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‘embarvassod, at even the thought of a

failure, as they sat there, expecting to

hear thair subject and “name called

out. Alittle sunny-baired girl sat

there with an awful dread of a failure.

“The class to which she belonged was

wnbide! too young to prepare com-

: im’sil.io g, and the teachors thought to
* ghiibit {heir skill, by having them ro-
ms, which they. memorized,

taken from the works of gifted wri-

w the teacher selected these

poems for each one, this little girl

- Mghe\ all the poems snited or adapt-
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oy ;m At last she was

od to the age, and wish of each little
except higrs. It was such 8 sol-

emn piece; why did'nt they give her

" something nbout the birds and flow-
.ﬁ-em,'school-d;ys, holidays and pic-nics,
she roaéoned; ané perhaps  she shed a

" few tears , when she began to commit
it to memory, and found it two dif-
ferent kinds of verse—blank verse and
The blank verse was so hard
{078 pro erly. She would forget
u;d B '[va to make tbat rhyme, as she
did m‘ﬂother‘ verses. But after a great

‘deal of pmctiwe the teacher informed 4 live forever ?

hor that she spoke it correctly. Sit-

{ing there thap night, and looking down
F

‘onjthe number of faces that soon would

regarding ber, and thinking of all

o would have totake to the

greatly embac-

a - ard the teach-
: » { after another,
wetnuse of the audi-
called, and al-
- most confident of failare, ;she walked
out. As she passed the teacher, she
‘heard an encouraging word, and a re-
quest to spesk diskinctly. She reach-
od the front and bowed to the suci-
ence, and saw such 8 sea of faces
_turned toward ber,

0 her trembling heart, “O can Istand

. This t

. : "Pwould melt like dew, away.

here and repeat it ? At Iast she
] will make the effort, and
ar, but tremulous voice she
. gave the subject, Make to thyselfa
patue,’ continued— - |
+Where shall I make & name (to live
~ whenI ﬂ .
‘Have M:“::s{e from earth E_ﬂWhere‘
L._mem?r;nto'edlt. when a8 & Eigh.
Of the | sWilt

hold I
My name upon thy bosom ? Wilt thou

S

1d, 7

When X wd'in death, and dust sud clay

S Emep? - | |
&opqmedfor,a brief minute and

' coding in 81 r,: deeper

qgre
L o,
;“ alie. dmﬂja ' .
Aye, wéuh;st thou yield thy namé to
vIwere frailer then @ breath;
" spwere fleeter than & Summer fower,
- Or the ocean SpIay; |
eannot hold it 1o m Heart,

er
To aid

-];henl_ the embarrassment’ seemed to
have worn AWay, and in & firmer,
clearer voice, as if her heart ;| were i
her wor sghe BpUk-“ again,, T 5
Fame! wilt fhon keep iny memory,

- hen]' 801 : o
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q one was in her appro-
, and then there was & 8i-
{tentive enrs were waiting to
words of the beloved princi-
It was the closing exercises uf
Many bad * striven 'bard
\isfaction to thbeir teachers
' during their examination,
and also bad exerted themselves te
entortain them with music, composi-
‘tions nnh poems. 80, no wonder that
many s little heart trembled, and - felt

ghe thought with--

Wind,mj"l’il‘itl?kaaits
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. Into the unseen land ? Wealth! wilt

sounding

6,
Wilt thon not keep my name locked
; in thy b '

guest,
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. She paused asif listening fof an-
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inct voice SpOke: ... v -
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and it seomed that hAnSNY
cried out in the sup ieation
asked in a tremulous, yet alégr - voice,

“Hast thou a plare, O Father ! for my

A name to live forever ? I have tried

The pomp of wealth, the panoply of

p fame;—
| And Father! lo thy child has been de-

~pied,
A place within them; hast thoua place
' for me;
A place of endless fame ? Let my cry
Come up, O Father! unto thee;
Give me a hame—a name that cannot
die.”
A pause of very short duration she
made now, then in a rich, deep and
clear tone her voice rang out in the
night air these words—
“Make to thyself a name my child
Make to thyself a name;

But make it not in glittering gold,
Nor yet on earthly fame,

These o the fleeting earth belong,
These bear the thorns of strife,

Make to thyself a name to stand

In The Lamb’s Book Of Life.”

She went back to her seat, and the
room resounded with the  sapplanse,
and on either side thé words ‘beauti-
ful, poem, well spoken, well spoken !’
grected her ears, and the smile of ap-
proval and the congratulation of the
teacher caused her to decide that she
knew best how to make selections for
her pupils.

But did that teacher study the char-
acter of that child? Did she noto the
fires of ambition in that young soul,
and did she think she would impress
a lengon which could never be erased
from her mind? Doubtless she did.

She had seen the perseveriag spirit,
wWié tndomitable will of the child, as

ghe showed by her assiduousness: to
her studies this idea, ‘I will not be ex-
celled by one of my class or age.” And
|she knew how the child craved the
wealth of the world, thinking as one
does in the morning of life, that,
wealth brings happicess below.

Years passed on, and gtill that old
poem rang in her ears, childhood had
given place to womanhood. Wealth
|and with wealth friends fell away and
then the stricken one 'turned to. the
only one in their times of troubles,and
moarnfnlly asked, ‘Hast thou a place,
O Father! for my name—a name to
I have tried wealth and
fame and Father, lo, thy chill has
beon deniéd &' place * within them,
Hast thou'a place for me—a place pf
endless fame? Let my cry come up,
O TFather unto thee. Give meaname,
a name that cannot die. Wealth and
fame are alluring, deceiving. Many
battlings with adverse circumstances
have I had, yearning and trying to
place my name high up on its honored
rolls; but ah ? each step taken in the
way has failed to bring that perfect
happiness for which I yearn, and so I
stop-and look up at the dizzy height
for which some have even periled life,
and even a soul’s salvation. I stop
and ask thee Father to give me a
mind and heart, content with my lot,
and that Thou wouldst grant this
most worthy ambition of all, a place
for my name in heaven.’ '.
Soothingly, pityingly, even as a fath-
er pitieth his children, came the words
of the old pogm,

“Make to thyself a name my child,

Make to thyself & name;"

But make it not in glittering gold,
. Nor yet in earthly fame.
These to the fleeting earth belong,

These bear the thorns of strife,
Make to thyself a name to stand,

In the Lamb’s Book of Life.”
Then from the depths of the troub-
led heart assailed with the trials and
temptations of life, the spirit cried out,
Father give me strength to withstand
all, khelp meto hold up the feeble
bands, te write my name .In the
Lamb's Book of Life.

. The teacher: Who made ihe selec-
tion for the lithle girl long years ago,
may have gone to the spirit-clime, but
the lesson she gave of morality and re-
ligion, still Jives in the mind and
heart of hez for whom it was selected.

Axorues Recerer For Cocoa Nut
quLl?—J,’pa, _tf,g)gel.her—-;aa‘,fgr a Pﬁzﬁd
cake—one und of sogar, halfa
§odnd of butter and six s. Have
l two coooa nute grated, and stir
them into the batter after it is thor-
oughl mixed; then roll it out cut it
into cakesand bake fhem in a mod-
erate oven.
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Away from earth up to the spirit
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tim
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That the worll is rapidly gvg
rmhﬂm practic: d* .
sensical, I am moes g nsos
€d every day. All{

ield not thy u;ﬁol?% - s s

¥ land-
ravishirg
young gentleman—or lady as the case
might be—who was to be the future
husband, ete., eie., the yogth or dam-
sel of to-day who would rashly tempt
the future, prosaically encloses twenty-
five cents to Box 999, and receives
by retnrn mail the exact image and
superseripticn of fhe future, * for bet-
ter or for worse,’ The latter Lag the
advantage of tangibility. Dreams are
such visionary things that he might
not be quite positive when the origi
nal made his appearance ; but armed
with a photograph, cne gould go
through a crowd in astonishinglgshort
time, setting his anxiety at .rest- con-
cerning the possible presencé of his
‘fate’ by quietly comparing it with the
faces, taking them by lines or groups,
for convenienge, Rut alas! this mode
has also its disadvantages. When you
find half a dozen of your particular
femalo friends bave each a pictureasflike
yours as one pea is like another, you
canuot well hielp being a little exercis-
ed in your miad as to whether your
six friends are going to dis young, or
vice versa; or, if possibly you are not
all destined to emigrate to Utah some
fing day. But the story I started to
tell has nothing to do with such mat-
ter-of-fact revelations ag card photo-
graphs profess to make. 1t belongs
to quite another and altogether more
romantic era.

Possibly,  in the more remoie re-
gions, these delightful old superstitions
are still believed in and wpractised- T
do not know. I only know jhat ouce
—no matter- how many years ago, the
writer, and a score or more *of other
girls of a very respectable age, used to
congregate at Aunt Mollie Norton's
upon -every possible opportunity, fo
listen, open-eyed and eared, to the
wonderful instances which had come
within the personal knowledge of this
remarkable woman, where future
wives or husbands, oftepest the latter,
had appeared in answer to some mys-
terious performance or ineantation,
known under the general name of
¢ tricks.’
Now Aunt Mollie was a perfect en-
cyclopedia of tricks. She knew mor ,
and better, and surer ones, than every
one else I ever knew put together.—
From holding a mirror over" an open
well thirty minutes before midday on
the twentieth of June, and beholding,
just as the clock struck twelve.the face
of the To Bein the glass, down to
swallowing a spoonful ot salt, without
speaking. I know of a certain person
who tried it once, and dindn't feel par-
ticularly like speaking for several nev-
er-to-be-forgotten hours—and dream-
ing of being overwhelmed with, thirst,
and served with water by the aforesaid
To Be. Weall belitved the ‘tricks’
most religiously, substantiated as they
were by numberless instances which
had ‘come true, and which she re-
peated frequently for the perfecting of
our faith. I think she believed them
tiously herself, and I am
1V¥8 Wk od

pg. We ght our wis-
experience, and bought it ear-
ly, for I think no one of us was over
sixteen, but there as a fascination, a
strange weird sort of"fascination,about
those old charms and snperstitions of
twenty years ago, which can never be
quite forgotten by one who had once
entertained them. How tliey come
back to me now, an endless progession,
through the silence and dast of the
dead years! But I have time to note
only one, now, aud the others must
«down’ to their graves again.

by
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"Among Aunt Mollie’s reportoire was
one which was—and I still ‘think de-
gervedly—# universal favorite. The
materitls and modus operandi were as
follows :

First a tambler of clear spring water

ly balf an hour before twelve o’clock.
Then the white of an egg was lightly
beaten and poured in 'the glass, It
would lie in the bottom of the tumbler
a while, and then slowly rise in pretty
fantastic shapes, which were supposed
to take the form of the special imple-
ments of labor of which the operator
should earn his bread. Of course the

its delionte
| enils clearly ontlined sgeinst the soff

was set in a suany window at precise-—

said operstor
J&ch(‘ lllst'!‘-' {
|lutely esseniislfc
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liies, and spars, and filmy
golden glow of midday, in Angie Bar-
ber’s tumbler. We were half wild
with delight, and Angie, not daring to
speak, sat with. darkening eyes and
flushed checks, gazing with a sort of

cestatic aws a8 ihg Resyfifyl thing

grew i gruce and proportions. It was
a most admirable counterfeit, and to
our minds a ‘confirmation strong as
proofs of holy writ,’ that our pretty
Angie was to be a captain’s bride, An-
gio herself accepted it as & sure and
irrevocable fact, and grew cool and
rescrved towards young _Will Ashley,
who, all we gixls knew, loved her with
#l1 hig lgrge honest heart ,and had done
so ever since the Nereus weni fo pieces
outside the bar, and Angie, a drench-
ed, pallid, miserable little thing, was
washed ashore on the flats below his
father’s farm. She was scarcely eight
years old then, and very small and
slight for that age, spd the strong
lithe-limbed lad of seventeen found no
difficulty in carrying  her in lus armns
across the spongy marsh, and up the
broad winding upland to his father’s
house.

This had been the first wg: -had any
of us known of Angie Basber, but I
thiuk it scemed to us all as if we had
been acquainted with her - always.—
She had crept into our hearts throngh
the sad sorrow that had s suddenly
berett Lior of father and mgother, hroth-
er and sister. Of all ,the Nereus
brought across the seas, only three
sailors escaped the cruel fary of the

storm, and our little Angie, whom
poIng one had laskod- tv - a DIV VI upu.r'

From one of the sailors, and from
what Angie could herself tell, we lear-
ned this much of her history:

Mr. Barber was himself an Ameri-
can, but had married some ten years
previously, a‘charming little German
girl whose parents were on & visit to
this conntry. Having no near rela-
tions, he returned “with his wife's
friends to their home some six months
later. There they had lived till the
desith of Mrs, Barber’s parents made
her willing to leave her native land for
Ler husbaud’s. Bub neither of thew
ever reached it, and of their three
children, only Angie, the eldest, was
saved.

1 never remember when she was not
lovely, with her soft creamy complex-
jon and wild-rose bloom. But as she
advanced to womanhood, every one
exclaimed how. pretty ghe grew, as
well. She had the soft flaxen-brown
brown curls and milk-and-rose cou-~
plexion of her mother, with the frank
smile and changeful brown eyes which
had made her father’s face winning
and attractive to a more than ordina-
ry degree.

I believe 1 was accused of romautic
proclivities very early in life. Indeed,
I cannot remember so far back that the.
happiest moments of my life were not.
those of castle-building. No childish
plays or companionships were ever
half so fascinating to me as the luxu-
ry of getting away by wyself in the
gurret,or the grove ot the foot of the
meadow, and planning all msnner of
possible and impossible futures for
{hose I knew; and sometimes, when
short of subjects, I have & very 1
tinet recollection of manufacturing
them-for the ocgasion, and very real
they were to me, too. Of ‘course 1
wouldn’t do such a t.h.mg now, 80 1
think there was a slight feeling of re-
gret mingled with my pleasure at the
sight of Angigs ‘ship.” I -eprdially
wished herto haye'the best place, the
most enviable futuré; and this géotnod

quite like to see the fair .styucture I
had builded so earefully, thus uncere-
monioasly dettolished. “When “atter-
wards I say hoy reserved she grew
towards Will, and the look half of
péin and half of vexation whiek would
cloud his bright aval face when' the
girls hinted of“Angie’s captain,’ I grew
(aite disgusted with “¢ricks’ in gener-
al, and this one in pax tigulat, But-
still I had net lost my faith ia it in
the least, and the only satisfactory so-
lation of the difficalty to which T could
come was for Will Ashley to go to sea.
I hinted something ofit to him once.
He drew Limself up with & slight shiv-
er :

‘Don’t you remember, Bess,” he said,

dis- | 80 weak or wicked as that. I shall

thought of her so long—and—and I
ab stil] dig “mot |

-
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Yol 'l never.
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$he sox, neasly all women like such
one, And so, though far from being
the most worthy, Captain Gifford was
the most popular by a great deal, of
the strangers, st least. among the
younger girls.

] do nap thiuk suy qne of ~ug felt
surprise when we disgovered that Cap-
tain Giflord began to evince a decided
preference for Angie’s society. Ithad
somebow seemed from the first that
he would do so. We had the gooa
senge to pegeeiye that ngne gf us were
particularly pretty or fascinating, ex-
cept her; yet I do not believe one of
us ever felt envious or jealous towards
her. We had always a sort of chival-
rio protecting loye for this gentle heay-
tiful little vreature, thrown by fate up-
on our generosily, which prevented
the growth or indulgence of any sach
unaminble sentiments,

Of course it occarred to us at once
that this was "Angie’'s captain’ The
whole affair had that delightful aroma
of romance particularly pleasing to
very voung girls, and was, therefore,
proportionally satisfactory to u3 all.—
But we could not guite make out how
Avgie herself fclt abogt it. She grew
a trifle graver, and though they ate
and slept under the same roof, she
and Will Ashley grew to be almest
like strangers. Will was fiercely jeal-
ous of this gallant young captain, we
gl! knew; but that seenjed no reason
why Angie should treat him with sach
studied coolness. For the first time
in my life I found myself cherishing a

vggue feeling of pesentment .
her. Cer mnﬁr, tfm tendsr care and

devotion of eight yoars deserved some
gonsideration. I didn't like to think
our favorite, guilty of ingratitude, but
it certainly looked strangely likeit. I
knew, also, that if both pained and
disappointed Wﬁl‘s fatbher and moth-
er, though theygaid nothing. Angie
had grown to bs like a daughter to
them, and it was not strange they had
hoped she would be in reality.

“What perverse spirit sent Captain
Lance Gifford to Marion, to mar our
fair expeoctations ¥’ I asked myself,
angrily. I was rapidly getting out of
conceit of the handsome captain, yon
will perceive.

q think you are treating Will Ash-
ley real shabby, Angie," I said, one day
when she bad turned and walked ab-
ruptly away as he was just reaching
out bis hands to fold a shawl, which
his mother had sent out about
her shoulders. -
To my perfest bewildorment she
broke into such & fierce: passion of
tears that I forgot my momentary an-
ger, and was overwhelmed with re-
morse, thinking my words had cause-
ed her grief.

A day or two after this I met Will
Ashley one mornizg, d as if for
& journey. I think he knew, intuitive-
ly, that my sympathies were with him.
He put out his hand. _

I cannot endure it any longer, Bes-
gio !’ he said, a fierce pathos of painin
his voice. :

¥ou are not going to leave your
home, Will?* I cried, breathlessly ;
‘your father and mother ¥’

‘No, Bessie; I am not going to be

o - P

nob desert my parents’in their old sge;
I am all they have, now, you know, to
Jean on. But I must know something
of pim! If he is worthy of her, and
she chooses, I can have nothing to
say, though God knows how hard it is
to ever think of giving her up. I bad

thought she cared for me I’

He paused sbruptly, and. tarned his
face awsy.
‘Ahdsmo she did, I cried, impulsive-
ly, ‘before her head .was torned’ by
that detestable“ship’business! She
| believes she must marry & seaman,
and you will stay ashore,’ 1 added,
half vexed at his obstinacy in persist-
ing to be & landsman, when the whole
difficulty might be met, I believed, if
he would only change his vocation.

Heo smiled faintlys I realize now
how puerile and. childish my words
Jaust have gounded to him, but then
I 4heught them the gquintessence of
wisdom. :

¢ You will stay witn her all you can.
while Tam away, Bessie? Jhe asked,

wn_ander its
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thege Wero hia| I promised, and he left me with
such a flevce grip of my fingers that

“doubtless to the native perversity of |u

...
b&l‘, 1 believe ;
lessly off over the fields, and drawing
a liue or two in a portfolio resting on
his left arm.

‘0 yes!' I said, quickly,

{She is 8 very-lovely girl, very beaun-
tiful, too.’
“ We all think so, sir,” I replied, with
a little feeling of pride in my heart,
and possibly coming into my volee, I
think so, for he smiled, a faint, glmast
impercaptible smile, -
‘Do you know anything of Captain
Gifford ?' he nsked, with an abruptness
that made me start.
T believe he is of Yoqr‘pqrty,' sir,' 1
answered, quietly, though my heart
was beating fearfully.
‘I never saw him until the week be-
fore we came here. But from the
fact that he did come here with our
party, I feel'a little responsibility in
the matter. I know absolutely noth-
ing about the man, but I could not
leave your pleasant Jittle town with &
clear conseience if I neglocted to drop
just the faintest hnt of warning. Re-
member, I know nothing, but I advise
the frionds of Miss Barber to take
some measures to ascertain the char-
acter and standing of the man before
the intimacy proceeds much further.
T only know one thing : Caplain Gif-
ford receives letters from a lady regu-
larly every week, directed to Launocel-
ot Gifford, with the title ommitted.—
A small thing, perhaps, and the lady

may be his mother, or 1rrml::d-3,notlna“r‘j
ps 2 il U ORCM
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ascertain, at least.’

I do not know how he read my

thought, but he answerad it prompt-

ly.

! « 1 notice you did not like him, par-

ticularly,” he said, with g smile; ‘this is
why I spoke to you."

¢I.—I din’t know you ever noticed
me at all!’ I exclaimed, in asfonish-

ment. - And then I blushed, a foolish

trick I have never quite got rid of, to
the roots of my hair with vexation and
embarrassment.

¢, men of my craft are obliged to
keep their eyes open, and B0 necos-
sarily see things which others do
not! he responded, carelessly. Bat
to this moment I remomber the amus-
od look in his face, and the fierce fire
that sirgéd suddenly through my
veins as I realized the meaning of that
look. It said as vplainly as so many
words : < You are such a simple, un-
sophisticated, altogether transparent
little thing, I saw through you with-
oat trying”  Which I have no doubt
he did. '

That night, remembering my prom-
ise to Will Ashley, I went over to An-
ge’'s. She was not in, and Mrs. Ash-
ley informed me, with & troubled look
in her face, that she had gone out with
Captain Gifford.

- ¢I think they are down on the
beach,’ she said with a little unconsci-
ous sigh.

«T eame in to sta

night, aud L intend to 10 8plver O

all the Captain Gifiords in the uni-
verse,’ I responded, rather admirably.
‘Now I am going to find them” And I
set out. :

Now I must disclaim smy intention
of eaves-dropping, but when coming &
a little unexpeetedly within the sound
of Captain Lance Gifford’s deep musi-
cal voice, modulated just mow to low,
tender pleading tones, through which
ran s rhythm of firery passion, I will
deliberately admit that L .did deliber-
ately stop, and as deliberately listen.
A clump of alders skirted ‘the reedy
sedge round which wound ‘the path
to the shore. These, and & somewhat
sbrupt. carve in the path, hid me from
their sight. It was, beside, geiting
quite darkish, and a sea fog had come
ap on the south wind, and hung low
over the water and the -eurving shore.

«There is no other way, darling, or
I would not ask you,” he was saying.
“The Ashleys do not like me. There
will be all the annoyance and trouble
of opposition to you, and I—well, I

that can never be overcome.” By this

have blown over we cau return and all

anxiously.
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her shoulders like a cloud, and cling-
ing o my hand with . both 'her own
she eried in a startled, éager voice : ’

‘O Bessie | 90 you think—do yon
suppose—is it possible that there can
be any mistake about it? You saw
it, nnd[ou know it was a ship.’

* Well,’ said I, doubtfully, the old
superstition rallying for a final strng-
gle with common sense, ‘there  are

Angie, I would not ask this of you if
they were your parents. But these
peaple have no resl claim on you, no
:ﬂg‘lﬁhww influence you

other captains in (be world beside
him, and there's no harry.’

|| She sank baok on the pillows with a

| - *O Bess,” said she “ It might just as

. |well be one as or 3 they are all

|niiketo. mel Add Captain Giffgrd

o ~and ‘I__  I'd bettar:
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‘Only what he o e I‘ -:_But.
what reason would he hay .t.n“i“:{
me a falsehood ¥ she asked § ,cent
ly ¢ His father is a lurga si8owor
and he himself owns one, t§ ‘Si
ling,” of which he is ocaptain§Ho
baving it overhnuled aund put § t)
otugh repair just now. Ho odpelfe
sail for South America in Seplen}rs
and that is why—'

.. .,.l.,»
‘ See here, Aungie,’ 1 iut,m_mﬁ\’ r '
ruptly, ‘ promise me yo

g4
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any decisive step till—’ e ron iy
didn’t want her to know L & U
Ashley had gone away, or that Detter
aught of his going—‘till T Ifenty
chanes to find out,’ I substitwsd. ©=
‘You can put it off a wesk, and in
that time—" :

“Q Bess, it was to be to-morrow
night I’ she cried out, sharply, and
with a quick, convulsive shiver.

I saw no other way, and so I toll
her what Mr. Chelmsford had said to
me. She was sobbing and trembling
convuleively when I finished, but she
grew calm after & while, and we »r
Tan that she should go home with
me in the morning and stay two days.

I hoped Will would retomn in this
time, though of course I didn't tell her
80

Mo ! raising my voice,
ANd coming swiftly round the tarn
full upon them., They were unmis-
takably surprised, as, of gourse, was |
I. But I fancied, somehow, that An-
gie felt a vagune sense of reliel as she
caught my hand and drew it through
hér arm.
‘T eame over to stay with yon to-
night, and have heey looking for you
everywhere,' I said, carelessly. ‘I was
nigh giving you up. Iamso glad I
came down this path!" I added, with
conl smatisfaction, whieh, from the
glimpse T cangbt through the dusk of
Cuptain Gifford’s face, I fear was not
very cordially reeiprocated.
We walked back to the house, Cap-
tain Gifford gay, and brilliant, and
agreeable as usual, but Angie silent,
and evidently struggling to suppress
any oupward sigus of excitement. Ho
soon excused himself on the plea of
an engagement, and whispering a fow
words in Augie’s ear, took his leave.
¢ How chill and damp this fag is!
she exclaimed, with 8 shiver ; ‘come
up stairs, Bess,’
1 followed her up the wide old-fash-
ioned stairway with a feeling of -
tense gratifieation, mingled with an
uneasy sense of spprehension, 1 had | through tho day finely. I knew she
trinmphed this time, bat now could I WR(;! fﬁﬂ;‘;g and cIl.reading the evening,

. . . a , Was -
possibly thwart bis plans, if gho per- N Ifonly Will would coine! T said to
sisted iu listening to them! The fear myself a hundred times that day. Wo
that he woulcl‘[:arsuude her to go off||,ad just risen from the supper-table
with him before Will Ashley’s return,
P P

when Cal.tain Gifford eame to the
made me aotpally Binnted n strat-

Lo 1Xa _._...I._-.‘ L e -~ it | utit .lullll
fiiin she was ill, and really she looked
oy, thers was ony ome ting | cond |1, Tt s .
do. I thoug?:t it all over while we|Two or three of the girls hﬂppenetl. n.
were undressing, and as soon as the |and presently, very much to my aston-
light was out I began, frembling for
the suceusa of my experiment, but re-
golved to make the trial.

ishment, Mr. Chelmsford called. As
we were passing through the hall on

¢ Angie,’ I began, my heart beating
so, I was sure sho must hear it, J §

our way to the parlor, he said, sponk-
think I onght to tell you that I over-

ing very low: |
ofontkenggv Yhat I mentionod to
A i '
fa.ith%ﬂ' Ii‘r-!.lpydllenia;e Fou. besn.
heard something Captain Gifford said ‘I haven Vaft her,’ I replied, quick-
to you to-night, Lehind the alder
hedge.’
¢ Bessie!' she gasped, and then,
as on a previous occasion, broke intw
a fierce, uncontrollable fit of weeping.
But I had grown hard-hearted since,
and sv, instend of petting her, and re-
proaching myself, I waited quietly till
the first violence of her emotious,
whatever they might be, had exhaust-
od themselves, and then continued :
I was astonished at what I heard,
Angie, and especially that yon should
listen to a proposition like that from a
stranger. Do you love him  well
enough to deceive and desert tLose
whom you kncw, forthis man whom
you do not keow ? If you do, thenI
have no more to say, at least, not to
you.’
QO Bessie, youll not tell him! I
don’t think I'd mind it if you didn't
tell him ; I—I— And she broke out
afresh, and for a moment I was com-
pelled to keep silence again,
- tell me whom you
” she interrupted me

Well, Angie went home with me ac-
cording to agreement, and though she
was mnervous and exciled, we got -

y.

¢ And well for he. = .
I think,’ be mponaf,?“t&‘iﬁll;““* Bk,

What was my aurprigqhen ¥ véaoli
ed the parlor to see Will Ly, HL; i
ding by the door. H® had e o
through the kitchen while T hav.p,
absent. He looked flushed and iy
lute, but his lips were whits, and Ds
a pained expression about them. 1.
saw a look pass between him and Mr.
Chelmsford, and a moment after Will
said, trying to speak carelessly, but
hetraying the strong feeling surging
in bis heart, by the strange ring in his
Y0ice :
‘1 have been in Manchester, Mr.
Gifford, and had the pleasure of meot-
ing your wife. She asked me to say
t> you that she should -expect you
home to-morrow. I told her ‘ie:hou;_ghs
you would not fail to come. A faith-
ful husband makes it a point never to
disappcint his wife, you know.’
Gifford had risen before Will had
said three words. Whoen he had fin-
ished he said, sarcastically : :
‘ Thank you for your kindness, Mt.
Ashley, as well as for the amusement
affovded me by another member of
your {a.milg(,)to relieve the todium of a
dull neighborhood.’
Will Ashley sprang after bim with a
suppressed imprécation, but the door
had closed between them, anl Mr.
Chelmsford put ont his hand.
« He isn’t worth if, Ashley, don't
goil your fingers with bim,” be said,
gravely.
Poor Angie! For days and days
she lay like a child, as weak, and hel) -
less, and unreagoning. Bat by-and-
by strength of body sud mind return-
od, and the color eame into her cheeks,
and the light into her eyes. OQue day
she asked me to tell Wul to come in.
¢ T must go to him, Bass, Le will not
eome to me, she said, blushing,
I do not pretend to Lknow how it
was managed, but I do know that it
was wanaged very salisfactorily to all
parties, and that at Clristmss Will
Ashley became, prac.ically, ‘Angie
Barber's captain,” and Angie declared,
amid smiles and blushes, that she
never did, nor never shouid haye lov-
o anybodly but Will Ashley, if she
uad married all the ¢dptaiug in the
world I’

I forgot to mautida“that the only

Tiercely - — p
«You know I mean Will Ashley ;
you know it just as well as I doV’

«I don’t see why you should care
about his knowing it,’ I responded,
hastily, and L dare say with a little
show of temper ; ‘it couldn’t certainly
be much worse than the way you have
treated hirc of late. Yon'l] never find
any one clse who will love you as
pursly and uuselfishly as Will Ashley.
But then, of course, you've a right to
choose for youusell” i

She catght ray hand with™a little
shiver. :

«No I haven't ; don’t you remem
that ship? Its fate, Bessie, I can’t
help it!' And her voiee died away in
a little sobbing sigh.

1 rose up, aad leaning on niy elbow,
looked through the dim light _ak.-mxy
companiyn ; but it was toe dagk to

shall quarrel with them, and there will
be & state of ill feeling engendered

other plan we can avoid it all, and
when their snger and disappointment

see her face. A strange thuugut had captaingy Jusuce Grifurd ever hold was
that of & fire company in an obscure

comae into my brain, and withit I felt | & : _
2, , S - | Now Hawmpshire town, d all the si
growing up in‘ny hearts feeling of ui: fathér owuad was &a:u.ft, whz:;ljg
repuguance, considerably tinged with | e r\%u‘r logs down the stream in
skepticism, in regard, to the whole | tus season .or tuat sort of work
brood of * tricks,” gme of which had t.AdT:: b tﬂg:'ldﬁﬁu _.‘_t-mz_wnreaalt.,
! <a1 ‘Ll W a discoant Aron.
made such a change in the hithertoyo.; Mot guie Talidly declined,
happy life.of my tavorite friend. . 4nd "Bung Taun and womea lewrued t,
‘There is no fate about it!" I cried,
impatiently. . 7 .

¢ watcu uwnd wait® wiih whatsbever
Angie rose straight up in bed, her

ukely some of them mignt have beea
‘beatter off if they had coutinaed to wait

be iriends again. Of course, dear

gtacg ' they could crmmand. Very
pretty flaxen-brown carls falling ower | patient waiter , it1s said, are no losars, »
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