
getiing married, and leaving us. Are
you crying Daisy ?’

Yes she was crying softly but bicter-

y.

‘L can’t helpit, she sobbed. I will
have to release George from his engage«
ment now.’ '

Y, in 8 consoling tone, ‘George
R e Sy b w6 be, It & knowh
edge of your trde origiv in the least efe
tects his desire to ar hand.’
*No,’ reptied Daisy, Jdrying ber ' tears
nd looking up with s momentary flash
mit Sophy, George would

s little g-wun as

wz would wring her bauds, and
the ) to her feet; she
st00d calmly befose the okt lady, But

1 would not do hiim & wiong for the world
she added in a low monotone that cover-
ed so much agony. o long as 1 have
1o name—s0 Jong as my parexiage is
clouded in mystery—1 will never warry
Geurge Maynard, or snyone else!”

. *Daiey tbis is not right. There is no
need of causing yonrself s0 much une

ha 8.

'm 1 am over seusitive and
proud, but 1 am determined.  Our ens
gagement will be broken off tomorrow.
s Bt Aie by ooty s

unt cou er
another word, Daisy bad Klu-l her and

And sure, on the fellowing day
whea G ; she

out of breath_she threw_her arms inform-you that, when yon. first ' came

under my notice, you were in the Found. ' i

son used to say, before he died, that i1 |®9

‘Sarely noty my child,’ sald aunt. Sos |*
is not Y

l cerning the question of right #ni] wron
in this case, avd although she ctiédd ]u-gf‘

conld altér herviews. .

So 1he brief &ngdgement terminated
and George Maynuard ®ent back to his
book Keepers desk in thé éity with a
heavy load on his heart.  And Duisy
almost Eried hereyes ou, and kept grow«
ing pauler and und quieter everv day, till
Aunt Sophy was nearly destracted. The
whole neighborhood saw and  wondereed

and radly missed the morry pranks ot
the light~hearted girl.

Bul one day, aftéf a week ha.l passed,
there came a short letter trom  Georgd
Maynard. It was notaddressed to Sa sy
but to Aunt Sophy énerself: and that
good Iady, after duly adjusting her spec-
tacles and breaking the _seal; rend the
following! -

Mgs. WiLris! —1I will arrive in yofir
neighborho.d tosmorrow evening by the
680 train, and-will u.or. at yonr house
o my way w we hotel.” Hope you-and
Daisy will bdth be at home. [ will be
accompanied by my emiplover, Mt Fans-
worth, whom I wish fo introduce to yon.
[ told him the particnlars of my love at
falr<=how it ended and all—aud he seem-
ed very mnch affected by Daisy’s life
history, a3 I related it to him. e wauts
to see her; he thinks he can tell her what
she most desires to know * indeerd, heis so
confident ot it that he leavos his business
to take this wip with me.

Yonrs traly, 0
“GEORGE MAYNARD.”

Annt Sophy removed her snbéidcles
and Ihoked at Duisv. “This Mr. Fans-'
worth hias something of' importance to
tell, or he would not leave his buasiness
to come and sce us. Perhaps he can tell
who your pgrents were, Daisy.’
‘Ob, it bg only conld! aund the little
white hands were closed lli;lluy, while
the s){t'blue eyes hit np with a hungry
longing. - ‘But the next woment Duisy
shook her head sadly. ‘No Aunt Sophy
that canney, be. I was the only one that
sucvived that awfal wreck; who bnt
God could tell me aught of my parents?
None who saw me when a helplese infant
wotlld recognize me now. [ may have
relations in the world, but I will never
know them!” and her chin quivered like
that of a grieved child. *Nobodyx 1 the
whole workl ktiows who I am, and 1—I
canhot tell tHém * h
‘I'he platniive woids cut like a knife
into Annt Sopby's hesit, bt sne made
no reply. Sbhe telt dssared that Mr.
Faneworth’s visit wonld be proJuctive of
happy results, yet she could not addace
uoh'lobe-' o;nd ; reason - lor- €diéttdining
a belief.

1he following evening Aunt Softhy
was koittiug as usoal in “her arm-chair,
and the brindie cat was making  hiwmself
vory much.at hone on the rug. when
young Mavuard and bhis employer ar-
rived. Daisy had gone to her room to
indke some necessary change m her toilet
andhad ot returned; therfore it was
-Aunt berselt that snswered the
knock. aud juvited the visitorsin. Mays
uard presented s companion ta.the old
lady, and Mr. Fansworth acknowledged
the iintroduetion by a'conrtly bow. r,
Fanswort was a tall fine looking gentle-
man, abont forty-five yvears of age—a
mean with the trne polish of christian
cotirtésy, &nd one who wonld be singled
out'in 4 trowd ‘as a person to be trusted.
his biack bair and beurd were slightly
spriskled with gray, aud his handsome
ro:‘mm bore anwmistakable sigus of sut-
fering. e ’ »

Lis flrst act upon entering was to cast
a quiék ‘expecidut glancs around the
rovm ll1n be accepted the proffered
chnlb%y the old fashioned fireplace, and

de g few cotnmonplace remarks, abont
the weather. Afiera little he looked
narely at Aant Soph¥; and said:
“Mrs, Willis; [ presume Mr. Maynard’s
letter explained the object of my visit.
You bhaye a niece—I shiould have an
ado, niece—’

o stopped short at this janctnre, for
Just then a door opened, and Daisy her-
selt enter'ed the room. As Mr. Fane-
worth looked at her be starfed visibly,
and the color came and went in his fade.
He disl not wait to be wed, but held
out his hand towaad y; sud said, in
trembling voice:

‘c?me hete giri; I want to speak. with
ot

.

‘ Margaret’s hair, Margaret's eyes; Mar-
s ex joul My deur gifl yon are
wery image of your midther, 1 know

now “moluu be uofwc. Look ' at

me am your e
Aunut sorlny'- beart leaped into her

throat, and Daisy tarned ashy pale. Bat

tm‘gh‘d drew back with a perfectly skep
ticle sir.

My father was drowned when I was
an {nfaut ’ she said coldly.

“You mistake,at least yon muost hear my

story,’ and Mr. F' orth retsined
session of her hand be rmaom,
1 au.a native ot England’ a when 8

‘ ng wan I was a midshipman jn  het
“&ny'- service. ‘1 martisl Margatet
Humpton, of Hampton House, & beantis
1d} heiress, wlhio was disfu berited by her
father bomm she on  aceepting
m 1

L Suniaring ife aud Tphe s
up m » .

MM. Son'l commenced llynk&
‘voyage en the staunch brig ¥ ¥
acoompanied by my. wife and child. The
Istter was only three. months old. A
e A
cked. 1 tried

at the change that iad come over Daisy, !

insioted
... A friend ot mine |
who had eeitled in Australia, and wss |

thrown‘me up on the hlaiuig.!, and my Tifs
was spared. 1 supposed everyhardy o

cell ejck ‘over it, no athount of opposition [ on th2 Yarmouth was lost, - AlPer Hivine
on the island, T hailod a n“'-l:wshiu andd " -
went (0 Atstralla. T Went 16186 biielnesd

witll mv friend, and got rich. A fow
\ears pgo [ came to New Yotk, sl -
starfed br-nrh house. 1 never dieams
of a poesible §hdnée of my wife pF ehild
rrvivimg the wreck, till iny book keaper
the other day relgied a story that fillesd
we witl hope. ?kunw thdt yon are mv.
jehild. Youn are tlic exaét colin(brpart of
your mother.’ ¢ ;
Daisy clasped hei hdiids and  fooked
K(I,em'fmzly at Adnt Sophy. “Oh. ¢an thi+
trne? W e
.“There rsone way to prova it.’ dald Mr:
Fansworih, standing up in bis excite-
ment. “li yow'are mv child, there is s
small criffiion spot on vour right shouls
der, in the shape of a heart. . Your moths
er had one fike it.  She told me that alf
the fethales of the Hampton sti¥k wers
born with that mark on their shonlders.
It yvas_called ‘the Ileart of Ijampton

those who bore it would be early and
happily married. | Fi
Awfit Soply started np franticaliy.
‘Iv's there, sir—1t'd there I've seen i
a hundred times.’ e ;i
Dxisy’s wlite shoulder was instantly
Iall bare gid hete sure enough, was ihe
crimson birthmdrk illdded to—the Heart,
of Hamptoi Honse. ' Nu turther proof
was reqhired. Daisv threw herself nte
the lr'nq of her new-found father, amd
‘8':[';;: of joy. 'l‘i:len nhe‘wbm-hmi- Annt
v’s arms, and even in George May<
nard’s; and the whole group wers ‘:;
happy as happy conld bo.” o
Having learned her nomté and. foand a
father, Daisy #1d lonyer objected o : the
name of Maynard, which shé accordiygs
Iv adopted Tu the ‘spring.  And J £
Farnswoithi, giving his, sonsii-law =
jrinership in his business, coused the
me of the firin to fead: AREA
“Fanswortn & Maynard.”

(J'Hednin_ql,,;-~

There are ouly thres thirgs you ewt
get for notliiug in this werld —air, water
and adviow, IR
Oune hundrsd and thitty ertiplopeed ito
required at VassaF ctllege to Wuit on the
girls and attend to the estate; ’
‘Tennessee, Virginia and North = Caro<
lina farnish the peanuts for this country.
The crop this year is a big one— 335,000
-bushels bigger than lust year, ;

A Buffulo school teacher #onb fishiilg
all one holliday, week, and never had x
bite: One of his acholars slipped ont of
sclidol for two hours and caught thirty<
six pounds of bluck buss, A
“I wish you would ?‘; # littls atten<
tion to whatt I am saying, sir,” ronred
luwyer to an &Xuspetuting witness, “[
am paying as little dttention as’ T “onm,”
was the calm reply.

Rev. Dr. Skititier, pastor of the First
Buaptist church in Raleigh, lately tec -iv-
od from Mr. Pierre Lorrillard, of New
York; a present- of a box’ contaiving
1,000 cigars; worth $1 euclrand a $1,000
bill. Mra. Skinnet is a’' cousin - of Mr,
Lotrillard: '

A Frerich btoker was saylag the other
day that he knew ull liis puttners sscrecs,
and therelove could risk'a #Bug
he knows yoiirs, too,” remarked & friend;
Aye, cries the bonrsier, #but he is »
gentleman; he will not abuse my econfi-
dence.” '

Who woulin’t rather {bs . President
than to be right? Cowe,uow; no shirking
around. Thé salasy of Presudent is
50,000 per year;the salary of being right
isall the way from $15 per wonth
down to splitting wood for a culd dinper.
—Detrowt Free Press.

engaged berselt to marry two men, but
appointed the same l“‘:;-’h“..‘_; and .;)lnm
for a secret wedding with each. The
.“i:uo“ ve: wlllpﬂh':“‘ mmtﬂ by
each other’s presence, a8 well us the
girl’s absence, but Mﬁmﬂyxo to
an tnilcable understanding to = despise
Mr: Gladstone has sight  children,
seven of whom - ate living. - His eldest
son is 4 member of Pu i, his sec-
ond son is rector of Hawarden, kix third
is engaged in mercantile pu-swits: Hut
eldest daughter is married to the., Heud
Master  of Wellington College, Mr,
Gladstone was sbout thirty years old
;:en .q_ntnummadlw‘hd-n;km of

An Irishman had joiged one of the
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A Denvet girl, for diversion, not only *
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to take a little ' wine for kis wch's
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