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1 LOOK AHEAD,

Youth ofbright eye and smooth white brow,
8o happy and exultant now
Viewing the brilliant sky

on,

I]l;p is sometimes wreck'd,
ds will obscore the brightest sky

Francies most prlz‘dé}mka wing and ﬁy—

‘Weep not the past, for that is dead—

for the future have no dread,

But look ahead !

of mature years, full of care,

ith f.hreu:ds d’:‘um:ll:n thy }uh-,
Frotting thyself o’er ces Jost,
Thy life-bark sadly tempest-tost—
Deéem not that you have liv'd in valn,
The chances lost mlema again.

! up! and work | be not cast down—
The somber clouda that on thee frown
May, ére another day has fled,
Disperse, and sunshine banish dread—
So look abead!

Decrepit pilgrim, nearly home,
Faar not the change that soon must come—
All living walk toward the grave—
God enly takes the life He gave.
Let thy thoughts dwell on Lﬁng& above
?nd rmmiﬂumut, for ‘God is Love;
Then youth, strong man, or pligrim
Remember, while ye toil w-dalj)r,g o9
The earth at last must be thy bed,
Strive not, forjdross—'tin best instead

To look ahead.
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[Written exprossly for the HERALD. |
A CRIMSON HEART;
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WHICH SHALL TRIUMPH,

INNOCENCE OR GUILT.

BY SUE J. JESSAMINE DICKRON,
OF NORTH CAROLINA,

AUTHOR OF “THE DIAMOND BRACELET,"
HEECRET CAVES," ETO.

CHAPTER L
_ RICHARD MELVILLE'S DEATIH,

“Leaves have their time to fall,
And flowers to wither at the north
winds breath,
And stars to fade; but all—
Thou bast all seasouns for thine own
oh Death [

“Oh papa! papa! you can not,
you shall not, you must not die,
and leave your poor, little Inez
all, all wlone in this great un-
fueiimz world, for papa, I can not
live without your protecting love,
and if you die and leave me, my
heart will surely break!” And
Inez Melville, the speaker, a fair
younggirl,numbe ing perhaps fit-
teen summers, burst into a stormy
flood of tears, and sank upon
her knees, by the side of a couch,
on which was extended the form
of an elderly man, over whose
once handsome features, the
ghastly shadow of death, was fast
beginning to creep. The dying
man moved uneasily, and lifting
his white emaciated hand, he
laid it tenderly on the bowed
head of the weeping girl, and in
a voice tremulous with suppressed
emotion, he whispered: -

“Ines, my poor child look up!
God alone knows how deeply it
grieves me to leave you, but I may
not, can not linger much longer
for the Divioe Snmmons has come
snd [ must obey—yes, I must go
out into the mighty land of mys-
teries, and there Inez I will meet
your mother--my beautiful Span-
ish bride, my first and only love I”
As the dying man upoke, a beau-
tiful light beamed from his sun-
keu eyes, and rested like & heav-
enly balo of light upon his pallid
features. The girl hue her
sobs, and raising her bowed nead,
she gized long, and eArnestly in-
to the tender, loving eyes of the
ooly parent whom she hud ever
known. ;

As she. kneels there, in the
hushed room ot death, let us
psuse for & moment, and gaze
around s, The room is a large
airy apartment, filled up with
the costliest furniture, and every
- thing in  it, betokens taste,and
refloement, A large bay win-.
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athwart the pallid brow of the
dyiog man, and stirring the dark
tresees of the girl, who koeels by
the couch, watching each varying
change and shade that passes
over his face, her lithe form now
and then quivering with inwar
emotions, while her sweet youn
face, whioh is only a raﬂne(ﬁ
and delicate reflection of his own,
ever, and anon blanches white as
the snowy sheets before her.

“Yes Inez, my darling, [ go to
meet your mother, and together,
we will wateh over our pureohild,
and our emancipated apirits will
hover around you by day and
by night.”

“Oh papa, dear papa, don’t;
don’t npenﬂ of death again, for 1
think my heart is breakiug,” re-
plied the girl now weepingafresh,
“And what will I do without you,
for I will be homeless, friendless
and penniless, since uncle Ed-
ward claims all we have?”

“My sweet child, my own Ives,
God knows I would stay with you,
butit isimpossible,for mortalsean
not resist the relentless hand of
death; but darlin g you will not be
homeless, for I have written to
your uncle Edward to come for
}v;ou wheu I am gone. 1 know

is heart js hardened, yet1 do
not think it ¥ in him to refuse
his brother’s child a home.”

“And even if he does not re-
fuse it papa, I can never go to
uncle Edward’s home, among my
haughty cousins, and be depen-
dant upon their generosity, No
rather will I work for m daily
bread from house, to honse,”
cried the girl with ~something
like & gleam of lire iashing 1n her
eyes; and lighting up her proud,
young face. *“But oh papa, if I
could only go with you throngh
the ‘dark yalley, and shadow of
death."”

“That cannot be, my child, but
remember though  your
earthly parents are gone there is
One mightier than all—One, who
will uever forsake you if you
Him aright, but now
danghter sing my favorite song,
for I would hear your sweet
voice once more, ere thesense
of hearing is stilled in death.”

The girl again bowed her head
upon the couch of death,and by a
mighty effort controlled the con-
tending emotions of her bleeding
heart, and sang in & quivering
voice ;

Afar beyond the vanlted sky,

re I8 & world of rest, and loye;

Aud when shull close mf mortal eye,
_1°ll sock that Joylul clime sbove.

And there I'll llve forever blest,
And meet the lov’d ones who have

one,
In Iu‘n me on my Saviour's breast;
And joyfnl ralse my endlesssong:

T! where the cooling waters flow
m thers, where mnﬁ- no vell of
night—
There where the bright flowers
I'1l live for "aye in sweet del!

Oh now my weary longing soul
A e WIS B s e
Oh Jesus, Baviour, quicklycoms )

Like a wail of death, the song
died away, the girl raived her
head, and gazed into the still,
white face before her, just as a
radiant light broke over his fea-
tures, and stretching ont his
arms, he exclaimed;

“Have you .come for me Inez
my bride? Then let us go, let us
haste away.” Aod sinking back
amid his pillows, the pallor of
death o&graprm{ his face—his
eyes olosed, and Richard Melville
slept the sleep that knows no
waking. As he sank back upon
the couch, the girl gave a piercing
shriek, and springing toward him,
she sank upon his lifeless body »
senseless . Bearce had she
sank there lize a broken lilly,
when the sound of footsteps were
::ard, ;nd the next wt the

eavy door swu

givin a&mitmn‘» ﬂ:b’{o‘r’mi
an elderly woman, whose time
frosted locks were pushed neatly
back beneath the border of &
unowy ocap. She pausedin the
door-way, and for a mo-
ment on the scene before her, the
pale whiwe fm tl:ul;: man
apon whose Inanimate. bo

o form of his child ih a de

]

the
comes | like

trance. It was only & mo-
ment she stood there gazing up-

on that deathly scene, then clasp-
ing .her withered hande, she ex-
claimed, while tears ran down
her wrinkled cheeks:

“Oh 'God in Heaven help us,
for poor master Richard has died
all wlone here, with ne one by
him but hischildl Oh why
dido't Miss Inez tell me, for I
never thought he was so bad—
pever dreamed it. Ah Miss Ines,
poor innocent lamb, what will
you do now without master Rich-
ard?”  And advancing to the
cough, she lifted the inanimate
form of the girl, from the
dead body, muttering under her
breath: “Poor lamb-—poor lamb,
1 what will you do?” And layiog
her upon the sofa, she bent over
ber, and began bathing her tem-
Elu. aod sprinkling water over

er face, all unconacious that an-
other person had entered the
room, and stood regarding the ins
animate form on the couch with
a hard cruel expression beaming
in his huughty black eyes. It
was but & moment be gazed, then
turning aside, he touched the old
woman’s arm, saying in.a cold
unfeeling tone:

“My brother T goe is dend.”
With an exclamation of surprise
ghe started up, and casting one
swift glance into the face before
her she answered in a hard dry
tone:

“Yes Edward Melville, your

brother is dead—died a few mo-
ments ago, with no being by hiln,
save hischild, and she r, in-
nocgnt baby, I think her heart is
broken.”
.,;‘ ah! nothing af the kind, she
wi
weelk 'l vager, half of 1t assum-
ed no doubt.” He went on in cold
measured tones: ““for these 8pan-
iards know well how to pls; their
tricks, to enlist sympathy.’

The old woman gazed at him
unflinchingly for one moment,
snd then without even so much
as deigning him an answer, she
stooped,and lifting the girl in her
arms passed out of the room.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]
e

THE MISSING LET-
TER.

‘Here, Barney, 'take this leiter to Miss
Laura Carter. Mind and give it yourself
into her own band.'

It was Fred Harlowe who said this, s
fine young fellow, with curly brown bair,
and goft, durk eyes, that had the game
chestnut glint m them,

Barney took the dainty missive, thrust
ing It into the pooket of his jacket,

L Iwill, Mr, Fred. Will I wait for
m';‘:..n‘wer, sir?

‘I will go for the answer myself,’ thought
Fred, as he watched Barney's retreating
form; a pleased smile playing around his
mouth, followed by agy anxious Jook in the
eye, for hope and fear wera prelty equally
balanced in bis breast,

Barney was passing out of the gate, when
a sudden thought struck him,

Preity Katy Moony was seamstress at
Mr. Carter's, whose good graces he was
anxious to obtain. Bo, turning back, he
went to his snug litle room, over the
stables, and taking off his solled and torn
Jackets, put on his Surday best,' easting n
complacent glance, as he butloned it over
the brawny chest, at the eracked glass that
hung ovér the mantel, and which revealed
a frank, honest face, whose prevailing ex-
préssion was that of careless, rollicking
good-nature,

Barney had nearly mached his desting
tlon, his thoughts mose om Katy's bright
ayesthan his errand, when suddenly putting
his hand in his pocket, he found the letter

misslog.

It hiad beon left behind 1n his every-day
Jaclket, -

It was & smile, or more, bul there wos
nothing to be done but to turn buck.

‘Barney had gone enly about half the
distance, when be met Mr. Fred, on his
way to town, who hailad him with :

‘Hello! Barvey, you've been quick. Did
you give the Jatter Into Miss Laurs’s own
hand # 1

.Y‘*i AV cooree, ﬂl‘" ‘u m’
not daring to confess the truth, and quiet-
ing his gonscience with the thoaght that he
would do so, with the least possible delay.
Ho was ot loug in resching hs room.
But, to his surprise and consternation, on

He looked i every place where be could

o

pfgt over it in less than a

oarding Mi-jodst, 5o Ltk yar 2 bo|

What was to be done now ?

Nothing but to make & full confession of
his carelossness, which the falschood be
had told made still harder for him to do.
But there wasxo other alternative; L |
well knew that & would be found out in
time, and that Mr, Fred would be much
less angry with him If he had the story
Trom his own lips.

But he bad no opportunity that day,
Mr. Frod came homs, but la a great hurry,
and apparent flustration, going away al-
most linmediately, :

It was not until the next day that Barney
or any of the other servauts, koew that
their young master had set sail for Europe.

‘Sure, Miss Katy, and it's a nate band ye
are with a needle. Take pity on a poor,
lone man, and mend this old jacket P

‘Old, Indeed! sniffed Katy, witha dis-
dainful toss pf the head; ‘it. would be &
dale easier making yo a new one.’

‘But what is this betwixt the linin’? The
saints preserve us, but it's a letter I

Barney to his feet, as he caught a glimpse
of the solled and wrinkled envelope that
Katty pulled out from a rent in the lining
of his jacket.

‘By the powers! if it aln’t th® ove that
Mr, Fred give me for Miss Laurs, and
which disappeared all of asuddent, [t was
Just before he went away to furrin parts, I
was in a terrible takin when I missed ity
but I've never thought of it from that day
to this'

‘An'ye don't mane o say that ye nover
let on ye lost it ¥

‘How conld I, Katy, dear? Sure, an’'
didn't Mr. Fred lave the very nixt mom-
in'?

“Ob, hear "the stupid, careless, good-for-
nothing fellow talkl And wasu't that what
made bim go? An’isn't poor Miss Laura
a-grievin' of herself as white and thin s a
ghost ? an’ all for the want o' the letter that
you've IJOGEI carryin’ about inslde your
jacket, six weeks or mare? I've no pa-
tiance with po! Clive i s,

“What s v€ golu’ to do, Katy ¥ inquired
Barnéy, in slarm, as the Indignant gixl,
selzing the letter, tarned towards the
door,

‘I'm goln' to %rytoundo what you've
done, Mr. Barney. Miss Laura shall have
ber letter, though no thanks to you for the
same,’ ;

Katy found her young lady in her room,
and in her haste and eagemess, scarcely
waited to give the usual tap before enter-
Ing.

Young Mr. Harlowe's abrupt departure
had been a sad mystery to poor Laura
Carter until ahe read the letter that Katy
Inid on her knee, and listened to the story
of ita long delay, and how it came Into her
possession.

In spite of the angry tone ahe had taken
with Barney, Katy had a soft place in ber
heart for the thoughtless, good-hearted fol-
low, who was overwhelmed with sorrow at
the result of his carelessness, So she ven-
tured a few words of excuse for him,

But Laura scarcely heard or heeded Ler,
80 fast did her heart beat with joy at this
happy solution of the mysiory that had
caused her so many sorrowful days and
sleepless nights. -

Ayl o a Jolter weant across the Atlantie,
in answer to the one that was so loug in
reaching its destinatflon, bearing to Lhe sad
exile the words that be had so often yearn-
ed, but never hoped to bear,

It Is hardly necessary to statethat Fred's
reburn was as sndden and abrupt as his
departure, or to speak of the merry wed-
ding that followed, .

The young couple were too happy to
cherish hard fee towards poor
whosa mu!ﬁo}ll?uw liunu':.') ll:“’lﬂ.j
of the sorrow be bal caused them, w
he marned Katy, a fow months later, Mr,
Fred Ru him the position of head _
oo G
f e, S

‘Much bolter than he desorved.’

Reading m_l.mu Pnils.
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ROLLO AND SILAS;
: THE Twa:cm

‘Father,’ sald Rollo Wharton, I g%;
had a dollar.!

¢What for, my son? sald Mr. Wharton,
looking good humoredly up from his work.
For ie was a harncss-maker, and was
working on strips of glossy-brown leather,
with aharp little awls, and Jong, cutfously-
shaped needles,

Bollo had been sitting on the door-step
for o Jong time perfectly quiet and silen,
with his chin lo his bands, and Mr Whar
ton was beginningto wonder what keps the
littls fellow atill so long. '

lo.

by auy possibilty haye dropped ¥, but to |
DO purpass. . :

T4 buy o eart wih i’ said Bal. |* r

asked Mr. Wharton, with snawl  between
his teeth.
lasly, ;
¢ s 10 be ajschosl pienlo on Thurs-
day ini the Big Hollow, you know, fath-
PRl t
‘Well, I onght to know,’ sald Mr. Whar-
ton, laughing, ‘for you have told me of it
oftan enough, my boy."
Yes,’ wont on Rollo, ‘and we're each to

ma bas given him a pound-cake,all covered |
with white frosting, mad ‘ot and come
again,’ In red sugar leiters on the top, and
a bow! of apple jelly, and a pine-apple; and
a currant tart, and he'agoing to  pack 'em
all in the cart, and draw ‘e there, And
I shall bave o carry mine in & no-handled
bagket '

Whatare you to take ™ asked Mr. Whar-

of leather. }

‘A dozen fried ocrullers, and hall a
dozen lemons, and n jug of cofibe,” said
Rollo,

‘Do you think il hurt-you 4o curry
those few articles, my boy

(N=—no, sir, admitted Rollo, ‘But Sila®
has got a cart and I haven't. ;

Yes,' sald Mr. Wharten, ‘and Silas® fath-
ar la s very rich man, with more money to
spond than he knows what lo do with, and
yours has to work hard to putjbread in his
children's months and clothes on their
backs!' i -

Rollo waa silent for a little while, but
at length he sald:

‘For all that, I can't help wishing I had a
cart,

“Then you have got less common Bense
than I gave you credit for baving,’ said his
father. ‘Andnow Jtis time for you to
go and drive home the cows from pas
ture,

Rollo obeyed his futher's commands, one
foot daragging after another, and kis ayes
fixed moodily on the ground. Evidently
his heart was not In his work,

The néxt morning, before he went to
school, his father called him ont into the
barn. .

‘Look there, my son I' said he poluntingto
one corner.

‘Oh P erled Rolloywith a little exclmmaton
of surprise, ‘It's a cart !’ -

A cart It was, manufactured out of a
starch box set on four wheels,with a neatly
turned handle—a real cart, strong and ser.
vicible, and capable of holding & good solib’
burden, Y

‘Oh, father! cried Rollo, breath-
la; with delight, ‘whero did you get
it

‘I made it mysoll,’ sald Mr. Wharton,
amiling, ‘after you had goue to bed last
night. Itis pot particularly ormamental
but I think it will serve your purpose.
And you can paint it after you have used
It fos the plenio, whatever color you please,
I will get some paint, and borrow a couple
of brushes, and we'll do it together, some
Saturday afternoon. y

Ob, father,how good you are,’ sald Rollo,
‘Oh, I'mso much obliged to you, you can't
think.

‘Show your gratitnds, then, by being s
good, obedient bey," sald Mr, Wharton,and
them he went back to his  work,
leaving Rollo to admire the homemade
at his loasure. :

How rich, Rollo Wharton falt on the
morning of +he picnie, as he Lendged along
the road, with a néwly ironed loen sult,
the work of his mother’s hands, a Deal
straw bat, with a new brown ribbon bidd-
ing, and the cart well packed with his cone
tributions to the picvic! Avd when he

*Are you ready Sitas?* asid®he,

“Yes,' cried outn voloe, “Whaifa minute
Rollo! Heve I coma! Out of tho.way!
Who-o-0-p I ¢

And down the carriage drive he
melop-d,_lﬁ eart load raitling bahind

much pride.
‘Ho! crled Silas, stopping short and

%ﬁm gm':n

thing? ‘Best family stavoh! Halha!
al . e

“But what g this wonderful cart for® ) ¢

‘To draw thinga in,’ sid Rollg, beeath-| ¢

bring something to eat. And Silas’ mam- |

ton,still busily stitching away at the strips |

camio to Silas Wyman's big fron gate, he | U

" 'vegot s cart, oo? sald Rallo, whith |

aster, He was oo generous to exult ‘ovér
the downfall of the yay, paloted {
was ovidently made to sell and not to
use, O W Ny aeige 8
s 00 bad, Silasl ak
guess It conldu’t have 'Been’ very
l.hm.' g @ o v~ da @S | Y
‘qts s regube bumbug® lamen-
bl Silas. ‘M%!ﬂnﬂ o
do? it gt
‘Look here, I'll tell you,' said Rollo, ene
conraglugly. The tart and the .
are gone, but the cake lan't apolled, only &

little flattenened, and the ple.ja all
right, mjwmwm '

—there's lota of room—and el draw 1t
W“ - i & al ;-' ”
‘But supposs your wagon beesks!’
Tollo Iaughed outlond. Ay 4
that sort of merchandise,” sald e, :
rlak it's broaking.' (*IRG g
He was right, The cart that Sf'é Wi

4

man had so deévphed ‘
the Jolts and bumps between the hig ;
and Big Hollow, and they roached the ple-
nie ground in perfoct safiety, . . o 0
‘I declare, Rollo,' said 8ilas, syour Fam-
ily Starch’ is a ragular tramp, sud I'll come.
and help you painy it Satarday, If you'lldes,
how to make one like it P T o
How prond Rollo folt that eveping whien
he came bome and told his father the story .
of Silas Wyman's downfall. - = 0




