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i | the last word ho nuddenly gnpped her}
band.
“Mark, Mark, wN do !ou mean "
The leafy crown of the nat-brown | she cried, noting the devilish expr
mouth lay on the dying year. ‘ that peeped from bu Yo “Surely,
Mark Haggash stood i the  waod, ! Mark, you still love me.”
aod amid the falling Jeaves aloge. His | ‘‘Love you, Cicely Webster I”, a apd be
right hand held a letter near bis face, f""""td her name with a Tﬂ\ ; “Lo’e
aod his hazel eye fludhed the light of | you,” he repeated, "!Wu o8e, dnvr’ jo
passion upon the delicate ohirography @ sack of flonr 7 G"lp 19“ bave pever
that beautified the soft piok paper. thought that I loved you,”
“Little letter,” he hissed through the | :‘YO“ bave told me 89. .Oh' b!“,k,—
long hairs of hisauburn moustache, that | "You have been dreaming, girl,” he

A BLIGHTING BKADOW.

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES HOWARD. |

Nl’m.ﬂ '

- ""X"

0L mw-%
wxd av ‘oube Do warted blck With a st look and 8 wild cry,
with ghastly eyes riveted ‘upon’ the ho'r Mark Haggarth staggered from the spee.;
tom of the last page. For there, as | tagle aud sank o the floor, like & wman
pleinly as he wow his own trembﬁng killed with horper., . There he Jlag moo- |
hend, he bebeld the: shadow gf these | | tionless whilg 3 tho-pud perple waited
words : | | for the bridegr rom.,

“Murderer ! yow ¢owld have saved True to the life was the mlrrored !b
her; but you would not 1" {ion. While he pased upou it, Cicely

He closed the letter aid fled from the | Webste: stood before a Imppy altar,
office~~from the aceusigg sbedow of a prommng to cherigh the voble youth
-evime | ' who had heard her groanings beneath,
o) % * * % oo x| the hollow banks of Furest Brook, and
» What had ‘brooght. Murk, -Heggerth ed her. And she was happy, for

v
|

—m_m_,,_..._.x -__

covered an imperial, “I hate you, and |

from my heart I curse the hands that
sent you on your blighting mission.
Cicely,” and here his eyes fell to the |
name appended to the brief communica- |
tion, “you dare to sign your name in the
terms you have signed it in the days gone
by—when I was foolish—when I loved
you, the journoyman miller's daughter
Perbaps I was happy then—Oscar Bel-
lew tells me I was; but I do not believe
it. T was foolish—all my letters to you
Cicely Webster, prove it.
are silly affairs at the best; the present |
ia my second love, and is as strong as
the ‘o beneath whose boughs I stand.”

He cast his eyes upward as he finish-
ed, and a moment later he had thrust
the letter into his pocket.

“I’ll return to the village. now,” he
said, in an audible tone. “I wonder if
she will attend the festivities to-night,
Her impudence certainly surpasses her
wonted modesty. Cicely was not a for,
ward girl when I koew ber; but she
has battled with the world since that
day,and the inberent purity of her sex
bas been torn from her beart.”

Then Mark Haggarth secured the let-
ter more firmly iu his bosom, fearful that
it wight be lost among the sear and yel-
low leaves, and buttoned his coat tightly
over it. The narrow path into which he
stepped led to the busy occidental village
of Laceland, and the falling of the leaves |
enabled him to cateh glimpses of the
whitened steejles. About the handsome
wan all was still. In silence the birds
seemed to mourn the last days of the
year, for they bopped from braoch to
branch without a chirp, and their little
feet shook many a dying leaf to the
golden-tiuted ground.

Deeply engrossel in thought, Mark
Haggarth walked along with bowed
bead, oblivious to everything occurring
about him. He did not hear the foot
that broke the brittle leaves before him,
nor see the petite possessor of the deli
cate member.

A beautiful girl, with lustrous llue
eyes and a sea of golden hair, was ap-
proaching from the village. Her eyes
were riveted upon Mark Haggarth, and
this is what ber lips said as she hurried
down the path :

“I'll walk the log and meet him be-
yond the brook. 1 knew I would find
him somewhere in the woods, and I won-
der what he will say when 1 ask him,
for, perhaps, the last time.”

There was = tremor, not unburdened
with aoxiety, in the girl’s low tone, and
the look which she fastened upon Mark
Haggarth told how she loved him.

Between the twain ran a brook whose
waters verified the saying that “still
waters run deep.”” Forest Brook, as the
stream was called, boasted of a depth
almost incredible, and the superstitious
denizens of Laceland had learned to look
upon it with fear, for innumerable hob-
goblin storles were connected with its
placid waters, and their weiyd imagina-
tions had peopled its banke with ghosts
and baoshees from source to mouth.

Cicely Webster—for tHe fair girl who
was bastening to encounter Mark Hag-
gorth was she of whom he bad lately
spoken—gaived the fallen oak that
bridged Forest Brook, before he was
wade aware of her presence. Then he
was called to the knowledge of company
by the descent of a piece of bark which
Cicely’s dress had dragged into the wa-
ter, and he looked up with a sudden
start.

The girl was mag the oreek, and
Mark Haggarth, having halted on the
opposite bank, was wathing her with
ocold lips, and without a* word. There
was 8 world of hatred in his dark eyes

“Mark,” she said, when ' but midway
over the brook, “I am so glad that I have
found you. T feared that—" -

8he paused abraptly, for he had stars-
ed forward, and was on. the log.

“And I am ae glad thas I have fouad

you,” he Ih.ul with emphasis, daud with

First loves |

interrupted ber. “Indeed, you have)

| been dreaming, I gay.”

‘ “No, no, Mark !”
“Yes, Oreely Webster.

give me up ?”

‘ “Give you up, Mark ?”” and her voice

| was s wail. “I cannot!”

| “You must!” The coldness of steel

| 'was in his tone.

| “Consider, Mark,” she pleaded.

| love only you.

| other.”

“And T can never marry you!” he

| said, uopityingly.

A sigh escaped her heart, and while
| she looked down upon the sleeping wa-
| ter, Mark Haggarth glanced about them.
| Nota living person was in sight, and the
| sinking day-god was throwing long shad-
| ows from. the west
sbadow of Cicely’s face fell upon his
bosom, but 1 ween Mask did not see it.

Will you

nI
I can never love an-

“Well!” he sail, impatiently, calling |
her eyes back to hun—handuumer than |
ever in the passion that tortured his
soul, and in the beginning of the gloam-
ing.

“And why cannot Mark Haggarth
keep his word, given long ago under
the lindens by the old mill 7" she asked
in ap altered tone.

“Because he has placed a ring on 8
hand fairer than Cicely Webster's ”

“Ob, Mark Haggarth!” she cried,
starting back ; but be held her by the
| wrist. “Years have changed you”
| “Yes, they have shown me bow fool,
l ish T have been. You muatglve me up
J I never loved you, as Heaven is my wit
ness.”

“Not until I have sought her out and
told her of your heart,”” she said calmly,
but with great determination.

“You will, eh 7

“I will, unless—"

He suddenly released her hand, and
the next moment she was tottering over
the water! Once she tried to clutch
the arm which he outstretched in devil-
ish mockery, and the gleam of his hazel
eyes told her that he did not intend to
save her.

“Mark, Mark Huggarth !” she cried,
in tones of mingled reproach and de
spair ; and with his name oo her lips,
she fell from the log, and the broken
water re-united over her.

“T didn’t push her,” he said, self-
justifisbly. “She fell in of her own ac-
cord, and Heaven will not hold Mak
Haggarth acceuntable for bher end. 1
wonder why she does not come to the
top?” and he looked down upon the
waters, which had resumed their wonted
tranquility. “Aha! The witches of
Forest Brook have taken her to their
abode, and by and by Cicely Webster
will bewitch shadow as she has bewitched
substance.”

Despite his learniog, his knowledge of

the world, Mark Haggarth leaned tow:
a belief in the supernatural. After a
while he crossed to the right bank of |
the brock, and pursued his way towards
Laceland.

Ouoce or twiee, perhaps oftener, be
thought of Cicely Webster, the girl who,
because of the purest love, bad refused
to give him up. He had taught ber to
love him, and, true to teachings, she had
cherished her heart’s adoration when he
was false. And when he thoaght of her
he would murmar :

“I didn't push her ; she fell in of ber
own accord "

Ah! Mark Haggaeth, while she tot-
tered on the Iog you could have saved
‘her, but you’ would not! Aand tln
wages of sin is death !

8tnlghl to the village poot-o“
wilked Mark Haggarth, and the official
gave him a letter stamped with crest and |
monogram. His eyes glistened when
they fell upon the signe of wealth and
social position, and with eagerness he
turned aside and broke the delicate seal.

The letter was from the woman for

The beautiful ¥

whase inheritance and Cloopqumn beau-, | ¢

o Laceland po one kanews < Hg had long
& pity man, and the village wes an
mno place, nothing romantic, and but
y Yietle prétfy abont 1t
! Perhups a letter from Cicely Web-
| ster, begging an interview, drew him
| from the metropolis to the commission
| of a deed at which his better nature re-
volted.

Fairly he had promised to make Cice-
ly & bride, aud the girl had trusted him
He loved her then—his heart told bim
80 ; but when he went to the city, and
amid the whirlings of fashion encoun-

got his promises, his stolen kisses—ev-
erything that he should have remem-
bered.

By and by the light of truth broke |
upon Cicely's beart, and I know that |
from her boudoir, containing many gifts
| from him, she sent more thun one en-

u'atuug letter to the estranging city.—
| Sbe would tear him from the bewilder-
| ing beduty ; a: sight of hier blue eyes
would return bim to the old love and
s0on she would walk beside him  to the
altar, erowned with the laureute sunsets
of the fading year.

’i But, alas! little Cieely  trusted oo

| much to her powers. ‘Eilea Van Loos
had woven & strong met, and, as the
reader has seep, triumphed over the

country rival. Bat let me return to my
story.
' From the postoffice Mark Haggarth
e fled to,the station and cgught the even-
ing express, which set him down it the
bustling city, three hundred wiles from
the scepe of his orime. Four months
passed away, and no ope came to accuse
Mark Haggarth.
“They think that she fell into the

| stream and was drowned,”. he had often

wmurmured, and be would snpplement his
words with, I didn’t gush her ; sbe fell
in of her own accord.”

Oue night a fashionable assembly filled
the grand Cathedral of the Ascepsion to
witness the joining of two hearts for
life The ouptials of Mark Haggarth
and Ellen Van Loos had been the ab.
sorbing topic of conversation in the fash-
ionable quarter for many weeks, and
their wedding promised to be the event
of the winter. While the elite of the
metropolis were pouring into the mag-
nificent sanctuary, Mark Haggarth stood
before his dressing stand, administering
the finishing touches to' his wedding
toilet,  His face was pale, and; to some
degree, haggard. People bad said that
this came of too close attention to busi-
ness, yet Mark took much exercise—
lopg drives with Ellen Van Loos, and fre-
quent sailings to the Highlands. That
night sowethiog tertured him. He was
restlessly nervous, and started at the
slightest sound.

. Reader, let me tell the truth. Since

e bour when the accusing shadow ap-
peared on the letter in Laceland, Mark
Haggnth hsd koown no peace, The
imaginings of a guilty couscicoce had
never left him, and they, not his apph-
eation to buweu, bad paled his cheeks
On the wa'ls of his couuting-room aud
the poges of the ponderous ledger he
bad seen the blighting shadow of words
.Ire.d,y italicised by wy pen, ‘

Suddenly from the mirror, that night,
h lurwd back, Pxolured upon the
‘Imﬂlu l\l"(’ﬂ of the glass, he saw
two scenes, Al‘orm a beautiful girl
f;omg a stero man on 8 log, over a still,
depp stream ; tho fair one tottered awd
[g} into the water, while Satun Jaughed
q le naul eye, He umgolled, the

—his, ‘,nd Cicely Webster's,
“i‘.g interior of avillage ghurch em-
ace d.the locale of 4he looond 8eeng.
wo young pqople noqg before an_ aged
minister, who joined heir haods in wed-

k. He saw the faces of the couple.
The matd was Cizely Welmor, the man
be knew not. Like a mist the yision,
mahed and in mu?.d the bl;“bu.g
?w ol' a sentence came to the mirror :

ty be bad deserted Cicely Webster—
Hastily be scanved the feminine trag-

ou lnlght biave uved mwe, but you

'Mnd not "

tered Ellen Van Loos, Cicely Webster |
faded like a smoke wreath, and he for- 1

she loved him as she hid once loved
‘l(nrk Haggarth.

By and by the impatient Ellen Van
"ficos sent & message to Mark's room
| Opening the door, the messengers four.d

| Inm still on the ﬂoor—b!:AD |

Ruasun Gonerul

The Russian Generals in Bulgaria are
maianly very old men, who studied the
art of war forty and even filty years ago.
They are deacribed by & correspondent
Iof the Daily News as men who npever
look in a book and who rarely read a
newspaper, and appear to be utterly ob-
livious to the march of progress, and of
| science, especially in the wilitary art.
 Their whole lives may be said to have
Ibeeu passed in one occupation’; their

whole minds, whatever they had, eon-

centrated on one object; and thl& the
\ most trivial to which the human mind
| can descend—card playing. They have
| done nothing else, thought of nothiog
else, for years. Their minds haverusted
until they are as dull, as  heavy,and as
incapable of recciving new impressions
us the veriest clod hopper. Called from
their card tables by the trumpet of war,
they rise, rub their eyes, look around
them completely bewildered and as thor-
oughly out of the carrent of modern war
as if they had been asleep for forty years.
Not even Rip Van Winkle, with his
rusty gun dropping to pieces after his
long sleep, was more bewildered and lost

erals suddenly thrown into the campaign
at the head of their brigades, divisions
and corps. Tt may be asked why the
Ewperor does not send these old dotards
back to their card tables and replace
them by younger men, and men of tal-
ent, of which after all the Russian army
is not destitute. The soft 'heart of the
B operor has much to do in retaining
these old incapables in their positions,
He caonot bear the ides of deprivingan
old public servant of his position and
thus disgracing him, and so unconsciout=
ly prefers to sacrifice the lives of thou-
sands of brave fellows to this misplaced
feeling of kindness.

-

The Noble Revenge.

The coffin was a plain one—a poor,
wigerable pine coffin. No flowers on its
top, no lining of rose-white satin for the
pale brow ; no smooth ribbong about the
coarse +hroud. The brown bair was laid
decently back, but there was no crimped
cap, with its neat tie beneath the chin.
The sufferer from cruel poverty smiled
in her sleep.

«] want to see my mother,” sobbed a
poor child, as the city undertaker screwed
down the top

“You ca’t—get out of the way, boy!
Why don’t somebudy take the brat ?”

“QOoly let me see her onme minute,”
oried the hapless, homeless orphan,
clatching the side of the charity box;
aond, a8 he gazed into that rough face,
anguish tears streamed rapidly down the
cheek on which no childish bloow had
ever lingered. Ob, it was pitiful to hear
him cry, “Only once—let me see my
mother only once !”

Quickly and bratally the hard-bearted
monter struck the boy away, so that be
reeled with the blow. For a moment
the boy, stood panting with grief and
rige; his blue eyes dmended his lips
spraug apart, a fire ghm"ng through
his unn, a8 he raised his puny arm, sad
with a most unchlldub aceent screamed,
“When T'm & man I’ Il kill you for that "

Theré was a coffin and eap of earth
between thé mother acd the ?Wl'- f
saken child, and a‘monument stronger
than graoite built in the boy's heart to

the memory of a heartless deed.
*

* * * * *
The ‘edurt hotse Was m-m \o nlo-
uunb‘

.+ 4+Dogs wag,one appear a8 this, /men’s
oasusel "’ asked the jadyge.

“Phere was a tilénie when he ﬂtnlml
‘undl with ' his" l;?‘. tightly pr

gether, a look of strauge i

l',”",

than the majority of thesg poor old Gen- |

blendedmith bayglity reserve 1’03%
bardsome featurcs, a young man stbphed
dorpard with a firm tread and hul-.
leyeto plead fur the erring and thie fiidhd-
less; He was a stranger, but‘froufthis
Airst sentence there was silence. L

The spleador of his genius entfanced
sadeonvinced. Tre man who eotidhot
fiud a friend was ucquited {4 mi

“May:God bless you sif, I cantot?®

“I.want no thaoks;” replied thestfan-
ger, with iey coldoess. >
! I +1 beligye you ure unknown tosie.”

“Man? L will-refresh your memory.
{T'wenty years: age you struck & broken-
bearted boy away from his mothér’s
poor coffic. I was that poor, miserable
boy-"

The man turoed livid. “Have you
rescued me, then, to take my life "

“No, I have a sweeter revenge; I
bave saved the life of a man whose bru-
tal deed has rankled in my breast for
tweoty years. Go! and rememberthe
tears of a friendless child.”

The man bowed his head in shume,
and weot out from the presence of a
magnanimity a8 grand to him as ineom-
prebensible, and the noble young hw’et
felt God's smile in his soul.

"‘!’hey All Do It.”

Al )

There are few books that can boast of
a8 much immorality within a space’of
four hundred pages as is implied in this
little phrase, which Las been placarded
on the bill-boards and called into ‘the
ears of the public for the past tweior
three weeks. It is the one senteuce
which takes the courage completely out
of youth, sesring it conscience as with a
red-hot iron, and permitting despairoto
earry it off bodily into the lowest depéhs
of crime.

“Oh, they all do it; why should mot
you?” that is the suggestion. “That
man lies and cheats, and will commit
apy crime that the law does not make
dangerous. So it is with all of them.
There is no use in yoor trying to be dif-
ferent from other people.” That is the
way the temptation comes to the young
man, thrown on the world with little
knowledge of ‘its ways, and perhaps
shielded only by the indulgent trainidg
of an over-fond mother. “People are
grossly immoral. Kven temperance ad-
vocates get drunk in private ; chureh
deacons swindle savings-banks; all you
see of morality is but a surface shew.
Beoeath there is led wickedudés.
You will find you wust follow the uinl-
titude.” And the youth, with the pleas-
ure of the world beld up before hia glow-
ing imagination and fall  of bedily
health, plunges forth with it into what
he beligves to be “the world.”

If the devil bad concentrated all his
cunning during the centuries which bave
elapsed since his ejectment from Para-
dise, he could rot have preduced a wore
powerful argument with which to con-
quer the soul of maw’ than this, “They
all do it,” But, youog wan, listen, That
sentence is a lie—as base and foul & lie
as ever was concejved in the mind of
man or devil They don’t “all do 6"
There are thousands upon ' thousands. of
good, pure men and women in thisworld,
bad as it may seem, who are leadiug: up-
right lives. . They believa in, a [Delty,
and in the commands of virtue, and sire
going along with the happiest results, to
themselves and their meighbors. There
are men who think that they were put
in this world, not to gratify  theif own
base appetites, but to be true and sobje
and high-minded. There are mea who
would disdain to tell a lie, There ase
men who would disdain to take an, ad-
vantage in trade, or to do any other sel-
fish or mean aotion, There ave men who
try to be just always, and kindly, both
in word and feeling, to all. There are
men who, lead bumble, unpretentious
lives, and who, without making it koowa
to the world, are doing a vast amoustof
good among their follow-mea,

And, strange to say; these men lead
very bappy lives, and, as a uh,-nqy
suoegsful lives. While the unpringi-
fore | Pled wan may eajoy temporary suopess,
sooner or later be, will suffer for nis
of hanesty. Therg are a thousapd wags
in which virtue avenges lnrnu upon
bim, [nove way or snpther he. e
his 'de-eru Yon _have youth, you.
blem vuh heul&b of mind and

There are Ieu of eni

yo: v is tnfe {iut they ?ﬁu‘
ied, not 'imitated. Ne
what some'do, «lt do; but bs h
awn. o & stebding exa

person,
falsity of the cry ; “They sll,




