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And'droop their hands in sorrow ;
I laugh when cares upon me wait,
I know they’.l leave to-morrow.
My purseis light, but what of that?
My heart is light to mateh it ;

Andif T téear my only eoat,

I laugh the while I pateh it.

I've some elves, who call themselves

My friends in summer weather,
Blow far away in sorrow’s day,

As winds would blow a feather;
I ne¥er grieved to see them go,

e rascals, who would heed ‘em ?)

For what’s the use of having friends
- It false when most you need ’em?

I've seen some rich in worldly gear,

Eteraally repining,

Their hearts a prey to every fear—
With gladness never shining ,

I would not change my lightsome heart
For all their gold and sorrow,

For that's a thing that all the wealth
Cau reither buy or borrow.

And still as serrows come o me,
(As sorrows soimetimes sedlf eq
1 8od the way to malke them flee,
Is biddinethem right weleome ;
They cannot brook a eheerful icok.
L They're used to sobs and sighing —
And be that meets them with a amile,

Is sure to set them flying.

" “RIGHTED AT LAST,
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THE DESTROYED LETTER.
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“How beauti};l Belle Loclain

‘Tooks to-night.”

They were sitting together at|
chess, Daisy Marsh and her haud t

hand cousin,

while bevond the cartained bo
window, which. W
treat, thg “parlers’ o

mansion were all in a glow
light and jewe!'s. DdlS} was a
pretty ereature, with fair hair and
4 pink and white complexion, as

pertect and expressionless as a wax |
“doll, while Rorr n2y was dark aud

strikingly handsome,

he spoke Daisy’s hand quw ered a|
little and her sleeve upset half & |

dozen chessmen.
$There théy go!”

-passing again.”

gardfen; or a dreary desert. Will

/| you be my messenger, Daisy!?

Will you take this note to Belle
Loclain, and bring me her reply ¥

A statne could not have been
whiter and colder than Daisy

Marsh, as she listened to the con- |
cludmg sentence, that fell like ice

n her heart. She could have

plunged a dagger cheerfully into

'the heart of the woman who had across the room ;
| won Romney’s love. Anger, mor-| magnetie infinence in thé palel
|t1hcatlon, and keen anguish cheek and downcast eye of the |
\strove together for mastery in her fragile-looking governess.
| heart, yet there was no outward
!symptom, save the deathlike pal-|
tlor of her cheek, and the guiver of |

{ her lip.

‘W’lll you, Daisy? persisted
' Romney.

She nodded silently.

“That’s my darling, little cousin

Give her the note to-night—you |frank eyes to his face.
women know how to manage such |

‘things—and if she will be mine,

ask her to send a line—one line
'will be all sufficient. But if not
——." He stopped and bit his

lips, as if the bare contemplation

' of such a possibility were agony.
“If not, 1 shall understand her
‘silence to muean no. Here is the
| note, ma chere. To think that a

| man’s whole destiny should hang
lon a bt of paper like that?

As he placed the folded note in
her hand, it felt like ice.
‘Daisy, you are not well ¥

‘Perfectly,” she answered, in a |

constrained voice; ‘but I am a
little tired. I will go up to my
room, and see Miss Loclain when
she leaves the parlor.’

‘When she was alone in her own

the noble

. langhed |
Romney. *“Never mind, Dalsy,ume besutifal
you had- very nearly conquered
‘e, and we’ll consider it a victory |
on your part. I don’t like chess
Jjust now. Qee, Miss Loclain 1is

’ har

apartment, she tore the paper in-
' to tiny bits, with slow delibera-

(tion, and burned them :oune by

"one in the flickering gaslight.
“There,” she said, biting her lips
their.re-| o, 61 Sne Brod sartod. B shon
. never know he was fool enough
'to prefer her dark eyeS and jet-

black hair, to my blonde beauty !’

The same evening Belle Loclain
‘unbraiding the masses of dark
' hair that had gleamed with pearls
'and opals, raised her dreamy
 Spanish eyes to the glass before
' her—eyes that were dim with un-

' shed tears.

| ‘Ile does not care for me,’ she

murmured, “yet the world calls

'sigh, turns coldly from me! ! I sup-

pose he will marry that bnght-

red, little cousin of his, and
“YES, ! said Dﬂlﬂy, who resent- {they Wiu be hﬂppy while T 2

.ed the . least admiration of any
-other iiady on her cousin’s part,

“she’s & very stylish looking gu'l,

«Well, Daisy?’ eagerly asked
 Romney Elting, as he met his

cousin on the stairs next morning.

only I don’t fancy her gipsey sort | “Well ¥

of beauty and—"

‘She stopped short, for Romney’s |
eyes were tixed on her with an ex-

pression very unusual.

- “Daisy,” said he, gravely, “I|
wuhtospeakto you on a subject
of | rtanée to me—a

.:?'.Ih'iqs'g cheeks grew red and

le ﬂm S laoo 2o Bl 96 lon
mtertamed towards her
was ‘at Jast to be rewarded ¢

'Bid he really love her?

“I .may trust you, my little

m!’

~#0f course, Romne{

L thmdly lifting

u& I

she an-

4 er eyes fo
- 13iS earnest glance.

il fwtl], then, I’:iam love !”

CThe ‘gearlet tide sudden)

;&if"eﬂ’ﬂat ‘meck, cheeks and brow,

. sagﬁuhen droaped low

"{“' E"ﬂw h[hsy
_*_'i""‘—‘_ an thaf ever
‘:, ’!bh thﬂ

‘Was there no answer "’
‘None.”

still.

pretty, silly, little ostess.

Marsh, is to be here.’

‘Who is that lady, Mrs Mor-|

daunt' That one sm:mg behind
Surely not——
t? Oh, that is Miss Lo-
verness. 1 believe
you did know her ouce, before
her father failed. Quite a nice
creature—and the e¢. ldren are
so fond of her.?

Romney Elting walked straight |

clain, our

there was a| |

‘Miss Loclaln have you forgot-
ten an old friend ¥

friends I have left .
‘T am glad to see you, Miss Lo-|
clain,’” he resumed;

I ever thought I could be again.’

Why ? she asked raising
She col-|

‘more go than | |

‘Becauae, since you I'E‘J&Ct&d

‘Rejected you, Mr. Elting ¥
‘Well, declined to answer my

note, then—it amounts to the
same thing.’

ceived a note from you !’
‘Did not my cousin give you a |
note from me the evening before
Isailed for Europe?t
‘Certainly not.’
l ‘Then, Belle, you did not know
' how dearly I loved you?¥
T ever dreamed 1it, Mr,

‘§ome treachery has been prae-|

tell me that I

she murmured,
have loved you ever since you
went away; I love you still.’
And then Miss Dajsy Marsp
entered, looking in her pale-blue
dress like morning itself, she was
sarprized to see .the perfect un-
derstanding which seemed to be
established between her cousin
Romney and  Mrs.
pale governess.
‘Romney,

Mordaunt’s
Ah! what care I
| for the world’s admiration, as lon

% she whispered, at
as the only one for whose praise

the first opportunity she found of
exchanging & word with him,
‘you'surely are not going to throw |-
yourself awa

‘My dear

on that gi
aisy,” said Romnhy
serenely. ‘we have picked up the
thread of affairs just where it was
dropped, when you neglected to
deliver my note, three years ago.
Be easy, Daisy; your manceuve-
ring 18 all discovered, and further
remark on your part is unnécessa-
ty, unless you wish your conduet
d to the world.’
aisy cowered hisstern glance,
and when, two or three weeks
subsequently, she received the
wedding cards of Mr. and Mrs.
Romney Eltmg, she consented |.
herself by saying,
‘Romney

memory.
very day, you struck a broken-

hearten little boy away from ‘his
dead mother’s coffin. I was the

The color faded from Romney’s
cheek, leaving a dull, deadly
| palenéss behind. He clasped his|e
Eand involuntarily over his heart.
‘So be it,’ he murmured, in a
th’t 8 Very Dear my giangely changed voice. “And
now, ho! for Europe; this coun-
\try no longer holds a charm for
> | me.
| - Daisy lost'her cousin, yet she
& | had the malicious satisfaction of
knowing that Belle Loclain had
lost something nearer and dearer

was always odd;
but, n.fter all, Belle is a very

Poor Daisy ! It was very hard
for her to sink into old maidhood,
while Belle Loclain was a happy
wife; but, there seemed to be no
belp for it.

Three years after, Mr. Mor-
daunt’s elegant drawicg-rooms
were briliantly lighted one nwht,
as Romuey Elting paid his re-
spects, with easy couresty, to his

" ._:-.:_
usiness is livelyin Prince-
merchant
somnambalism, { ¥
amoefmmhm couch, ‘uearly cut|
mmmm" k-

‘I am so glad you came t, there, in a fit
Mr Elting. Your eonm:nﬁln

‘Indeed!I hﬂiﬁmlhuy

-Amm

The coffin was a plain one—a
poor, miserable pine coffin. No
flowers on'the top, no smooth rib-
bons about the coarse shroud, The
' brown hair was Mid decently back,
but there was no erimped cap with
neat tie beneath the chin. The
| sufferer from eruel poverty ¥miled
in her sleep—she had found bread,
rest and health.

“] want to, see. my mother,”
'sobbed a
| taker screwed up the to

“You cannot; get out of the
‘I do not easily forget the few | W2y, boy —w hy don’t somebody
> | take the brat?” “Only let me gee
her one minute ! Th[li cried the
he helpless orphan, clutching the
side of the charity box, and as he
'gazed into the rough box, ago-
' mized tears streamed down the
cheeks on which no childish
' bloona ever lingered. Oh, it was
| painful to hear him cry the words:
“Ouly once; let me ses mother,
'only once!”

Quickly and brutally the heart-
less monster struck the boy away,
“Your note! I have never re- 80 that he reeled with the blow.
For a moment the boy stood pant-

ing with-grief and rage—his blue
eyes distended, hislips sprang a-
art, fire ghttermg in his eyes as

e uised his little arm, aud with
a most unchildish accentserea med:
“When I am a man, I'll kill you
for that!”

There was a coffin and a heap
of earth between the mother and
ticed on us both,’ he mautteced; ‘a | ' the forsaken c¢hild—a monument |

treachery that has nearly cost me |
a life’s happiness. Tell me, Belle,
18 it too late for me to plead my
cause ! for I love you more thaun
ever, dearest.’

The dark Spanish eyes filled |
with tears; the cheek grew erim-
son, and then paled again.

‘Speak, dearest, :
may hope.’

‘Romuéy,

<

r ckild, asthe under-

| much stronger than granite built
in the boy’s heart to the memory
of the heartless deed.

= * - -

The court house was crowded to
suffocation.

“Does anyone appear as this
man’s counsel *—asked the judge.

There was a silence when he
had finished, until, with lips tight-
ly together, a look of strange in-
telligence,
reserve upon his handsome fea-
tures, a young man stepped for-
ward with a firm tread and kindly
ey& to plead for the erring and
friendless. He was astranger, but
at the first setence there was a si-
lence. The splendor of his genius
entranced—convinced.

The man who could not find a
friend was acquitted.

“May God bless you, I cannet,”
said he.

“I want no thanks,” replied the
strano'er
" «I_I_I believe you are un-
known to me.”

blended with haughty

I will vrefresh your
Twenty years ago, this

Nicknames of American Cities.

The prmclpal cities in the A-
merican Union have  from time
to time received various nick-
Forexample, New York
is oalled Gotham ;  Boston, the |
Modern Athens, also the Hub ;
Philadelphia, the Quaker City;
Baltimore, the Monumental City ;
Cineinnati, the Queen City; New
Orléans, the Creseent City; Wash-
ington, the City . of; Magnificent
Distances ;

8g0,: the Garden |’
th‘e,_m Btraua

thelmn(ﬁty Howihven
tl‘gg(}ity of Elms;

ﬁm 8t. Louis, the
1 _ Louisyille, the
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Man old? F.[appmea emauates from tle
gqﬂtlem heart of a child, as |
tooke | fupie rises from the flowers,
n-{ why: should we ever try to checl
il innocent capacity to enjuy’
Tlaa,.*aombre shadow of decoy -

the lowering clouds of soirow
iWIQJ ‘soon euough rest upon tbheir
and falling to the ﬂoor, was bro- | yoaug bearts, and 1 a measure
- ;deut;ov this sense of unconscions-

This secmed to trouble the old {neds'of the existence of trouble.
lady more thau "a little, and she | The chidish heart secms to enjor
lectured her husband soundly for
breaking her favorite jug.

Now, it so happened that the
lady in question was a regular
church goer, and sometimes whea
the minister was tedious, would
indulge in a short nap. -

The next day after the accident
to the jug, the old lady wasin her
fayorite seat in church, hym-boeok,
spectacles and all.

As usual, she was sound asleep.
While in " that

Acother :-if,wfi.:
In a certain vi

lady, whose hnshﬂ
old toper, and who;

a drop too much,

to the house one eyening he at-
tempted to take a drink from the
vinegdr jug, but somehow in get-
ing 1t fo his mouth the jug slipped,

f ungdiuutanly—spoutaneousl\ eclad-
ahes forth like the f()l‘L‘
bmi’a carol, a hymn of gratefu!
But alas' for
n| this blessed artlesf-u'-,
In a little while child-
rges mtu youth, |

how briet

""&*’J’ia

lnto um rity,
everp joy is burried ia the grave
in iefancy ; for with each adided

}eqt'j c-aras, trials, jemptation and
sin, Gomues to many, taking away
]tha bloom of existence,
bunch of keys, which she geueral-. ing the rich perfume of innoeence

ly carried, slid from hee lap to whm}l the heart gave forth, Then

[Ieaven s name allow children -
' to épjoy their childhood wlhile
Startmg up qmckly, she electri- | thc}‘.may , ere the dust of life's
prasgic cares collect upon the
hem until no soft zephyr, huv. u

agrant or refreshing,

blou"the ashy body away.
11 tl.nu- ch:ldwh glee suuoya

our solemun moods, do
the)r joyousness rude!v, e
I:emmlbe: the time may comae
whex] not all the ge '
san jurchase back the lost
Hf their innocent joys
Sally. we pity. the
hearts from whom sympa
pleasu ra—-wleratlon
them.-—has departed;, for 1t be
["»pez;léa the.absence - of every king”
ly fa¢ling, and tells plamlv tln&‘
est chords of ' .

hamvbecome voiceless.
-

N‘Atall green-l ing
into a  villag

whqrca they keep &®
drinkias well as to ™
| peeriig about a little he _
sam;egmger cakes. amdhe

“Iﬁ:em 3 n.nght\r ﬁne _ -___;_,
what's the least you'll takes
of *prat” b
. “Ten cents.”
“Well, I believe i} <e
5‘01314 wrapit up ngbt zood.
The grocer wrapped up the cak
aanded it to him. Hel
thcmghtfuf at it awhile ax
“I. don’t belieye I wj
‘eakie” after all. _
m&a,drmk for it
eﬂ,” said the g "
ck the cake 2
luma glass of someth
- T¥e young man swj
“qucfr and atarted §,
d on,” * eried {l
voug él-nvn’t pmd '

“:Iéswapped you |

huw often

¢ondition a! destroy-

the floor,

making considersble ;in

ﬁed the congregatlon by exclaim-

“Cuss 1t,—-Sal tbero 8 another
jug broke.” -

Cured at'!nlt.

A lady acquamtanoe read tlae
following  paragraph in
“A young wife once cured her us-

ition |to ' absent
ome at night by
providing a good dinner, and 8ay-| 1
ing to him atterwards ¢“George, if
you find a sweeter spot than our
home, deseribe it to me, and I will
rival it or die in the attempt R
kiss and a few tears compieted the
victory.””, This lady acguamntance
tried the _game on her  husband. |
He wasn’t melted a bit; he mere-|
ly said: “When you can get the
boys to come here and smoke ci-
gars and talk politics, and youset
up a keg of lager, you .can count|

band of a dis
himself from

chifdish

I like the company : of|
Our lady saw that
sentiment had no affect on him-
So she didn’t throw herself on hs
, and wet his
with her tears, but she. took a!- «
saucer and fired at his head, and
followed itup with a en
ended it by slinging a . ish of|
strawberries on his shirt ‘bosom.
Since that time kLie has been an ex-
emplary husband. = ¥Yet he .does
seem anxious for her. to visit he
dear mother as often as four or
five times a. “eek

boys, I do.”

paper ’ collar

A Queer rm
The smallest :
world 18 kept 1

in & bari'el which
gs from the uttermost rock of
the .mountains overhangin
straits of ‘M
Terra del Fuego. E
8 it to put lette
- m out. - Every
dertakes to forward
in it that it is
transmit. It )
iron chain, bbﬁtenmdﬁatheredby S
storms, ‘hut no lock-| = &
ed and barred ‘office on ~land~ 38| = F7
more secure Itxmtihthcmk
of mail robbers.

agellan, op jt‘e' the |

inorfo!

ﬁal:them t.m ,
thereb 4 ust

Easlhl

- the winds and
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