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tébin&himhhishoma. no one b
the little May; who, as soon aa ber ba-
by hands conid fashion the letters that
‘went to make up the words Dear Un-
cle John,’ never failed to write them to

~ Friend of Temperance,
-  pUBLISHED
R WIHITAKER,
.« RALEGH,N.C. I

his dreary life. Age was creeping
1over him; five-and fifty years wasted;
| for he could look upon them in no

other light. Unele John's life had not
been without its romance. When Ida
was & mere child, and he a young
|man, be bad loved a fair yonng mai-
den. The aay was ~appointed for the
wedding; the morning sun shone on
Mary Lile, dressed in her. wedding
robes, but cold as the marble that
soon marked the spot where they laid
her away to sleep.
~ And so0 Uncle John fclt the clouds
gather around his heart for a time,
and as they -were dispersing, Ida’s
death gathered themn again. But now
he determined to ré tmrn once more to
his native land, and make May Tre-
vor the sunshine of Lis weary heart.
May Trevor stood in the waning
light of an Oetober evening, by the co-
sy little fire in the drawing-room,
when her uncle first saw her, and so
like was she to her mother—his lost
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Trevor's Christ-

By ICOUSIN EMMA.

; -"f‘lm crimm:in - curtains in Uncle
 Juhu's handsorpe drawing-rooms were

~ snow-flakes that, as night closed in,
full from tho Leavy clouds. The rud-
- dy Jight of un ?]d-iaahio_ned wood fire
spurkled and dgnced on the wallg, and
_ on ke lnughing faces that were groups
~ gl around it - for Unecle John, above
~ wll things in th(i widg world, loved to
Jiaye young people around himj; and
 jgmusic was sd sweet to him as the
unsic Of lithe, § light-hearted voices.
‘Now, as the (:quatmas bolidays: were
Sldrawing near, hé had filled his; spa-
clons wansion wich youthful guests,
and from bis gréat easy-chair, at the
 ecrner of the hearth, watched |their
» _umy and happy faces, and fancied him- | you stay now ?'
~ gelf.once more ygung. | - And then Uncle John - opened wide
Dewr Unecle John was an old bb.che-i his-arms aund took the tiny figure into
© lor—that was | bad, the |girls|them, and held ber close to his great,
~ tliought, he was o good, and in. his kind heart, and wept over her, and
~ youth must hav  beeri so handspme, | blessed Ler.
" Now, the frosts of near sixty winters| From that night May Trevor's place
i bad thinned and 'ailvered the soft hair | was in the warmest nook of Uncle
-{Mﬂ temples, but they had not dim-| | John’s warm heart. She was his con-
wed the cherry light of his bright blue stant companion; he read with lier, he
mo: added a %m:ow to his broad, | talked with her, he taught her. He
L= 'W- e |
- neloJob 1

gome minutes, but cank into a chair
near her, and burried his face in lhis
‘hands. Then May came” up t) him
shyly and knelt down, and laid her,
sunny head upon his arm, ° gently tuk-
ing his band.

‘Dear uncle,’ she said,smnd her voice
was very much-ike the one the grave |
had sileneed; ‘Iear uncle, I love you;
I am glad you have come home; won't

-

L L1

| glist ned; ' bt May" Trovor sprang

him. ‘At length the wanderer tired of

i

abogt it, and you are not to know any-| ¢
thing, or do anything, until you see it
lighted Christmas Eve. But here is|claimed Miss Agatha Channing
something for your Christmas gifts,’| the first time catehing a glil.upSu’Df the

and he placed in her hand a roll of|child’s face, ag she held her pictures
b :

me !
one hundred und fifty dollars

Christmas gifts! Isn't he good!” and|the ceutre of attractioa to the gayly

_she slipped away to put on her walk- | dressed ladies, and she hung her head
ing dress, and in a few minutes was|in painful confusion.

ready to'join the party who were go-
ing with her to purch
gifts.

RALEIGH, Na

fres
1

quickly from bher seat, and in & mo-

How Miss Agatha wondered it
‘poor, dear May's frivolity I’ How she
wished that she had a8 little sensibili-
ty ! - And how-Mr. Cliffon wshed she
would keep her remarks to herself]
And while they were busy with her,
poor little May, with her head buried
in tue pillows, was sobbing her heart
out, for the grief and disappointment
of Evengelice. Why should she let those
persons in the - drawing-room see her
weop-—they who~Xiigw uothing about
her, only that she was Uncle John's
pet and heiress ? And why should

8
e

tears, be worried and troubled by |h
them ?
I won't be so foolish!" and she trip-
looking as bright and gay as

life. E

ngr._

Unecle Jobn,

‘Yes, darling, I amn going to see all|¢
h

ills

up

3. Eow Pih Undle John has made
See Mr. Clifton, see, Agatha;

for | up

ase Christmas|up

v

x

i = purchased a beautiful saddle horse
' one little niece, | for her own use; they drove: together
trevor, the prphan child of his
Yeats back—bow well ke

out into the country; he petted and

]
£ ]

1]

- until the old nurse shook

, of  herAit, for Uncle Jobn was the only per-
| stion of her fairy raO_n,ttt:J whose words she would give
Nld Bhing to Lis memory | the slighest heed, or from whom she
i% a8 iflit were only yester- | would brook the least coptrol.
§ > lle gt 5 ith his arm MO}ID& EMuy Trevor was just eigthteen, asfe
; ,ﬁo‘l‘ﬂlg her fhe pictures in the | the Christmas holidays, with which
t books of his|father's library. jour story opens, approached. Al the
" Jda Vaughan wgs scarce more than | girls at Uncle John's said she was
~ achild when she was married, against pretty and charming. Miss Agatha
. m wishes of her father, a poor young Channing, the eldest of the party, was
‘man, and left her luxurious home for | the only one who thought her at all
capable of improvement. Bat then

Agatha was so old—ahnost six-and-
‘twenty ! o
{Wallace Clifton —one of Uncle|®
John’s most highly esteemed guests,
the oniy son of his earliest and dear-

li
b
same city. " J phn,'iher clder and ounly

old Mr; Vaughan for her forgiveness;
he was traveling in Europe; but when
{he nows came to him, over’ the w

’ |
i

g B w . ) .—u&;ﬁ__%hiyi‘;‘ﬁh AEEicc LD -'.-;‘!' P JOBL LI
AR vy Gimpit'|  Indood Aiie siomed in a fair way for down into the poor,

in an out-of-the-way street, far away

from the great throughfares, and upen | dignity.
the rosy face of a sleeping boy, who
aroused himself And sprang from his | said, in a sweet tong, ‘but Mr. Parker
%rable bed to the winddw. “

the long winter night; such pretty pic- | a
tures as he had painted all over the

glass; turrets and spires and pine trees | tha.
and little old men with big heads, and | ¢y that prompted Grace, child as she
ds, to refuse the money, and the
And the boy put|smile that she gave her as she followed
his warm red lips up, and breathed | her cowpanions from the shop, assur-

CHAPTER IIL
It was a clear,

B
Tack Frost had been very busy all|me

g

ttle old women with sunshades and|w

ig poke bonnets.

n the pictures till they faded quite|ed
way; then he got down and sailed

ad broken the ice in it.

'im' he hastened home, and reached |est friend, a tall, grave man. just re- was among the iceb.ergs up in t'h(i-PU‘ wa
'jt]ust in season to receive the bless- tarned from Euarope, looked at May lar Sea. Happy childhood! that can n

Trevor, and listened to her light, mu-
gical voice, and thought had she been
a little more sedate, and quict, she
would have been very -charming; bnt
he never conld endure 'so frivolous a
young ledy. And May, asif divining
his thoughts, was wilder than ever,
agml" laughed, and danced, and sarg,
the first evening of their meeting, ael®

broken-hearted father.

bhad passed Away
~ sinee ber marrisge, and it was on a
" durk and syormy Christmas Eve, tl}a-&t
' .I_E;_mtg'th,\n, as he was entering bis
* house, iad @ note thrust into his hand,
Dbearing © the  few, almost illegible
words — 1 1
~ John, dear brdther for the 1o
~ Heaven, tome to Ida'" I
o Wilh basty, uneven steps, he fol-
 lowed the ragged boy, who o‘ﬂ‘umd t.o
* be his guid’e, antil he found himself in
the presence of the dying and the

ing of his |
~ One short year|

1

Ir.a. lu{

ed her wmind.
! How can I crave your pardon, my

Did T leave you sitting, or standing,
dead. i { Uncle Joha's drawing-room, while the

5 ' Ida, ber bright eyes fixed on tha cold
. slatueeque figure of | her joung hus-

. pand, lying on the bed by her side,
 gas fast fading away tojoin him in the
~ gpirit land. Slowly ghe turned, 'as

light flickered on the wall?
| Miss Agatha Channing, when the

Mr. Clifton should read aloud to them
the new poem, brought in the morn-
ing, and lying with uncut leaves upon
the table; and Mr,' Clifton, urged by |
all, even by May, consented.
‘Now,” he thought to himself,
seo if Miss Trevor can appreciate po-
etry— if she has any heart at all;* and

- John entered the room, and held i:.mt.
~ er thin, white hands towards ‘him.
What a meeting after a separation of
' drew his head

~ close down to hers, and tonched;:j her
* white lips to bis.

|
a whis-

« &

d
b

ones.

though a serious thought never enter- |and younger girl, who had, slept all
pight in her arms.

‘Dear Emmy, are you sick ? both}ger was over. -
gentle reader, for this loag digression? | ©
in ter 7’

gurtains were drawn, aund the gay fire- I
my lipsare so parched and dry,’
she laid back her head upon the pil-
lights were brought in, proposed that low and moaned.

tened to build the fire.

" |Emmy,” he said, ‘and it's very coldé—
T will | what shall we do when this is gone?

left us yet, sighed Emma, pressing her
hot, thin hand upon her white brow,

312

" Andso it was,

el John, I want to giv

eyou‘al‘.Ih' e to

T E ‘Peat brother,” she said Al 'he commenced reading in a low tone
o . on did notknow how much I : C : :
I _per, you s plle ! hhp- that well accorded with the spirit of and closing her meek brown eyes.
. euffered, taut;L Have ¥ R the poem. Tm hungry
t | 4y too; while my husband lived, I car- y e
q . P t.?or i o huhger.' but it kill- May Trevor sat at Uncle Jobn’s|when the big clock from
= etl!;;mt g Ny A#rling feet, her bright young head .leaning |near by struck eleven,
v b | ﬂ' ; !h.;'h'as o Bomé and habade against the arm of lus chair, and her
'--.nl Mn v him r Ybu'will' Jet us both |©Y®8 fixed full on the-rsader’s face; At|my breakfast, Emmy ¥’
| qmiqi :_‘:} 5 ] gﬂﬁ'a!‘ And. | dear length she shook the curls down over| Agsin Emma sighed.

her cheeks, so that they were like a
veil; and Unele John = felt the hand

|"|'I L s L " [ She
| srr f 'Bi"' my ‘.b&l{)': mﬁ;ﬁe M:Edj.a oft, that lay in his tremble.
,l!ls brown eyes, : E On the pallet before. her was stretched the

~ and you'll love her

¢\ John, won't you?

© loye ber
O it is

. by. Percy!

father's mem

~ John—put baby in
' Husban

_ curling hair; she is a de_m?l)aby,
' for 1wy _mke;i dear

d teach her to
ory and mine?
death—I cannot sée jyou!
my arms-—good-
d! I ﬂm‘ne'

!-‘ina the low voice ceased forever.

* fhe baby home an
‘card of & kind, mo

pursed her-mother,

in 't:_;he' family.
again,

.~ in foreige lands.

I
23
-

and for fifteen

d

therly womat,
and always lived
Then he went abroad

ycﬂ.l'! w
There were

|

that Uncle Johi took
gave her irito the

o

F

wha

form of an old man,
Long, and thin, and grey, were the locks that
shaded his temples;
‘But, as he lay in the morning light, 1 his face
for & moment .
Seemed to assume once mor * the forms of its
% earlier manhood; .
S0 are wont to be changed the furms ofthose
who are dying.’ )

Mr. Clifton’s voice saunk while he
read these and the following lines that
terminate the beautiful poem ‘Evange-

line.”
Miss Agatha raised her hankerchief

tie?-

1

to her face, and every eye in the room

J L

rings only pain to clegr and wiser |t

fo

a lips brought the boy in a moment

hildren nsked. . “‘What is the mat-

‘I've a very bad headache. O, Grace,
am afraid I am going to be very ill, | eo
and | be
br

In & moment Grace was bathing her

‘We've only cne more hod of - coal,

fr

‘God will provide. He has never

a church
and no sign of
breakfast appeared; ‘can’t Grace get

“There’s not & crust of bread in the
closet, dear sister,” said Grace, coming
and laying her bead close downto Em~
ma’s—‘not a single erust. What shall
we do ¥’

‘Harry, you must go and beg,’ said
Emma, in a tone of despair. ‘1 _can-
not work, and God alone knows how
long I may be ill.”

T will try first,’ said Grace; ‘perha;'s
I may be'sble to sell some of my pie-
tures; you said they were remarkably
pretty, and well done. If I cannok
sell thern, I will beg for Harry and
you, dear Emmy.’ And wrapping
carefully half-a-dozen pencil sketchse
in an old newspaper, Grace Littleton

went forth “tub-Shetl &

the crowda
them

denee it
should do, those
ber eyes she log)

blue sky and €
words :(—

_'ﬂ;ie_;m no

Mr. Wallace (?liffmi’, froui Lis point | and stood
of observation in a distant corner, half | hand, waiting for a glance from oneof
ashamed of himself for doing it, watch- | the very busy looking clerks.

ed every motion of her graceful, igirl- '

sister— that he could not speak ' for |ish figure, and found bhiwself say-|the child, and struck by the beauty of

. I her countenance, she beckoned her to
Tittle darling thing ! if she had on-|a distant part of the ghop, and with a
ly more heart!”

miserable garret, | bay Christmas gifts with.’
But Grace drew  back, with gentle

‘You are very kind, madam,’ she

“Very strange,” muttered Miss Aga-

Emmy was quite
kins predicted fever, and Grace was at
once sent for Uncle John's family phy-
o her side, and awoke also another|sician, while Nurse Jenkins went for a
good: woman, whom she knew, to come
and take care of Emmy till the dan-

frosty.
Lad been prepared with great care un- |
der his own immediate direction ; and
he only waited for May’s gifts, to open

Hir. 5
ment her light yoice was heard sing-| | (Oay colors fosted Belopil
ing gayly on the stairs. she threaded }

-
&
o

poos Huusty<Sans

not, fo her

‘Consider

-

:f‘_ : "l “ The Hriends of Gemperance.”

b 4

ravens; for H H

g

and God feed-
And then she bounded

tore-house nor barn;
th them.

. along, and entered the book store
Unecle John, who hated to see herin|w '

here she was going to try and sell
er pictures, with a light heart, - for

‘Nothing but & story, either,”| were not Emmy, and Harry and ske
May said to herself, wiping her eyes;|of more worth than many ravens?

Grace advanced timidly to the coun-

ped down stairs and into . the parlor, {ter, for a gay party stood near it

thongh | turning over the engravings, and talk-
she had never shed a tear in her|ing in merry voices, o different from

mmy’s! She opened her package,

with the pictures in her

May Trevor was the first to observe

sweet, encouraging smile, drew from |her,” U
“We must do something about the | her her simple story. sy

Christmas tree, today,
said May, the next morning.

an go and see if Mr. Parker will pur-

ase your pictures.’
‘What a sweet little' creature!” ex-
for

to Mr. Parker. ‘What lovely eyes!

Mr. Clifton only look !’ i,
Grace felt the warm:-Blood rushing

to her brow, as she found herself

“She must be very poor; let us make

a purse for her. Here Mr. Clifton,

Mr. Warren, Alice Jenny—thank you,
thank you.

Yy, d

ear, where is your

=

ttle girl, is somet.hin'gt.(;

s hio will take my pictures .and puy
for them, and I'd rather not take
ift from you now. -

But May appreciated the delica-

her of her warmest sympathy.

Up the old creaking stairway, and
his shoe in a basin of water, after he|int
h

o the garret wliere Emmy lived,

The shoe|May Trevor an hour later,  found her

y. She was followed by her old

urse, and although not a stranger in
raw beauty and pleasure from what | such abodes, the poor apartment, and
he grace and beauty of its occupants,
rmed so strange a contrast, that she
Harry Littleton’s gay laughter . ere|could not but ‘express a little sur—
ong @ronsed a young girl,lwho twrned | prise.
wearily on her pillow and opened her

eyes.. A moan of pain from her parch- |
e

ﬂf Nurse Jen-

While - they were gone, May sat

down on the side of the bed, and with
her gentle voice soon Wwon Emmy’s}

nfidence. Tenderly, as if ghe had
en her sister, she smoothed her soit
own hair away from he¥ burning

brow, and sung tender Lymns to her,
until, when the doector came, he de-
head witlh ice water; and Harry has-|clared she had done more for the sick
girl than all Lis medicines
She was ill from great 4nd over-exer-
tion ; she needed rest, *and freedom

could do.

om care—that was all ; and if Miss

May could see to that, she would soon
be well again.

May Trevor was at home at dinner-

time, and no one but Wallace Clifton
whispered Harry, had noticed her absence.

Christmas Eve was bright, cold and
Unecle John's Christmas tree

the dcor that conqealed it from lis
guests.

‘Come, puss, he said to her, ‘it's

nearly time to see Jny fairy free—
what have you to hang on it ¥’

‘Not much, dear uncle,’ May repiied.

‘T-will tell you all about it, to-morrow,’
and she handed him the little parcels
she had prepared ; while. Mr, Cliften,
who bad a singular way of seeing eve-
ry motion of May's, was almost sure
that a bright tear fell from her long
lashes.upon the ruby lolds of her vel-
vet robe. Unecle Johndooked surpris-
ed, but quite contented. May never
did anything wrong in his eyes ; and
he seemed more proud of the slippers
tied her hood over her dark curls, and | her own fairy fingers had wrought for

e
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Svould havs been for a|
ha, and one or two of
* Undle John's ‘gifts
it ;'but only ' a trifle
it of her own work.
jow mean!’ Agutha
ik to Mr. Clifton,
GXA z & beauti-

1

. | Emmy not to tell who did it for us,
and I mast not.’

Girace, that you eould let me have ¥’

Emmy—that I'd rather not sell—and
the other is Harry, sailing his shoe in
& bowl of water ; he calls it his boat.’

| Cliften ; ‘suppose I go home with you

e

NO.'8.

a deep impression on his mind ; ahd,
though vexed at her plain talk he
could but acknowledge that sle was
right.

At an early hour they wure on their
way home, but move thar half the dis-
tance was paserd over before a word
was spoken by “either. Mrs. Lyman
was beginning to' fear that sbe had
seriously offended  her ther, when
be anid : ‘Kate, I was &wnost

about as full of faults as we poor dev-
ils are.’

An amused expression on Mrs. Ly-
man's face was her only answer.

Mr. Graham sat for some minutes
in moody silence, and then said, reach-
ing for his hat as he spoke: ‘Come
sis, let’s go over to Uncle John's.—
We'll be ‘sure to find smiling faces
there, and can manage, perbaps, to
pass an evening very plessantly. It's

‘She would not like it—she asked

‘Have you any pdnu ab home,

“Yes, one or two; one is a sketch of
1

‘Ah, I should like that!’ said M

i
L
§ -

gor{sow and get it ; do you thiok Examy |4 pily a fellow can’t fake some com- | with you, but 1've come.to the copela-
ol I R Ay S Y pebethome, gl o : | sion Wt ace morvthantit £rin
9 S s S R T e T ﬁmr “hst T hon M,% Two Prows
Aad . ' F J : ' _ - : 'i_ i DI A e 101 Was E.‘:.' ; .~
only words e, — " NSRS geh! L. » i T I'll tarn over & now Mt?m.“‘ék’é'-“ o
You are Mss Trevor's guest® 3| - And@olding out her hand for hig | 6ie’s jacket is done, for he is very anx- | can win the roges "back to |\ e o
Neverthelfs, when ghe lefé / , she tripped gayly along, un- |ious {0 wear it to school te-morrow cheeks.' " ' \é\éﬂ‘»‘a.
alone, Wallg could only think it w .shgéntered a retired street and | and then, if Nellie is asleep'—gianc-| "Spoken like yourself, m daa;b;;-
i Could it be that Malshpameed at the door of a pleasant, but [ing at the cradle where lay the six- B ‘

it of her.
she not,
der.

involuntay sigh.

Lis aF

an’

and danced away.

ber a short drive.

you!’

time being.

in

Mr. Clifton ¥’
“Very lovely I".

quire about her.
gelf just
her hand.
gir ¥
face.
many.’

morning, since pa
continued Grace,

but I forgot, I am
forgot,!" and she bl
carelessness.

eager expression.

‘I ghould like tq

“This‘ugly pain in
expostulated the old gentleman.
Tl wrap a big shawl all around
you, dear nucle,’ returned May.
‘But it is so cold-—let Wallace take

and a package of dra

Fa

‘She_ is peautiful, my little paz,iﬂ
lace ? asked Uncle John,
tapping bip playfully on his shoul-

“Yery,’ pplied Mr. - Clifton, with an

‘Those pbies are very becoming to
John went on; ‘I had hard
: work to grsuade her to wear them to-
‘T will call And see Emmy,’ sho said, {night, buf I told her she must please
when Grace finished. ‘And'wow you |hor old yocle. Ah, sunbeam,’ he ad-
ded, ssfhe came up to hith'and laid
her brigit head for a moment against

“Tired, are you ¥
deed ; but very happy !’
T'dlike to know the seeret of it,|
May, baid Uncle John, inqguisitively ;|
but May shook ber head mysteriously,
‘Tll find out to-
morrow, little goose,” he muttered.—
She'’s got some great secret,, but she
can’t keep it from me long.’
Mr. Clifton beartily wished he knew,
but was too polite to express his wish.
May was a very strange girl—he
knew that. She seemed to avoid him
by every means in her power ; if he
tried to talk seriously wi
ad . srmare s ToTeIgn  to b

{ie eonld never make her sit beside

him a moment; she would never sing
with him, thongh his‘voice was a very
fine tenor; she would never even sing
herself when he was in the room.—
May was really incomprehensible, and
Miss Agatha, by her hints and inuen-
docs, would fain have had him be-
lieve her heartless and miserly also.
All that Christmas Eve Wallace
pacsed in trying to
but in vain;and May’s laughing ‘goo
night,' only recalled him to himself.
Christmas Day, and though the air
was sharp and cold, nothing would
serve May’s eaprice but Uncle-John
must order ont the horses, and take

Mr. Clifton is not Unecle John!
And in proof of her words, May
threw her arms around Uncle John'’s
neck and gave him a succession of kis-
ses that made Mr. Clifton, who pre-
tended to be reauing, sincerely wish
that he was Uncle Jobhn, just for the

At length Uncle Jobn was prevailed
upon, the more readily, perhaps, from
the factthat Agatha Channing won-
dered how poor dear May could be so
careless as to wish to expose his health
to the raw air of that Christnias morn-
g!” and they leit the warm drawing-
room, for the keen outer air. -
“Well upon my word, Mr. Vaughn
is a queer old gentleman to be s0 led
by a girl like May Trevor; isn’t he.

replied Wallace, at
random; upon which Agatha favored
him with & little keen raillery, that
caused him to prefer
drawing-room. Slowl, _
- along, until he reached the shop where
Grace sold her pictures, and it oceur-
red to him that he Wo

the street to the
y he sauntered

uld stop aund in-

At the door, he met the child her-
coming out, with bright eyes,
wing materials in

“May I wish you & merry Christmas,
she asked, at once recollecting his

, ‘Thank you for ib, little maiden, and.
I wish you in return, not one but

“This is the Lappiest . :

paang mamma died,’

en ed by Mr. |

- ? - ?fag y
Clifton’s pleasant smib

‘Why so? he inquigd-

‘We are 8o happy-Ig-*"

” o tell, indeed 1

i scarlet at her

Mr. Clifton’s face LS

[} T

ad up with an

 vain girl ‘she seemed Feins
He looked ¢ her clear, cloudless f8
radiant wit] smiles—he watched h&,
out the least noticed
ones of theparty, and brought smiles
to their fads, and he could not think

8

ture ship seemed so0 content—that Mr.

o subject ;

8

t

=
]

Chiristuwas

Trevor—

tEmmy, sir,” she said, ushering him in-
to'a light, airge” sartment ; ‘and—oh,
I did m_:’t.5 ' o
here,’ she

more as she saw a deep flush rise to
May's fair cheek. But Uncle Jaln sat
near Emmy, with such a pleasant face;
and Emmy looked so happy and love-
ly, though still pale and thin; and
i Harry in a corner busy with a minia-

Clifton, standing in the door-way,
could not speak.

mas gift! this was why the friends at
Uncle Joln's received such paltry tri-
fles, This dear, beautiful young mai-
den, who stood near Emmy, with trem-
u%ous tears on her pure eyelids and a
Aushed cheek-—this was® the thought-
fess girl who launghed at his serious
conversation, and sang a gay song
over ‘Evangeline!’ ‘

awkwardness of his position.
ly wished Le could throw himself af
May’s feet and kiss the hem of her gar-
ment, and call her what he felt she
was most like—an angel.
were all those realities before him,
preventing his speaking to her, so,
bowing with a—ea=

John called to him to ride home with
him and May.

was really amusing to note the various
ways in which she maneuvered to
prevent his speaking to her—and Mr.
Clifton really began to think she had
a positive, aversion to him ; then he
wished he had never come to Uncle
John's at all, or that he had not dis-
solve the riddle, | covered how truly and unostentatious
d- | ly good May Trevor was.

dull, and with her usual tact, urged
his singing an old ballad. He refus-
ed but Agatha at length carried he

point. May stood beside her when he
my “shoulder,’ commenced singing, but she felt the
tears gathering thick and fast in her
eyes, and glided away from the draw-
ing-room out into Uncle John's study.
And so it was, when he ~had finished
singing; Mr. Clifton, not staying to
hear Miss Agatha’s thanks followed
May into the study, and found her in
the great easy-chair, her head buried

very child as she was. Then Wallace
knelt down beside her, and very soon

ther, Only live yowr courting-days
over agsin, and you will again have
reason to be proud of Mattie. Now,
Chailey,” continued his sister, ‘just
stop at Warner's, on4he way home, -
and buy a baakeme'ﬁ;
tlien call at Ougoml‘n-;a.qdfguh".'a-
test wmagazine. T"B:*W'pm_s-
ent to Mattie, and see How she will re-
ceive them.'’ -

. (e
Mrs. Lyman «~went direetly home,
ﬁutligg Mrs. Graham still bnsily sew-
ing, guve her & good-night kiss, and
went immediately to her room. Mr.
Grabam came in soon afterward, and
placing the oranges, with the book, in
his wile's lap, said, ‘Here, Muttie, is a
present I got on purpose for You—lay
aside your sewiug and cnjoy these
good things.’
Mrs. Grabham gave ber husband one
quick surpris; d look, and ns'she had
done vnce before that cvening, Lurst
ito tears, .
‘Why, Mattie,” said Mr. Graham,
‘have I been so neglectful of you, that
a little sct of kindness like this affects
you thus?
‘Ob, Charley!” said she, as soon as
she could command her voice suffi-
ciently to reply, ‘I thought you had
ceased to love me, and was just griey-
ing myself to death over it.’
No. Masbia—T., *wonor And gherish;
but God helping we, I promise anew
to love and cherish you ‘tenderly ‘till

months old baby—T'll go with you.’
As the clock struck seven the little
garment was pronounced finished, and
was placed by the kind aunt where
Bertie could not fail to see it when he
first awoke in the morning. Baby was
now soundly sleeping, and Mrs. Ly-
man, after putting on her hat and
shawl, stepped to the door of her sis-
ter's room and said :  ‘Mattie, wo are
gong to uncle Jobn's. We shall not
be absent long ; but do not sit up for
us unless you choose to.”

‘Very well,” was the reply, but the
tone in which the words were uttered,
told plainly that the speaker took but
little interest in what was going on’
about her.

“Now, Charley,” said Mrs. Lymau,
as soon a8 they were fairly in the
street, ‘I shouldn't have consented to
come with yon to-night, were it not
that I wanted. as Aunt Hannah used
to say, to give you a ‘good big picce
of my mind.’

‘Why, what for Kate? What great
crime am 1 guilty of.’ P
“The crime of destroying your own
happiness, and the bappiness of those
dearest to you.’

“What do you mean? What can you
rean ?' _

< think, Oharley, you spoke very

harshly to noar Meblioeda atid”
‘Perhaps I was rather cross, but

Kate, that woman tries my patience | eatfi do us- depart.’
dreadfully. She goes moping around, | Tt was all that was needed to muke

looking as forlorn and disconsolate as| yfattie the ch - :
: sheerful, loving W
though she had not a friend in the | 51a. sreg Mape ol

world.’

"This is our new home, aud this is

‘w Miss Trevor was
€ sd, half frightened, lest
he had done something wrong, the

This then was May Trevor’s Christ-

Wallace Clifton forgot all about the
He on-

Buat there

wownunng  Uncle

All that merry Christmas day, May
tudiously avoided Mr. Clifton. It

- Mrs. Lyman was awakened the yext
“There wust be a cause for it. morning by Charley’s clear riuéing

Yes, I suppose; but I think it voice, ag he sang the words of that

would puzzle a lawyer to find out the| nost beautiful of Scoteh songs—
cause.’ : =

Don’t you remember when she was
otherwise ?’

Don’t I remewber? I think I do.
There wasn't as pretty a girl for miles
around as Mattie Standish was. I was
proud of her.in my courting days.’
“¥es; I well remember what a de-
voted lover you were. Our garden
was robbed of its choicest flowers to

be made into bouquets for Mattie. If} There is a scheme on foot ol .
fruit or confectionery was sent from| York to found an asylum or home for
the city, the very n'cest was selected | literary men and artists who are poor
for that same Mattie. Thelatest mag-|or disabled. The scheme is a noble
azines and papers were found on her|one, but as a similar institation failed
tablé, placed there by my brother Char- | several years ago on the general prin-
ley. In short, vothing was too gcod|ciple that the authors and artists were
for her.’ too proud to accept public favors, it is
“That’s so Kate; and those were jol- | thonght nothing will be done with it.
ly times. I wonder if Mattie has for-| It will be remembered that Bulwer
and sobbing like a|gotten them ¥’ Dickens, Jerrold, and  other literary
Without heeding his last remark,] men worked very diligently to get up
Mrs. Lyman contiruel: I had a beau- | an authors’ home at Knebworth, which
tiful rose-trée at home, Charley, that they succeeded in doing only to find
was given me by a dear friend. As|that it could not be carried on because
long as I watered it and tended it | ¢fe people whom they songht to bene-
carefully it repaid me with many fra- | f¢ could not be induced to leave Lon-
grant, besutiful blossoms: but sfter it| don poverty, where they felt a degreg
had been in my possession & few months | of independence they could never feel
I am sorry to_say, I shamefully neg-|at Bulwer's fine seat. The plan of be-
lected it. . Sometimes, for days togeth-| gtowing aid through an author’s fund
or, 1 &id not go near it. It faded and|jike the Royal Literary Fund of Great
dropped. I renewed my care of it— | Britain is more foasible. This charity
but it was too late. My rose treedied | ig kept strictly privat,e:, S antochts
and I learned & Jesson. Take care]annually to about £2;000.

Charley, that your Mattie does not
share the fate of my rose. She has a
peculiarly sensitive nature, and will
4 not bear neglect any more than a ten-
der plant will. ' '
But, Kate, Mattie knows that Ilove
her as well as I ever did.’
‘What reason has she to think so?—
I was reading, not long since, of a gen-
tleman who had visited in a great many
families ; and among them all, he had
found but very few really happy ones.
The cause of the unhappiness, he said
was not so much the want of love as
the want of care to manifest it. That

“Her voice is low and sweet,
She's all the world to me—

And for bonnie Annie Laurie,
I'd lay me down and die.”

‘Ah!" said she¢, with a smile, ‘it
didn’t take a lawyer to find the reason
why Mattie fwent moping about the
house.’

‘Husbands, love your wives, and be
not bitter against them.’

Agatha Channing was in fine spirits
hat evening ; she saw Mr. Clifton was

on the great arm,

he had whispered words in her ear
that she might not laugh away ; and
when Uncle John unsuspiciously open:
ed the door a few minutes after, he
saw his pet May, with her head lean-
ing on somebody’s arm beside his,
and a smile on her face as bright as
the dewdrop on a lilly.
“T'his is all right, my children,’ he
said, but his voice was thick and hus-
ky ; ‘the old man cannot live long,
and I am glad that my own pet has
bestowed so well her most precious
Christmas gifts !

et
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Ax Artist Squaw.—The squaw Ma-

tilda, mentioned in the dispatches. as
one of the chief mediators with the
Modoe Indians, is a woman of no mean
capacity. Living with an_ American,
she keeps his house tight and soug as
any white woman could., Whenever
not occupied with house-hold cares
she is busy over her pencil and paper ;
‘has & roll of sketches, partly copies,
but principally originals. With a
stump of a pencil and any casual scrap
of paper she will strike off at right an
American, an-Englishman,al German,

“Mattie,” said Mr. Graham to his
wife, as the door closed upon their
visitor, ‘I do wish you would be more
cheerful. Yon hardly spoke while
Cousin Frank was here, ard looked
for all the world as thongh some dread-
ful culamity was about fo befall you.
If you have any regard for my feelings

do try to be more like folke.’
Mrs. Guriham’s bead bent lower
over the little half-finished dress upon
which she was working; but she made
no reply. She was evidently accus-
tomed to such remarks. Presently,
pursting into tears, sbe rose and left
the room.

‘Pshaw !’ said her husband, as with
a contemptuous smile he looked after
her; ‘that’s always the way. You
must speak to & Woman just so, or
she’ll begin to snivel. I %say Kate,’
addressing his sister, a bright-eyed,

wide-awake-looking woman of some
thirfy years, ‘¥ ased to think that wo-

is just where the trouble lies. Ifa
man should tell you that you did not
love your wife and children, you would
be tempted to knock him down—jyou
would, at least, call him & liar. Baut,
Charley, what is love worth that is nev-

er expressed in words or actions. Play

e lover again, my dear brother, and,
thke my word for'it, you will have no
cause to complain of Mattie.’

By this time the door of Uncle John's
house was reached, and there was no
time for further conversation. They
were met ad had  been predicted, by
smiling faces; and the evening might,
indeet, have passed very pleasantly, if
Mr. Graham had been in & mood to

he said.

men were almost angels ; but I've

gomg o the eonclusion thaf they are

|

enjoy it. His sister's words had mad

4 Chinaman, a Mcdoe, or any eccen-
tiie charceter she may chance to  see,
and her heads are wonderfully correct
and graphic. It she had received an
edacation, or enjoyed any privileges
except those afforded” by the radest
b wckwoods, she would have been heard
of in the art world. * Matilda is a wo-
man of strong, dark face, glittering
eyes, slow and deliberate in speech,
aud of an iron will—a good type of her
race. '

. i —————————

Bm\\‘n—‘fl-)w's your wife, Jones%
Jones—Poorly, always is poorly. Sfie’s

afraid she 18 going to die, and I'm
afaid she isn't, so l've got a doosid

pleasant time of it, altogether.’




