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DUST AND ASHES.

ced on him all her wues
1in love's silken net she caught him,
And showered on him her sweetest amiles
'bel:‘bn to her fectshe captive brought

‘But when he pleaded with the mald
be mnrged as her lover,
Bhe sighed a little, blushed and sald,
“Ploase wait until the summer’s over.”

And then n love's golden dream;
To every picnle, cnm:unu he
Took her, bo:{:at her lemon-crewm
And other things that maidens faney.
beach hotels with herhe h
‘.’0! shoe wus quite an ardent dancer—

At length the youth the question popped
And waited for the maiden’s answer,

% drew the sweetness from his li
It burned andjscorched him likea blister;
™'was this: "I cannot be {:mr wile,
But I will be to you a sister.”
Boston Courler,

DESERTED LOVERS.

“Our ship! ourship! See, Henry, she
%y sailing away withoutus. Whatcan
it mean?”’

The speaker, Lucy Morril, was a
beautiful girl—a dark-eyed brunette;
the person whom she addressed was
her lover—Captain Henry Cavendish
=8 young man of twenty-six.

They had left the vessel inthedingy,
only an hour before, to visit one of
those isles of the Pacific ocean, near
which the ship was then lying “offand
“.n

The name of the craft was the Bwal-
low, and she was the joint property of
QOavendish and of Lucy’sbrother. Bhe
eontained a valuable cargo, which the
two owners expected to dispose of at
Bydney, Anstralia, at aprofit of many
thousands.

His share would, thecaptain had an-

afford him themeans to com-
mnerce married life with, and he had
already won a promise from the sweet
girl, who had accompanied her brother
on the voyage, to become his wile as
soon as the cargo was sold.

Now, at Lucy’s exclamation, her
fover, who was in a small valley,gath-
ering flowers for her, ran to the sum-
it of the hill on which shestood.

“Aye, what can it mean?” he cried,
o surprise and dismay.

The ship had madeall said, and, be.
fore a fair wind, was receding from his
gaze at a rapid rate.

He ticulated—waved hat and
Kerchief i

in vain. On went the vessel
and at last her hull was invisible, an
%er upper sails could be seen.
ually these dipped lower and
, until every vestige of the craft
was lost to view in the distance.
The two looked at each other with

faces.
Here they were, left themselves
on this far away isle of the Pacific,
which they knew was out of the track

of ln%yeuch. L0
ething is wror;gl;” said the cap-
tain sadly. ‘“‘Ifear I have lost every-

to be hap-

I was in a fair wa{
am poorer

thing.
E.:Ind prosperous. Now
‘w.r:!’
Tears rose in Lucy's eyes.
1 advised you not to go into partner-
ship with my brother,” she said, ‘‘but
I did not believe he was dishonest. I
lhouiht he was only wild and reckless.
' Now I do not know what to think.”
“It has spoiled our happiness,” said
Javendish. “Probably we will never
see the craft again, and as I am thus
penniless, I cannot think of obliging
you Eo fulfil your promise of being my

For several moments Lucy’s dark

were veiled by their long lashes;

n she threw herself weeping on her
lover’s breast.

“Can you believe me to be mercen-
ary?” she said. *'Oh no, Henry; I am
yours the same as ever.”

“But,"” replied Cavendish, “we have
n0o money to live on now, if I should
make you mine.” :

“We hardly need money here,” said

=
* is but we will want
tood.”

“We would want that whether we
were married or not,” said Lucy

“Abd 80 you are willing to be my
me now?’
#]—1 did not say so,"” she answered

m“lt is for you to say."”
is here to marry us?"

“True ; but—but—I don't
ktnow—Ihave

that missionaries
are u:!mtimu on these far away is-

“We will go and look for one,” said
ﬁ'l!‘-.;lm offering hhlu“u. ek

not proceeded far when they

met & native—a dusky, wildly-clad

man, with long, black hair. He show-

od surprise on seeing them, and wsked

ulh many questions in broken Eng-

From him the lovers learned that
there was a missionary on the island,
n.ﬂhl-l them to that person’s house,
o small bullding, with a thatched rool,

The missionary, an agel wan, re '
sived them illaly and heard their

“It is seddom that vesscls pass this
waz," hesaid. “lam afraid you will
Bave to “.’ here lor months. You
will have to live pancipally on fruis

il
“Uun we
Cavend
have a boat, you can go  out

?’:’ﬁ all the Bsh you want, As
It grows wild o6 some parts
: belo, But 80 make sure of getting

you had better cullivate o
lon of your ewn. "

young wan had no difiouity in
the missionary to perfomn

e msed he
i ‘man, Lhe e
M,oul about erveting Mt
It was Huished o fow days,

& low ulensils to “vomience
" with. For a pooket.
vor tobaco box, one of
ives sold 1o the captain
wases, which she had ob-

tained, In exchange for fruit, from
master of an v& that
once anchored off the island. These
dresses, Lucy, who was skillful with
the needle, soon altered to fit her per-
son.

And now, while Cavendish never
ceased to 1egret the loss of his vessel
and cargo, he and his gr_otb wifecould
not help enjoying their 1sland life.
Thecaptain eventually had & thri
plantation, on which he cultiva
not only fruit, but also vegetables.

In his boat—the Dingy—he would
row miles away from the island to ob-
tain fish, and often Lucy would ac-
company him.

Ha lneachothar’uoclom:ﬂom
at last me r¢tached to tn:g
little island hoire, which stood, wi
its thatcned roof, perched on a rising
bit of ground above the beach, where
the sea waves came rolling in white
and high. One morning, :lur they
had lived there almost a year, Caven-
dish left his wife to goon one of his
usnal fishing excursions.

1t was a calm, still day, and the
young man, rowing far from the isle,
was soon lost to thegaze ol Lucy—who
was watching him—in the misty dis-
tance. y

An hour later a terrific gale suldden-
ly came sweepingover the ocean. The
wind and the sea together roared with
a din that was almost deafening, and
it seemed to Lucy that thegreat waves
scattering sheets of spray that filled
the air like white clouds, were as high
a8 mountains.

Terrified and anxious on her hus-
band’s account, she watched im vain
for his return. :
“He is lost! He is lost!"” she eried,
wringing her hands. ‘“His boat could
not live in & sea like that. Oh,Henry!
H enr’yl"

The old missionary made his ap-

arance. He strove to console her,

ut he could give no hope, for he, too,
could not help thinking the captain
was lost.
The spray and the rack ofthestorm
covered the raging water for miles, so
that no object could at present be seen
through the cloud-like curtain.
Btraining their eyes to the utmost,
the two anxious watchers vainly en-
deavored to pierce with theirgaze rush-
ing masses of vapor.
All at once Lucy fancied she saw
something B} a black speck tossed
and huried aiong towardstheisland.

o Waat is it?”’ she gasped.

o overturned boat,” amd. the
missionary, when the object had drifted
nearer. g
“It is his boat!” Lucy cried in agony.
Buch was indeed the case.

Broken and battered, the dingy in
which Cavendish had left the island,
was at length hurled high upon the
beach.

It seemed as if Lucy would lose her
reason.

With wild eyes she gazed upon the
bout.

Not a sound escaped her.

8he stood likea statue,staringat the
broken dingy, as if she could not tear
herself away from the 6.

“Come, child,” said the missionary;
“‘eome. It is hard, but you must try
to control yourself.”

“I will stay here. I will watch for
his body,” she groaned. “It must
soon come.”

But she waited in vain,

The waves refused to give her the
remains of her husband.

She tottered to thelittle house, and,
throwing herseli down on a rustic
lounge there, she gave way to hergrief,

“To think that I will never, never
see him again!” she cried. *“Oh; Iwish
that I, too, was dead!”

There was a bright, hectig color on
each cheek, and a restless gleam in her

es.
eyThe words of consolation offered by
the missionary fell unheeded on her
ears. A delirious fever was fast tak-
ing possession of her brain.

E‘Ee old missionary went outside of
the house, and walked to and fro, his
mourhful gaze turned seaward.

The violence of the gale had now
abated and the atmosphere had
cleared.

Far away thewatcher beheld a large
ship, apparently headingfor theisland,

"l;{cra comes a vessell” he called,
hoping thus to turn the voung wile's
mind a littlefrom the grief.

She was on her feet and out of the
house in a moment. With eager in-
terest did she gaze on the approaching
craft,

“I know that ship,"” she cried, in a
voice of agony. It is my hushand’s
and my brother's—the swallow. But
it has come too late!—too late! My
Henry has gone, and I will never leave
the island. 1 will die here, and when |

n plenty of that!” lnguir |

die I must be buried in the sea, where

Wildly shone her eyes as she spoke,
| and the missionary feared that her
mind had already begun to wander,
| Meanwhile on came the ship, until
she was within a mile of the beach,
when a boat was lowered and pulled
shoreward.

Asit drew nearer, there was a st
| nltaneous cry of joy from Loey amd
the wissionary, lfor they
Captain Cavendish, standing in the
| bow, wiaving his hat to them

| he lies, and there weshall meet again.”

Fﬂﬂlﬂl? knocked me and the two
mates down, tied our hands and feet,

ﬂmn:l us into the :a:ilf like and

then, cla on awa

from thomd. .
“Their object as I afterwardlearned,

Tt e
ere @ CATrgo,

rockotthl:mdl. and then make off

nland, leaving the craft in our

sion. were notgood navigators,

and, therefore, they were many months

butlnf.:bout. the Pacific Ocean,

“At last they were within some hun-
dreds of miles of the South American
coast, but by this time half the num-
ber concl that their plan was not
& feasible ?boa.rdedwbmlkt]; on ﬂi‘lﬂ.ch

port, the anthori-
ties, ns would ge asked, and
detection, it seemed, would be inevita-
ble. They were unanimous for freeing
us and returningto their duty, provid-
ed we would promise not to punish
them severely for what they had al-
reml'y done,

“T'wo others did notlike this propo-
sition; the two parties quarreled, and
the end of it was that they all finally
resolved to desert the vessel ina bodf.
and make for an island they saw in
thedistance, They didgo, first sﬂttmg
us at liberty. They took the launc
—the best boat we had—and many
useful things from the ship.

With the cook and steward, there
now were only five of us to work the
ship. A few days later, however, we
shipped some Portuguese sailors from
the Felix Islands, off which we then
lay becalmed.

“As these men wanted to go to 8yd-
ney, and would not ship until I had
promised them I would make a
‘straight wake’ for that place, I was
obliged to head in that direction, in-
stead of retracing my course to the
distant shore—a %housand miles awa
—on which you and Cavendish
been left.

“A fair wind favored me, and T final-
ly arrived at Sydney, when I disposed
of our cargo to a much better advan-
t“ﬁ than I had even expected. Then
I shipped another crew, and headed
for tgu isle, off which, it seems, I ar-
rived justin time to save your hus-
band’e life. I have to add that his
share of our profits is with mine, safe
under leck and key, aboard ship.”

A few days later, Captain Cavendish,
now the fortunate possessor of man
thousands, sailed away with his wife
from the island. In due time the hap-
py couple reached London, and on e
outskirts of that city they erected a

comfortable cottage—their fSakmue
home.

THE BLUE GRASS REGION.
The Cultivated People of This Section snd
Their Happy FPastoral Life,

Letter in the New York Evening Post.
That one may hear the English lan-
guage spoken here in purity; that the
best magazines are read; that Ameri-
ecan authors are discussed and intelli-
gently liked or disliked; that young
ladies know good music and are as well
dressed as those of New York;inshort,
that there is herea class of people who,
in all that goes to make up culture—
wealth, travel, manners, morals,
speech, etc.—are the equals of thebest
Americans to be found anywhere, are
truths unsuspected by many, and
doubtless incredible to many others
with whom invincible ignorance or in-
grained prejudice are obstacles tofaith.
The pastoral life goes on prosperously
and happily year after year in the
bluegrass region. It is necessarv that
discrimination be made at the outset
as to locality. Between the dwellers
in this rich rolling plain and the in-
habitants of the river and mountain
counties is all the difference, as re-
srect.s cultivation and peacefulness,
that one might reasonably expect to
find between different races. Undoubt-
edly by the stranger who should visit
this country for the first time, the
class of people first to be met and
studied are the more }wospurous and
intelligent farmers. He need not 10
among them armed to the teeth. In
the vicinity of the towns he will find
that some of them are men of busi-
ness in town—bank officers, profes-
sors, lawyers, ete, Andso they are
men of il{[‘i‘ﬂ. They have private li-
braries, they drive the most beautiful
of horses over the most beautiful of
level white limestone roads,
grounds and the woodlands around
their homes are sometimes worthy of
nn English park. Of course you will
expect to seo the herds of Jerseya and
Durhams grazing over their fertile
meadows, Oneofl them may show you
the stablea where famous trottervs or
racers are being grooved. Anothe
er may take you to the aromatie
shed where his men are p;'miﬂ‘
the tobaeco which has of late begun
to be so largely cultivated in this part
of the State. Another may open for

ru--um:ur-i !

vour the bonded warchouse, where "Uld
lourbon' isstored away, barrel above
barvel, tior after tier, and of course, I
| you have s mind to, you can i out

| e s bevn Jrie kel up and saved' ! whiat old Bourbon' s when you returm

| eriedd Loy 'se OE ML ION0

the captain, hearing the wornds

Sowion | Tter the bint's Llll .‘T',Q!U‘Ol o
the beach, and Lawy threw hersell into
b hsbannal s arvis

“HMave you no greeting tor me™ ' sakd
& Volow near | hsan
bawy loaked up to ses her bLirothee,
whoat soe haad not  recogadaed  on s
coint of his thiwk bearl
As the capt nin relenss] ber, e oy
ll..hnl .‘Ii-i [T lird
; This is, budesd o happy day for
e, " hw sanl Chat i the storm, just
wa M vomiimetnasl I Wl with
| your  husbaml o oagbing his
Ihllb bhoat, aml | was  foriunats
eiionsh to "m E i up  The boat
howeyor, drifted awny v us  bedors

we coubl secure it Now | Bl my wi
ter, well sl Imp':\ shill, 1 b spwe, huan
w Bt hs bt hor wikd w amp of » vt

missionary loansd the young | er

"“‘h, dhl you u‘-'-!‘r‘ e’ |Iu|u|l'm‘

p “hj by v il o0 L lets bl ™

“ wWahs hul ' who thewerr Gin LR (T
wen, ‘hey rose I muting, which

t had probably besi for sume L

‘Ave, ave, safe and well'” shouted |
| your eyve over the sucesssion of mead-

to the shaded verannda, You walk to
soane knoll, aod from s summic cast

| ow, T Ll andd forest. The negroes arefol-
| lowing the ploughs down the long rows
Fof the young lodian corn Tl.l'ﬂ“l“b
| of the reaper is heard inthe wheat fleld
on the distant sme manid the "l“.
servatn of a locomative as It rl_uh-
mlong the banks of the windiug rives,
A voul wingd, sweet with the wlor of
wild rose amd elder bloom, with the sae
abeious smell of froshly cut lover, oF
newly ploughed sarth, blows from this

quarier and from that, Above you bs
the devs, servne bive, with whiteclouls
deifting aver. Under you s !deﬂp

grovn of the velvet turl.  Aroumd you
o an atimospheore the most lnminous
|l vrystalline. Te you come the
[ conn of baikling doves, the notes of the
I L ko hroasted lark, the shrivk ol the
Lrilated blue jay, the drowsy tatton
of the woodpecker, deiving his bill
agabont the top of & dy'ng walnut,
You think of the heat amd dust amd
din sl weariness of the L ‘l‘.
widd thank your star that {uu e
the blue grass reglon of Kentucky,

YOUTH,

Ohl strange inconsequence of yonth,

When days were lived from hand to moath,

And thought ran round an empty ring
loolish, sweet imagining.

We bandled love in childish faahion—

name alone and not the passion—
The world and life were things so small,
Our little wit encompassed alll

We took our being as our faith
For granted, drew our easy breath
And rarely stayed to wonder why
We were set here to live and die,

Vague dreama we had, a grander Fate
Our lives would mold and dominate,
Till we should stand some far-off day
More godlike than of mortal clay.

Btrong Fate! we meet thee but to find
A soul and all that lies behind,
We lose Youth's Paradise and galn
A world of duty and of pain.
=The English Illustrated Magazine.

HISBROTIER S KEEPER.

From the Youth's Companion,

“T'm not good for much, am I,
mother?”

The question was asked playfully,
but the young man sitting at the
breakfast-table, from which a red-arm-
od girl was carrying the dishes, threw
down his paper, and springing up, said,
with a flushed face,—

“No, Dick, you're not good for any-
thing!”

“Come now!” was the an re-
eponse, and Mrs. Barnes hurried for-
ward nervously, for it seemed as ifthe
two brothers would fight.

“It's a fact. You are living on us;
{ou arelazy—and you'realmost twen-

y years old,” said Tom, the eldest.

boys! boys!"” protested the wom-

an, holding out her hands. ‘“Younev-

er quarreled in yonr life. Don't be-
gin now!”

“It’s time he heard the truth!” mut-
tered Tom.

“But, mother, haven't I tried?”
asked the boy i:urningl to her, und his
voice trembled just a little,

“You know, Tom, that Dick is deli-
cate,” pleaded the woman.

“Yes, and that's been his shicld long
enough, I should ray. He's not too
delicate to gotoall the merry-makings,
and eat his share, and when he gets a
ood chance in life, he don’t know it.

‘Il never try for him again, never!”
and out he went, slaming the door be-
hind him.

“Idon't see what's got into Tom!”
said the widow, distressfully, “I nev-
er knew him to act so before,”

“Oh, it's been in him some time,”
muttered Dick, hoarsely. ‘“Ever since
he got acquainted with the Mosses.
That’s what's the matter.”

“Doyou ren,l:fr mean it, Dick?”

“0f course I do. Helikes Miss Anne,
end he wants to marry and settle
down. I'min the way. I wish father
had lived, or I had died with him,”
“Dick, darling, don't talk so!"”
“Isay Ido! Everything was going
on just right. Iliked my studies, and
meant to make a man, though in a
different way from Tom. He likes
hard worle, and can do it. Ihate ev-
erything but books, study and law.
I don’t see why Tom should be so
hard on me. I'm trying my best.
Lawyer Bates gaid that in less than
two years I can make my own way,"

“My, poor, dear boy! You are do-
ing;our best I know you are.”

*Yes, you think so; you feel so; I'm
sure of your sympathy, but you see,
Tom wants me to be making money.
He begrudges me the food Ieat, and
thinks I am shirking, and trying to
get along without work. He never
said so before, but I have seen it of
late. Icanread it in the way he looks
at me.”

“My dear boy! try not to mind
it!” said the widow distressfully.

“Ihavetried;laughed at his hints,and
swallowed my chagrin. ButI can’t do
it any longer, my self-respect is hurt.
All is, I must throw up my place with
Lawyer Bates, and go out to Oregon,
and buckle down to hard work.”

“Dick, I never will consent to it!"”
said his mother, growing pale. “You,
with your delicate constitution, to go
away so far from home,—from me,—~
when you have always needed to be
watched over and cared for! Try not
to mind Tom!"

“I havedone so, mother, but I can’t

retend totry any longer, Tom wants
o be married—to the silliest girl in
the family, too, becanse she has a
pretty face and dresses so stylishly. 1
suppose he'snot to blame; he's t wenty-
five years old, uud-lninv a fair busi-
ness, It's only I am in the way. He
has to help me to clothes, you know,
and of course my board costs some-
thing. I might as well say yes. The
tourm-y will do me good, maybe, and
here's a chance to make money. It's
& new place, you know,’

The conference closed, and Dick went
to his office, leaving his mother al-
most broken-hearted. It was such a
shange from the tender eare of her
husband, to dependence upon the
strong, self-willed man whose word had
begun to be law, And it was embar
rassing to feel that before long she
would only be secord in his heart and
home. For he calied the home his,
though his mother had bought it with
her own money years bolore, and fur
nished it hersell. Hut now she was
loft 0 impoverished that she had no
means to pay the taxes, and hor health
Wis poor

M Tom would only wait! But neo;
Tom belloved that Dick was lady; that
his studdying law was but o farce; that
he shoull be no more exvapt from
hard work than himsell, A he had

st had such a splendid situation of-

i for him, that it angered him be
'OIMI mu;o when ek de h““lL

tloman Diek,”" as he sneering
mod him, Besides, he did wish lc,;
marry, but would not while e fanchel
Divk an Inenmbrance

That night the bhrothers met fora
few woments; the mother was not in
| the room
| “Have you written your friend in

At aaked Dick, and something
s S handsowe, ntellociual tace re
buked his older brother aa he an

~ n"?-hll write to him to-nighs.*
hiss Lacvept, ' sald Dick, .

ly, turned on his heel and left th
room.

“Come to his senses at last,” said
Tom, reflectively, yet with certain un
easy twinges, as he remembered the
most unnatural brilliancy of thedark,
pathetic eyes, so like his father's
“Pshaw! it will do the fellow good te
knock round the world a little, Ha
has been tied quite too long to his
mother’s apron-strings. And—as te
law—there are too many lawyers al
ready. He will thank me beforeths
year is out, and mother, too.”

Dick broached the idea to his friend
Lawyer Bates,who tried allin his powes
todissuade him.

“You've the making of an excellent
lawyer in you,” he said, “and you are
gettingalong wonderfully. If youwillgo
offsofar,why don't you wait till you get
yourdiploma? That's the business you
weremadefor.”

But all the talk did no good, and in.
wardly ealling him a fool, the man
turned to the papers pefore him
How could Dick tell him that he was
an unwelcome guest in his mother’s
house?

“Die in a year,” thelawyer muttered
afterwards, when somebody spoke to
him about it. *“The boy isn't made for
hard work, and he'll find it out.”

The year passed. Tom had been six
months married, and had brought hiy
pretty, helpless bride to his home, hired
extraservants, and seemed as happy
as a lord. He did not notice the in-
creasing pallor of his mother’s face, the
heart-broken look that told how she
missed thoughtless, warm-hearted, lov-
ing Dick,

He had alwaoys made such a
pet of his little, gentle mother, and
now eghe felt as if she were almost for
gotten. Herson and his wife wers
kind to her—but oh, she wanted the
clasp of lovingarms about her neck,
and the kiss of a son, sometimes,
Her only solace was the reception of
the letters that came at first every
week—but of late there had been great
gaps between, He laughed in his let-
ters, but sobbed as he folded them;
she never should know—never!

He had enjoyed the novelty of the
trip, and the new associations among
which he was thrown, for atime. The
work which he.was expected todo was
entirely beyond his strength, and the
persons with whom he was thrown in
contact were rough and uncultivated.
He had been accustomed to delicate
and nourisning food; that which he
tried to eat was coarse, badly prepar-
ed and unholesome, Day after day he
labored from early morn till late at
night, leaving for his place oflodgment
s0 exhausted that the best meal would
have been distastful. As the weak-
ness increased, he fought bravely
agairst it, and yet the longing for
home—the almost agonized desire to
look upon his mother's face once more
—added to his physical sufferings.
“That boy looks like a ghost,” said
some one, to his employer.

““Yes; not fit for the business,” was
his reply, ““but the poor fellow is try-
ing very hard.”

“0 mother! mother! I am coming
home. I must come home,” he wrote,
at the conclusion of the year.

“I thought s0,” said practical Tom,
with a clouded brow, when his mother
read him theletter, her voice trembling.
“You made a baby of him for all time
~he'll never be a man!"

Little hethought how prophetic were
his words! The next letter said,—

“Expect me by the third of next
month at latest.” The next—written
in a strange hand,—

“DEAR MapaM,—I amsorry to write
you bad news. Yourson was getting
ready to start for home, when he broke
down. He was never strong eno
for thework, and I told himso, months
ago, but he would not give up. There
was good metal in  him—but—I think
he mourned too much for his home and
his mother. Just before he died, he
said, ‘If I could only see my mother for
one moment, I could die happy!’”
Why need we follow the letter? Tom
broke down, for once, when the news
forced itself upon him. The mother
went rapidly to the grave, and to this
day there isalookinTom’s face, which
neither care nor bodily suffering put
there—only consciousness that having
been his brother’s kecper, he failed in
both duty and aflection, and for the
rest of his life must pay the penalty.
—— A~ el — e e
The Course of True Love.
From the Heraldsburg (Cal.) Enterprise.
It was one day last week, and in the
city of Cloverdale, that a weddinghad
been given out to take place; all the
necessary preparations had been made
and the guests had all assembled, when
lo and behold! it was discovered that
the license had been issued by the Clerk
of Mendocino county, in place of So-
noma. It had so happened that one
of Healdsburg's ministers had been en-
gaged and was on the ground ready to
perform the ceremony, and it can be
better imagined than described the
consternation that was produced when
the divine informed the contracting
wartion that a marviage heense issued
n Ukiah was not just the proper au-
thority to perform the marringe cere-
mony in Cloverdale, as that burg hap-
wied Lo be in another county, .ll
his time the dinner was almost onthe
table, and many of the guests
were standing on their tiptos of ex-
cltement, and what was ta be done
was on the tongue of every one, The
] |ug||¢hl ful  moinkster  ndormes) them
that it was only thiee milles 1o the
Mendocino county line, and when that
point was |un.un{ the existing docu-
went woukl assume logal authority,
As poon asthese wanls bl tallen trom
the minister's Lips & vash for the livery
stabilve commetswl, amd tegma follow
ol teamas in guick sucosssbon until all
the guests were vn tlying wheels in the
direvtion of Menclowting line W e
this was ervosses) asd o feiendly shnde
had been Towd, the party alighted
and the llm') YOl ple were Iadde o
Then all returned to the place where
the tables were loadal wil L the ¢l
ou0 dalnbion of the lamd. A bastlng en
A was upressed upon the muimds
of those present that thires milos iake

wrong side of the cuunty line

AMERICAN G1RLS,

An Eminent Divine Says They Are Ned
Mere Appendages to Saratoga Trunks.
Prol. Bwing in Chicago Current.
The girl of to-day, with rare excep-
tions, isindustrious and with a breadth
of invention and execution. The ironi-

cal and often mean essaysonthewom:
an of the present often picture her
as good for little except for accom-
panying a Baratoga trunk on its wan-
derings in summer and for filling fash-
ionable engagements in winter. Muchs
of this sarcasm is deserved by the few,
but when the millions of girls are
cnought of a8 they are ornamenting
their mothers' homes in the villages
and cities, the honest heart caunot
but counfess that the word *“girl’”’ never
meant more than it does to-day. This
being, when found in her bhest estate,
ean go gracefully from her silk dress
and piano to a plain garb and to work
among plants, or to the kitchen, or to
a mission school class, In the city
she can easily walk three miles. Lan-
guor has ceased to be fashionable;
sleep in the day time not to be en-
dured. The soul is thonght to be
action, not repose.

All can contradict thes<e words of
praise; because all who think a mo-
ment can find exceptions in girls who
are always just dead with a headach
or as averse as a mummy to any kin
of conversation or activity; girls who
who are pleased with nothing and no-
body. These exceptions are so disa-
greenble that they seem to mar the
whols world and make the beautiful
characters invisible, In matters of
this kind one can only offer opinions.
One darve not assert with confidence.
At a popular summer resort, where
quite o number of these 16-year mor-
tals were met and observed daily, it
appeared in evidence and in common
fame that to be full of obedience to-
ward parents, of kindness toward al
persons and things, to be industrious,
to be full of inquiry and rational talk
was not the exception, but the average
of condition.

Why should a few girls of marked
vanity and of gigeling tendencies
cast into reproach that multitude
whose hearts are as innocent as the
June flowers and June birds? Much
of the ruin of character comes in the
Inter years of woman, when the im-
prudence of lute dancing, late suppers
and the mental anxiety, and, perhaps,
sorrows which come from the vain ef-
forts of the heart to create a paradise
of pleasure away from duty, make the
cheek fade early and the eye lose its
luster in the morning, like sun that

oes behind clouds before noon., As
or noble girls of 16, the Western con-
tinent is full of them. They are in the
cities,in the villages, in the farm houses.
We meet them on all streets, along all
paths in the lone and lovely country.
They are ready for all duty and hap-

iness, and constitute to us older and
ading hearts the most beautiful and
divine scene on earth.

—

First Confederate Battle Flags.

From Mrs. Burton Harrison's ““Rec-
ollections of a Virginia Girl in the First
Year of the War,"” the followingis tak-
en: “Anotherincident of note, in per-
sonal experience during the autumn of
'61, was that te two of my cousins
and to me was intrusted the making
of the first three battle flags of thecon-
federacy, directly after congress had
decided upon a designforthem, They
were jaunty squares of scarlet erossed
with dark ﬁluc, thecross bearing stars
to indicate the number of the seceding
states. We set our best stitches upon
them, edged them with golden fringes,
and when they were finished, dispatche-
ed one to Johnston, another to Beau-
regard, and thethird to Earl Van Dorn
—the latter afterward a dashing cav-
alry leader, but then commanding in-
fantry at Manassas. The ban-
ners were received with all the
enthusiasm we could have hoped
for; were toasted feted, cheered
abundantly. After two years,
when Van Dorn had been killed in
Tennessee, mine came back to me,
tattered and smokestained from lon
and honorable service in the field.
But it was only a little while after it
had been bestowed that there arrived
one day at our lodgings in Cullpeper &
huge, bashful Mississippi scout—one
oifthe most daring in the army—with
the frame of a Hercules and the face of
a child. He was bidden to come there
by his general, he said to ask ifl
would not give him an ovder to fetch
some cherished objecs from my dear
old home—something that would
prove to me ‘how much they thought
of the maker of that flag!' after some
hesitation, 1 acquiesced, ultlm:‘:
thanking it a jest; A week later I we
the astonished recipient of a lamented
bit of finery left ‘within the lines,’ a
wrap of white and azure brought by
Dillon himself, with a beaming face.
He had gone through the Union pickets
mounted on a load of firewood, and,
while peddling poultry, had presented
himself at our town Liouse, whenee he
earried off his prize in trinmph, with o
letter in its folls, telling us how rel-
atives left behind longed to be sharing
the joys amnd sorrows of those at large
in the confederaey."

- -

Allen Thorndyke Rice, the proprie
tor of the North American Review, is
sald to be the fuortunate possessor of
$5,000,000a very comfortable sum
to have at one's command. Mr. Rice
knows how Lo use it to Lis own enjoy-
ment and v the enjoyment of others.
He ls & young man, not 33, 18 s sakd,
with olive vomplesion, dark-brown
hair, large hasel eyes, a good straight
nose and & wellbrushed, closscut
beard overbung by & long mustac
Me dressen  quietly, ;.n. while
olothes are all of the handsoment wn-
terial, bhe sovms to have & for &
top vost that iv & lttle worn the
o, 50 Uit bisclothes will not have

the appearance of havi Cole
from the tailor, Me n..‘:.’:‘qm
man, lor beskles taking care of h‘
waney he looks alter the inierests of
the North American Neyiow,

contributore, and when he s e

& wonderful distaiee when o e {l;li takes ontive \'hdl'wullhdnlﬂ-

ment upon his sh




