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For the Torch-Light.
FIRE mmm.

‘an.tdolaeeintheﬁmllghm sheen?

Shapes all glow!ng and airy I ween,

Castles with moats of violet flame,

Hoary with ashes, (Time’stoucha frame,)

Turrets all firmly guarded with bands,

Formed from the fragments of dying
brands; |

N}ow they vnnlsh castles and moat,

And turrets in yellow lustre float,

Atgain the blazes dance and whirl,

The logs have fallen and o’er them furl

Sparks in their upward flight that show |

A glowing eavern far below ;

Not Goleonda’s hoasted mine,

Shows gems as fair in its depth decline,

As the glowing jewels that sparkle and
part | '

And fall from |the, hickory’s stubborn

hen.rt.' |

The ruby is there with its erimson hue,

The opal, a dusKy coal which through

Its ashy covering palely gleams,

As the sun throngh clouds of morning
beams,

And sapphire flames that creeping chase

Over the logs in an endless race,

And down beloyv where the coals are
dead :

Lie ebony blockb half flused with red.

But now as I gaze the fire burns low,
The cavern flits wnth the jewel’s glow ;
The logs con red form a firy mass,
Over which the blazes whirl and pass,
Like the flow anid ebb of waves that break
On the trembling breast of a firy lake ;
And flicker faint, aund rise and fall,
While the shadows grow on the chamber
wall, |
Then smoulder Jow, and all is dead,
And—but pardon me reader—I'm off to

bed. : RUTH.
e e |
| For the Torch-Light.

CASSIE.
|

BY. G. W. WILLIS.
|

Durmg the summer of °72 I had
occasion to pass through that part
of Kansas known as “the wilds,”

and having a/considerable sum of

mouey about my person deemed
. it expedient to travel well armed.
I had been attendmcr tosome land |

patents granted by the Govern-|

ment to atew settlers, and was |
about to turq my steps eastward.

I had been stopping at Wanbrook
and the nearest railway station on
the U. P.B.R. was eight miles
to the northeast, the road or bridle
- path running through the wildest
part of the t#mtory My horse
was the finest specimen of the beast
tribe that could be found, and at
sunrise one day in July, I mount-
ed my * and started on the
_ journey Foq' the first thirty
* forty miles I along tolerabh
well, the d{l ing well traveled
and conseque tly easily discerna-
~ ble among e tall prarie grass,
but at htfall I bega.n to wander
now an thgn from its narrow
space and finally lost it entirely,
finding myself in a small wood.
My first thought was to dismount
and my blanket there and
awalt until day-light before at-
recover the lost track ;
but at tEat moment I caught mght
eaglmm of| light a mile or two
and putting the spurs to my
home dashed onward. I found it
to be the hut of a hunter, and af-
ter dismounting and tieing my
~ horse, knocked at the door for ad-
mittance. It was opened by an
old white- man clad ina
trappers suit| of deerskin, who
_bowed low he saw me before
him ; his 1 hand holding the
a lcng pd rifle,
ew moments after and I was
seated at a well filled table with

~theold hunter before me. He
was the sole occupant of thecabin,
wrththeexptwnof a large dog
gat lay asleep in one corner of | m
eroom. After partaking hearti-

- ly of the meal, and my horse fed,
wentdown the doorway and

'stvle of the east.

| troubles, and many a weary

soon saw that the trapper before
me had once seen better days.
His langvage at times was deep
and eloquent, while now and then
it would seem as if he had forgot-

ten himself and would drop the
'peculiar twang of the western
“hunter and use the more polished
Slowly I drew
‘from him evidence enough to con-
vince me that he had once been
an eastern man himself, and at
the close of a thrilling de-acrlptlon

‘of a bear fight in which he had

'been a partlclpator I summoned
courage and inquired why and
how he had chosen this life of
solitude.

For a moment he was silent. I
had touched a tender chord in his
bosom, but soon he turned and af-
ter hlhnn' and lighting a long brier
pipe which he carried in his waist
coat pocket, he began.

“So you wu.nt to know how I
came to live here. Well, strang-
er, it is a long story but I will try
and tell it to you in" as few words
as possible. Just pull that door a
wee bit closer and I will begin. I
once lived down in York state in
a little town on the Hudson.—
You've seen the Hudson have’nt
you, stranger? Well, if you
have’nt I can tell you it is one of

the prettiest rivers in that part of
the universe. Well, I lived in a
Iittle town called Carthaﬂ'e I was
*bout tw enty-one, and was holdin’

a fine position in a mill just out-
side the village, when 1 iell neck
and heels in love with one of the
prettiest little specimens of human
nature that’s ever walked on earth.

They called her Cassie, Cassies
Templeton. I can’t describe her

to you, stranger, for noman could
dothat. AIll I can say is that she
was beautiful. Well, after a long
while manceuvering around the
old folks, I managed somehow to
call. From that time I was com-
pletely swallowed up in happiness,

and withinsix months time, would
you believe it stranger, she had
' promised to be mine. They were
poor, but thank God she was i noble!

' My old man was one of these stuck
up old fogies whose ideas run all

In money, for he was pretty well
off in his share of this world’s
goods, and when he discovered our
engagement, forbid me entering
the house or even speaking when
we met. This was too much
stranger and I could not stand it.
I just told the old man that I was
going to marry that girl if it cost
me my life. I had promised and
or | with the help of God I would keep
it. Well, vshat do you think he
did? Did he get right up and
rave and threaten to disinherit me
and all that sort of thing, such as
we read about in books? No, not
a bit of it, He didn’t say nary a
word, but late that nlght when 1
came home from the mill throngh
a fierce snow storm, I found all my
traps set out in the yard and the
front door locked. I knew what
it meant stranger, and I took it to
heart too. Picking up what few
things I wanted, and leaving the
rest where they lay, I went ‘back
to the mill and made abed in the
office. The next day I told Cassie
what had happened. Good heart-
ed girl that she was she pitied me
and made me make my home
there. Stranger, le may say
what, they choose, but I say there
is more downrlght happiness in
the home of the poor than there
is in the parlors of the rich, and
so Ifound it there. I never knew
what real comfort was until I had
been there, and then at that time
no mortal on earth could have
induced me to go back. For a
long time I fought along trying to
e my dollar do its utmost un-
til T could lay by enough to give
her a house. She stood by me,
God bless her, through all my

battle | one day

did I fight with her at my side.
At last my folks saw I was deter-
mined to have her and one day
they sent for me to come home.
I went and we had a long talk.
He said that if I would give her
up he would give me a start |

in business. He offered me al-|of the trumpet that ghall call me patience to wait for it to come in | in.
' to thejudgm

most anything. But no stranger, |
Cassie Templeton held a place in |
my heart that wealth could not
buy, and I refused his temptmg,
offers. For awhile he was angry, |

but soon saw I was determined of one mortal and hastened him | game as marrying a fortune it is | memﬁme ever to this wedded bliss!

and so he gave in. Then he|
wanted me to come back home
and live. My mother joined with
him in urging me to return and
so I obeyed. For a long while
all went well. But you see strang-
er there is always a calm before a
storm, and so it proved here. One
day not long after we had become
reconciled, there came to Carthage

a young fellow by the name of
Carson from the South. He was

handsome and rich. He saw my
Cassie and was bound to have her.

He tried all sorts of plans but she
was true and held firm to her
promise. Hemade her expensive
presents all of which she returned.
Evenings she would sit and tell
me how he had ealled in the after-
noon and asked for her hand.
This would at times almost set me
erazy. But I could not help my-
self andso Iloveit the bestI
| knew how. Soon I noticed a cold-
ness springing up between her
parents and myself. They would
hardly treat me ecivilly, and final-
ly forbid my entering their house.

I entreated them to give me their
reasons for acting thus, but I was
not heard. Cassie would write
me every day and tell how they
ill-treated her. Every now and
then we would meet and renew
our vow. Each day she seemed
in my eye to grow more beautiful
and I often wondered to myself
how I had kept her so long. But
she still clung to me. Sometimes
a whole week passed and I would
not see her, but still she wrote.
About this time, work run short

and I accepted a place in the city.
I could not see Cassie before 1

myself in this httle hut. It serves |

me very well. I am only to live
but a short time longer and this is |
well enough for the time I am

here. The world says “old Cassie”

18 crazy, stranger, but 'm not. I
am only waiting to hear the sound |

ent seat, where Cassie
| Templeton and I shall be judged
by the great muler on high. Do
you think she will pass stranger?
Not I! She has broken the heart |

to the grave, and if that is not
crime then may God forgive me
for saying it.
stranger and you are my friend. |
She (%ecewed me, but T love her
still, and the sound of her name

recalls to my memory faint recol- nious youths are ever ready to

lections of the past. I have heard
from her once since I came here ;
it was many months ago. It was
that her husband had deserted
her leaving her helpless with two
small children.
sie Templeton has thought of me
then? Buit I don’'t want to see
her, I will meet her soon enough
and then she will know I kept my
vow. They all call me Cassie
around these parts although they
know not my history. You are
the only man whom I have told
m
wguld be my friend, keep it a
secret. There’s a pile of -skins
over there mn that corner. Here’s
mine. Good night stranger!”

- Taking the well directed hint I
threw myself down upon
¢ouch of skins and was soon asleep |
dreaming of the man whose life |

had been'so blighted for the sake
At daybreak a gentle | 50 likely
touch upon my shoulder told me | price ; bu 45
that he was at myside, and spring-| They sai€

of love.

ing up I

g‘fpared to resume my
journey.

e old man had been

up before me and a bright fire was

cracking on the hearth. Eating
& hearty breakfast prepared by his
own hands, I mounted my animal
and after bidding Cassie farewell,
was away, reaching my destina-
tion that evenin% in safety.

. This was nearly three years ago.
Last summer I

started and so with a line or two | again, but all the trace I could

telling of my departure I hastened
away. I worked as man alone
can work, night and day until I |,
was almost reduced to a living
skeleton. I dreamed of the time

that would soon give her to me for | i

my own. She wrote me after I
was settled telling me of her
troubles and urging me to hold
true and take her away. Every-
thing that I thought would please
her I purchased and sent to her.
Her letters began to grow wider
apart after awhile, and finally
they ceased entirely. This almost
drove me frantic. Could she be
1l1? was the question I asked my- |

self a hundred times a day. I|
wrote letter after letter but it|
brought no tidings. Weeks passed | |

away and still no news from my
loved one. Each hour seemed a
month in my mind, and every mail
T watched with the eye of a vul-|
ture. I dared not return to Car-
thage to learn the cause of her
silence for I knew should her
parents become aware of my pres-
ence they would only treat her the |
harsher, and so all I could do was |
to wait patiently for some word
from my darling. Pardon me
stranger for talking so foolishly,
but f loved her and she was my
darling. I can’t help it sometimes
it seems natural that I should call
her such names. One day there
came a large envelope directed to
me in my da.rlm{s handwriting.

Frantic with joy I burst the aea.l
only to find it an invitation to the
weddmg of my Cassie with the
man whom I had feared. It was
terrible! I can’t tell you what I
said ; all I know is that

find of the hunter and his cabin,
was a small board standing in the

und near the ruins of a burnt
dwelling, bearing the simple name
of “Cassie.” This was all that
ignified the death of the white
haired hunter beneath it. It had
been erected by some kind brother
trapper, and rnde as it appeared,
it spoke volumes to our mind, for
it reminded us that although the
heart of man may often seem to
the world, warm and unselfish,
yet one flash from the arrow of
deception will send it into a state

of letha.rg' forever.
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THE FARM,
THE SECRET OF SUCCESS.

BY BART.

After long and mature consid-
eration I have reached the con-
clusion that many of us are con-
stitutionally unequal to the task of |
earning
We were either born unluckly or
else have contracted a complaint
that consi 80 many promisin
youths togl:;e loomy vaults o%
oblivion. The I of
is owing to a sort of sluggishness
of the blood, and may be termed
an indisposition—io work. To us
the shining hills of og'ulence are
steep and unapproach le heights

—never to be scaled exe?t by

and afflicted if I reveal the true

oecretofneeentothnewhom

naw;!r to 'ealth
gain by

ly afterward I found |

anmgnh-u]ynw

Call me “Cassie” |

I wonder if Cas-

'tative man has related to me hb; |

story, and stranger if you|

the | the late “unpleasani

assed that way |

' nary and cons
a fortune on thefarm.!

If there is one thmg 18 hkeubuym a job lot at auetion.

occupation.

I do like better than some other |you gt a gmd thing that you par
es

ticulaply desire, and some pretty
fair 1s thrown in
A snfe is sometimes a good thing

things it is to sit on the top rail of
‘the th ence and look at the boys hoe
corn. Success at farming is at- _ }
‘tained pretty much like success at | to pugin a house, and a house is
'other pursuits. If you hav’nt the alzmzpf a good thing to put a wife
Po get the wife and house
driblets you either have to steal or both'&once is just the best thing
else practice some other strategy. ‘out. ‘Some are born rich; some
'The best plan in either case is to achiége wealth and some have
go where you are not known. In| monc-y thrust upon them.—yea
fact, if you are upto any such andsgme marry ajfortune. Com-

almost indispensable for you to go bonu}marrv for love : Some mar-
away from home I know “of | Ty for the fun of the thing:
se\eral instances in which this | but ﬁng all joking aside some
'game has been successfully played | marryfor the ready money. Nots
in our section of late. “Distance | for s&mment not for sense, b
lends enchantment” and impecu- | for tha real dollars and cen_ C
up and money down. & "* -
borrow. If any one feels con- {
scientious scruples about entering PINE K
the matrimonial market under L

the influence of pecuniary motives
he can cxcercme the privilege of

staying out in the cold.
An eateemed friend, an ex—rebel
whom I believe to be a represen

post-bellum history which I giye!
to you in his own words. NiEEdS
of worldly wisdom which
livers as crumbs of gom
whom it may concern.
Some are born rich; s
wealth ; and some h
thrust upon them—yés
have their riches snafi
At least such was mEg
rather misfortune af®
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some time 1n
repair my Bha H
ﬁj“lt I Oﬁer i m)

discharged
worth much,
Confederate &
but they didmg
cents a busk
I couldn’t €8
than twelve an
consequentl =
yet. Theress
however, 1"
Congress contin
currency my |
will soon be.og
backs. 1
personal &

tion to -h“ 3

servation '] ""’%
other gentiss
pay atten
gentlemen
and such [TKe®

collect debig ey
basis. In short g e
to give up ThESSENO;
the harpies whg
myself that,
quit forever &
where the moel
to sleep every}
red rooster w
moming. It »
patiate on th
that parting. 8
neither fears nor 1
' my sorrow or g
for wealth.
flood to extings

g

to shine throw
'the “Torch.

Alive to :'f‘
occasion I pro
emergency
wherein to e
nius, 13; my & e:
with that indi§

ition to worky’

ve been differe

mgned to fate.

my empty purs
ned for 8 1




