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THE MYSTERIOUS PORTRAIT,

In a small but handsemely farnished
siuing rouin in & Loudon hotel, a young
lady Was sitting in an easy chair,' before

.| # blazing fire, one dreary Nevember af-

ternoon. “Her hat and cloak tay upon
the table beside her, and from the cager,
impaticnt glances she tarued toward the
door af every sound of a foolstep ou the
stairease outeide, it wus evident that she
expected a visitor.

At last the door opened, and a {all,
aristoeratic lovking young man entered
the room, -

‘Harry. what a long time you lave
been!” she exclaimed; gpringing np from
her seat. * What news have youbrought?
What does yenr father say about our—
our marriage?’ hesitaling wi h the shy-
ness of a bride a theéMist words.

‘Read for yoursclf, Helen.” replied her
husband. handing her au open letter,and
standing opposite her, leaning against
the marble mantlepiece, watching intent-
Iy the expression ot Ler fair young fuoe
us she read:-="

““In warrying as you'have done, you
have acted in direcr, deliberate’ opposi~
tion to iy wishes, [rom this day you
are 1o longér my son, and’ I wash my
hands of you forever.’

Harry, why did you not to]l me of
this before?’ exclaimed Ilelen as she

4 read lhdl;’;l,emql words, looking. up

‘through Ler t€urs” into her husband's

face.

¢ *My daviing, what was theie to tell?
How could 1 know that my father wovld

<o et in (it Hard: Hedrtéa mander: 1 kiew

that he wished e to marry the dunghter
ot a noblemah lnmg"muﬁr Marston lall.
und 80 uwite the two estates; but I had
no idea that he would cast me off foi dlis-
obeying his wishes. Awldovenit I had
kunowu it,” he added, l:mdly chspjng his

, | young Lride to his heart, and. Kssing

away the tears from her eyes, ‘I shouid
not have acted differently, My Helen i»
wortli fitty estates. and a8 long as she’
loves me I shall never regret the foss of
Murston Hall aud its fair acres. But my
love,” he continued, more seriously,
‘there is an eud of your-promised shop-
ping expedition into Bond street. Yon
shall liave to do without diamonds, :ow
that your husband is a peuniless outcast,
instead of the heir (o fitteea thowand a
year.’

“flash, Uarry | Please don't talk hke
that,’ she said, hurt at his bittér tene.

*¥You know that it was not of the dias
monds and dress L ‘was thinking. But
what are youa guing to do, Harry?” she
continued, laying ber hand upon his
arm, and looking up sadly; in his pale,
set fuco.  ‘You cannot-work for a livs
dng. ;

w#And why not work for a living?’ he
Fokclaimed ina dotormined voice. ‘Be-

f cause I happen to be the sou of a bur
et, bronght up and educatad wlthotﬁnm

deas or kuowledge

© ot bilsiness
) work for iny )

in me when she placed %&

) kiu lhe
leuingly

small white
upou his

It was \vh'Ye“ pnmnng his favorite stu-
dy of-oil pamg;:‘ga mong the fumous
galleries 0 L) “Hlarry Marston
Woeil and wouHelou"Fracy. a governess
inan Bhglish rafllfy iding in  Italy,
and the orphan dunghter of an officer in
the army. Before lie had known her ‘a
montli, Harry, who had beedi, in Joye—
or-faucied himselt iu lm—with at Jeast
half a dozen different young ladies in as
many months, felt that be had at last
met his fate,

Delighted at the idea of being loved
for himselt alone, he had not told her of
his real position aud it was wot until af«
terthe iharriage ceremony chat Helen dis- |-

Aum

‘] covered she had nwrried the ~eldest, son

of a baronet, and the heir to an etute
producing fifteen thousand a year.

1t ‘was not wlmoﬁ'fwn‘w inward miss
givings that. Hatry wrote to hil mbcr
| telling bim-of
| more thay realized by the 1 lt,,u we
have seen by the letter from " Sir * Phillip
umn » which awaited lnim at  his clob
on his rétarn to England with bis bride.
A 'Bnt‘ ﬁ"lf'ofhﬁﬁ}eha in Lis ability to

his 0w éXortious, and chiukiug thut sure-
ly llli mborwdﬁﬁ*relem and be recon-

and thonx!n their new h nlhﬁng of

three ymall, poorly lhmlnﬁod roo

Jback street—was very. di

grand old mansions to which “ll‘id hop-

ed to take his bride, he set to work ¢heer-

fully at lis favorité art, and _ (ried hard
toearn a living by pnming piotum and

: porlrdu. ;

. But he soon found that it was net so

>

u_ny #s he thought.

his young wife by |

It was all very weil when he was heir
to Mavston Hall, and stadied paiuting
merely fromdove of art; but picture deal-
ers, who in those days had been all flaty
tery and obscquionsness toward the
vouug heir, now:that-he really waited te
sell liis pictures and sketches, shook their
heads, and politely but firmly declined to
purchase, \

At last, one dreary ernoon, when
Harry wag sitting in (he  little “room e

called & studio, -try ing to devise some
new scheme to replendish his slender
pursé, the servant opened the door amd

| ushered a white<haired old geutlemnan

into the room.
Placing achair by:-the fire for his
visitor, 1larry ingunired his business,

' ‘You are a portrait painter, 1 believo

&ir? said the old gentleman, looking at
him through bis gold spetacles. -

" +That is my - protession, sir,” replicd
[Tarry, delighted atthe thougnt of having
toul a cou,mission at last,

“Well, sir, Lwant ybu to paint the
poritait of my daughter.’

“With pleasure sir,’ said. Harry eag-
erly. “When can the lady give me ber
first sitting ?’

¢Alas! sir, she is dead—dcad to ‘me
these twenty years, awnd I killed her—
broke her heart with iy harshness and
cruelty I’ exclaimed the old man, in an
excited trembling voice, £

A strange thrill came over Harry, as
the idea that his mysierions,vistor must
be au escaped lunatic crossed his mind;
but mastering, with an eftort, his ' emos
tion, the stranger countinued:

‘Pardon me, young sir.  This isof no
interest to yon, My danghter is dead,
and I want you to paint her portait fromn
wy_ description, as I perfectly well
remember hev twenty years ago.’

- ‘D'will domy best, siv, but it will be
ud euy tusk, and you must_be prepared
tor many disappointwents said Jlarry
when, having given a long description

of the form and features of his long-lost
daughter, the old man rose to  depart

aud for weeks he worked hwemntly

upon the mysterions portrait of the dead
girl making sketch after sketch, each of
which = was rejected by the -1emorse
stricken futher. nutil the work .began. to

-exercise & strange kind of - facination
over him, and he ske(ched face afler 1ace
as it under the influence of a spell.

At last, one evening, wearied with a
day of fruitless exertion, he was sitting
over the fire watching his wife who_sat
opposite, busy upou some needle-work,
when an idea suddenly flashed npon hin ,

“Tall, fair, with golden Iair aud
dark<blue eyes? Why. Helen, it is the
very picture of yourself!” he exclaimed,
springing to his feet, taking his wife’s
face between hig two hands, and gazing
intently .into her eyes.

Without losing a moment he sat down

and commencetl to.sketch . liclen’s face:
and when his strange patron called the
next morning, Harry wasso busily ens
ged putting the finishing touches ta his
yorlrait, that he did not hear him enter
the room, and worked on for some

"I momeats unconscious of his presence,

until. with a cry of ‘Helen, my daughts
¢r!’ the old man hurried him aside, and
stood entranced over the portrait.

Atter gazing for some minutes - in
silence broken only by Lis half-suppress-
ed cries of remorse, the old man turned
slowly around to Harry, and asked him
in an eager voice where he bad obtained
the original of the picture.

It is the porirait  of my wife,” he
said, S ;

‘Your wife, sirl Who was she?
Pardon me for nsking-the question,” he
added; but I have lately heerd that my
pour Helon laft an orphan daughter, so
that by kindooss and devotion to my
granchild L might, i part atleast, atone )
for my harshness toward her mother.

Hurry was beginning to tell bhim the
siory of his meeting with Helen.at Rome
and the subsequent marriage, when the
door opened, and his wife eutéred the
room,

Perceiving that her husband was ens
y she-wasabout to actreat, when |
the old gentleman stopped her, and,
after looking earnestly into her face for
afew minutes, exclaimed, ‘Pardon me,
‘madam—can vou tell me your mothers|

maiden pame ?’ X

‘Helen Treberne,’ replled H}'n
wonderingly.

I knew it—1 knew i:I’ excmnm the
old man in an excited voiu. ‘At last

. Lhave fonnd 1d ot my poor lost
danghter?’ B,
wo

Joa tew - Mr. Treherne ¢xs

: plliuid how Le had cast oft his ouly child

on account of her marriage with a poor
-officer and retused even to epen her let-
ters wken she wroteasking for sorgive-
ness.

*But thank heaven!’ said he, when he
had finished bis gad story, ‘I can atone
l iu some weasuse for wy harshnes toward

my [elen by taking her Ielen to my
heart, and making her my danghter,’

1tisneedless to add that when Sir
Phillip Marston lieard that his' son had
married the heiress of one of the finest
-anil oldest estates in-the-eonntry;he at-
once wrote a letter of reconcitlintion (o
Harry, and, after all, Helen eoven=
eventually breame mistresss of Marston
Hall in the pictare gallery of Which no
painting “is wmore valued and treasured
than *The My#terious Portrait,’

DDATII AT SEA,
e

Soldiers die bravely on the battle field,
and resignedly in the wilitary hospital on
! shore, but There is sonething very sad
1 a soldier’s. death at sea. [Ihe sur-
roundmgs of theship hospital are unfa-
wiliar to his eye; the voll of the vessel
is painful to Ium ,-and the thought is
ever present fo his mind thut if he was
on shore, if he could see the green fields
or even the snow-¢lad earth, his recovery
wight: be possible. ‘Althongh nothing
could be mwore comfortable than the
couch on which he lies, scarcely anys
thing more soothing thau the gentle roll
of tha vessel to one in his condition, he
longy to streich his limbs on the barrack
hospital bed-and to feel thut he is on the
firm ground.

Then the thonght of the lonely burial
in the wide waste of waters obtrudes
itself upon his mind. To be launched
over the vessel’s. side into the lonely
ocean, committed-to the deep, and left
without a stone or a wooden cross to
mark the spot where his mortul remains

All this is inexpressibly saddening to
the dyifg soldier, On shore his coms

to their last mtmg place in vhe church
yard, and fived a farewell ;shot. over- his
gruve,and with retuctant step ‘have. left
him to sleep the sleep that knows no
waking till the teump of the archangel
summons the dead to judgement,

How different at sea! Sewed up in a

lunm\onod up the gangway, a few short,
but solemn prayers said over the dead,
and then the awfal words:"

“We commit this body to the deep!”

A plunge and the body ginks into the
sea; the flug islowered; the vessel saily
un, and the dead is left alone to the
tossing of the angry waves, or to siuk
deep into the coral caves of the. ocean.
No comrade may come in after days and
drop a tear over that grave; .no loving
hund may comeand plant a flower shere;
it is lqst; swallowed up in the immensi-
ty of the great graveyard of the deep.

\'I}le writer once stood by the side ofa
dying comrade in the hospital of a troop
ship, and beard the dying give utternnce
to such thoughts as the ubove.

““What doos the surgeon say?” he
asked, “Tell me the truth, comrade, 1
am not afraid of death.

“It is better that you should know the
truth, He has no hope.”

“J thought so. Well God’s will be
done, but it is hard to die in the middle
‘of theogean, 1f I had been on shore,
even iu a foeeign conntry, it would have
been easier. It is kard to be buried at
Bel-“ P ¥

%The sea will give up its dead.”

%Ay, that ig right, comrade, I ought
to think of that. Beamen, they say, like
to cheerishthe thought that they will be
buried at sea; but I am a soldier. 1
would die happier 1f I knew that I would
be buried on shore and followed to the
grave by miy comrades.” There is s6me-~
thing beautifal in a soldier’s funeral on
shore. The solemn music—(hat, Dead
- March in Saul—how I used to - love it
"My poor mother, it - will ‘grieve her to

were eonsigned to their. avedlastipy. rest..

radés would have followed his rcmo.uu}

lmmmock the corps to which he belongs |

Next day the vessel came to a stop for
a few minutes. The alip’s bell was
solled, the flag flouted at half mast, and
the solidiers of the ‘corps to which the
deceased belonged were purnded at the
gaogway. The prayers were said, the
body lunnched over the side and the
vestel resumed her course. Some of the
members of the corps on board werv
surprised on learning, late in the evening,
that a soldier hud been buried during the
day.

Tt is better that such things should be
80 Nothing can be guined by sadden
ing men unuecessarily, Cheerfulness is
oue of the most. poteut of ranitary
agencies. b.ver,) care should be taken to
wantain it among large bodics of men.

Dring words ure alwaTs of interest.
Meu stand with bated breath in the pres-
ence of those who are just about to step
oft futo that dark. mysterions unknowwn
whicl) spreads arovud us,’and is “famils
iarly termed etcrnity: The criminal on
the seaffold, is ever an obiect of great ats
traction to the multitude. Every word
that falls from the lips of a coudenied

‘man, jugt at the moment of his execution

is eagerly caught up by the gaping specs
tator.  Why tlns is 80, we caunot nnder-
tuke to expluin. The following is the
speech mude from the scaffold by the no.

gro Henry Roberts, who on last Friday
w:; hanged for marder at Shelby. He
£aid,

‘This is my last of this worll. I am
innocent ot (ho crime of which I am  acs
cused. Theeyidence agaiust me was|
maade; it was false; I knew nothing of

th den!b he. was my friend. 1 am
T ey sur n«.M“ J«wvﬂ‘mhurm

in his arms. ¥ thank God I am iunocent
of the crime charged aguiust me; Ihave
no liatfea against any one. Straightand’
aud close is the way from earth to heavs
‘en, yet Jesus will receive mo. Remem«
ber how Christ was put to death like
me. I have a homo i heaven. I was
‘never bofore fucourt or jail betore this.
This is my last sight of you, but thank
God ldlolnmnt
well

shadow of a doubt as to the guilt of this

man, yel, like hundreds of other wretclies | |

who haye gone the fatne way, he mainy |
tained his hllloeone. to the very last.

Dying with a lie on his lips he yet ex-
pected to go straight to the home of the
blessed. Old Noah Cherry, we unders
stand, is confident that the pearly gates

of heaven are standing wide open to res |

ceive his soul whenfhe shall have pnld tln
penalty of his terrible crime.

One of his companions hm Harris | ¢

Atkiuson, as reckless & chunk: ‘of llﬁ!'
night as ever had the frownitg
to loom up over his pathway in hﬁ,

declazes that he expects to go straight to 1«

heil, on the fateful 14th day of June,
This frank deolantion will give him
singular prominence in'the fong line of
doomed men who have gone to the dusky
regions of death from the deep shadows
of the scaffold.—News.

A VANKEE THIUK,

*What do you charge for board?’ asked
a tall Green mountain boy, as he walked |
up to the bar of a second rate hotel io
New York ; ‘what do you ask & week for |.
board and lodging?”

‘Kive dolarg.’ . i

*Five dollars! that’s too uuch, bat I

#’pose you allow for the times Tazx ab-|

sent from dinner and nlppcr't'

‘Certainly. thirty seven and a halt|

cents each,’
Here theconversation ended; and the

I bid you all ﬁns ‘
'.l'hndmm-amn;ohmhu ﬁo‘

@Imlms.

e e e &

An Alabama  jury ree.ns!g p

-

women, whose husband had beea '

give her more.”

Crixesk Custoxs.—OM MM‘
are highly prized in Ching; and & buns
dred canceled stamps will buy & baby,
Accordingly, the Roman Cntbolh miss

and purchasing the intunts, w

bring up as Christians, while t

us Orientals arrange Unlr m u '
wall decorations.

A farmer’s danghter Jiving M’Chws :
land, answered a personal fi: & newspas
per, entered into  foriespondence, m
the ‘unknown,” flually met bhim, was -
married, weut to the city. to live, ,ml
veturned to Lier father’s houvse in two
moaths, dresced like » beggar and Mg,
ing twenty years older thau M
went away, Her lnnblnd
and a loater.”Fhis is a ‘|
ina unnlnll.

the finer sensibilities and vlt‘g!)u Qf wos
< ]

Tmen—they’re not a bit M;d
Take a common instance

ed in the right spot, bothont )
right down into Iﬂ:brnohu

No, s, mverl' and w

self satisfied look, he pu on
went out, leavingthe other'g
and dazed.

with several oalooiun,
eda lwaﬂuv m'
the root of one o ot
shops, ividoaﬂ,r'ﬁt the |

ing her nest in lt. '
she m!d not

‘of Penusylvania hag

deeide ‘the illm
mlm-sw n ]

Yauvkee took up bis quarters M' hm i

weeks. During this time he J¢

breaksasted atihe hotel, but did mw ;
either dinner or supper, saying his busi« | ¥77 0
 ness detained hiwn in anether portion of | **

the town. At the expiration of two Hed:rons

wookllnnplnwalkodtoth bar lnd
adid :

think that T was buried 4t sea. Read
me that, comrade, about the sea giving
op its dead.” :

The chaplain at this moment approachs

read the passage  of ‘scripture asked
for, and many other beautiful pas.

"sages.

ing the reading. Haiay silent for a
long time  after the chapliin ceased.
Then he @md his eyes and muttemd
feebly:

“No funeral wndo; no - music; no
farewell shot over my grave—comumitted
to the deep. The —sea—will—give up
—igs—dead, Mn\dc——my—-uozhr-w
Furewell 1

And he ceased tulive,

ing in afew minutes.” i
“The laudiord handed “hlm hll hm' :

‘ed, having. been seny by. thuurqnn. He|

- The dying soldier oluad bis eyes durs

| to me, Tl take a drink snd un

‘S’pose we settle that ac

‘Two weeks board at five dollars—ten
dollurs,’ S P s o b ;
“‘Here, ngmr," said the Yaukee,

‘this’s wrong—you’ve not deducted the|

tines I was absent from dinner and
per—14 days. two meals per da
meals at 374 cents each—$10,50. - If
you’ve net got the fifty cents that- lHlm

indpu.’
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ty sour hours be
tigettle that little hﬂi i nn out
day, *Pat me don §
the canse,” when they are-
chureh debt.” —.

by u'vuilvoad aceident, 25,000 y
2nd added: “We wish to God m A

sionaries are collecting the old Mpt % :




