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‘DOWN ON THE FARM.

When o boy I used to dwaell
In a home I loved so woll,
Far uwey among the clover and tho bees,
Where the morning-glory vine
Round tho cabln poreh did twine,

And the robin redbroast sang among the treea
There were brothars young and gay,

A father old snd gray,

And o mother dear 10 keep s from all harm;
There | passad life's golden hours,
Ruuning wild among the fowers,

‘In my“bu:hond'l happy home, down oa the
e,

«Chorus:

Many weary hours have passsd

Binco 1 saw the old place inst,

Put memory still stesls o'er meliko & eharmy
Every old familiar piuoe,

Every kind and loving fuos,

In ng boyhood's hoappy home, down oa tho

wrm.

And today as I draw near
The old home I loved no dear,

A stranger comes Lo meet me at the door,
Round the place thers's many a change,
And the faoes all neam strange—

Not o loved ove now Lo greel me us of yore
My mother dear Is luid
'Nesth tho elm tree's pleasant shade,

And the golden summer sun aliines bright and

war;
In she old familiar place
1onn ses u siranger's face,

in m}: fatber's old arm-chalr, down on tho

arm.

“Chorua:
Many woary years have passed
Since Isaw the old pluce last,
Dut memory still stenls o'er me ke o chorm;
Every old famiiiar place,
Every kind and loving facs,
1o my boybhood's Lappy hoars, down on the
farn.
=DNuffalo News

CHAPTER VIL~CONTINUSRD,

“I never received any message," he
#nid, still gazing at her. **I should
have come sooner if I had. I thought
you wished to forget old times.”

Olive looked vp suddenly, “Why did
¥ou think that?" she asked In o tremu-
lous tone.

“Well, I ean hardly say.” He looked
down awkwardly. *“Dut perhaps it
won't do any harm to tell you that it
was Michael's fault,” he added, s deep
flush mounting to his forehead. *“lHe
treats old friends as if they were dust.
He gives himself airs, and walks past
me a8 if | were a gate-post.  Take
heed, Olive; & man who forgets his
friend may be faithless to his sWweet-
heart.”

“*You must not say such things," said
Olive, flushing in her turn. **Michael
is preoccupied—that's all. I am very
sorry that he slighted you, Aaron, but it
must be nnintentional. e ls absorbed
in his own concerns, He is clever, you
know, and his brain s always at work."

“Yes., yes: s brain is always at
work: I know that well enough, And
it's all for sclf that he works—mark
that, Olive. He means to geton, and
he will get on; nnd he doesn’t care who
{alls as long as he can rise.”

Nlive sighed, then looked up again.

a don't know how to talk to you,” she

Qm. **You hod a better opinion of him
days gone by.”

*] didn’t know all that was in him in
days gone by," answered Aaronm, lifting

HE LOOKED AT IER SEARCHINGLY,.
his gloomy eyes to hers. “lle's a jug-

gernnut, Olive—that's what he I
Don't let him crush yon under Mis
wheels. As for me, it doean't matter
much. I'm only a poer fellow at my
best.”

“I am not afraid for myself. Ho is
always good to me,” she sald, with a
little flash of womanly lodignation.
“My only concern is for you, Anron,
You are outof health and ont of spirits,
1 hope you haven't forgotten Jana."

“Forgotten her!™ The red flush
mounted to hia forehead agnin. *Is
that likely? I'm not one of the for-
getful sort. Only I daren't think of her
too muech, because there are thﬂuuilh
that drive o mun wild. When I'm
lonesome In my room at night her dear
{face comes before mo and makos my
heart ache with a bitter, gnawing pain.”

“Oh, Aaron! what do you moan?"
cried Olive In distress. ‘‘June would
not pain anyone—you least of all! Why
ean't yon two be happy together?"

““Happiness is for other people who
have got brains,” sald Aaron, bitterly.
“They've lowered my wages, Olive,
and they've takem nway my hope of
making a home for Jane. You'd have
thought, perhaps, that Mickael, who's
so much with Mr. Edward, would have
said o word in my favor. Dut if bodid
say anything it was against me.”

Olive grew very pale.  "'Oh, Anron,*
she answered, falntly, *'I am afrald you
are unjust. Michasl cannot have
spoken against you. Dut don't lose
heart," she added, trylnge to brighten
him. *"“And don't lose confidence in
yourself. Jane will walt years for you,
dear Auron; I am sure of that How I
wish I could do something to comfort
you!"

“You may need comfort for your-
sell yet, my girl,”® be sald, in a quiot
voice,

The words haunted her after he was
gone. Bhn sat alone by the window
and watched the golden lights fad

I from the housetops; and it seemed as

the falling dusk had cast a gloom over ! “l am sorry that [ have disappointed
her own spirit. All thé pain and sor 'yml." she said at 1ast. ITer volce was as
rows of others’ lves were pressing | musical as ever, but there was & tonch

open window of the sitting-rcom u
stairs.  HMe had not thought that ON
would return till evening.

b Two young faces were sheltared |

| always hovers over us with wings out-

upon her own life. All hor wague
doubts were taking definite shape, and
menacing her future.  She was almost |
sorry that she had sent for Aaron, and |
t she knew that she had scted for tho |
1

CHAPTER VIIL
VKR AWERNT BRELIS JANGLED OTF OF TUWM
AND HARSH"

under the light shadow of some larches
In Kew Gandens. Tt was a Sunday
afternoon; Sunday groups were scat-
tered all over the grounds, and the man
followed thelr movomonts with o look |
of disgust; but the girl, sitting quietly |
on the grass, took in all the beauty of |
the place with pure and simple delight.
The sun of paradise seemed to be ghin-
ing on these golden paths; it was one
of those moments whon w poor
doughtor of earth has eaught a glimpse l
of that old garden where God's first |
pair of lovers rejoiced togethor,  They |
had talked a little, but silence recemed |
to sult them best. It wasa rare thing for
Michael Chuse to be silont; but there
wore matters In his mind that he did not
eare to discuss with his companions Ilo
had been kind—languidly kind perhaps |
=but Olive woa well contented. He had
apent some hours in her company with
out finding a single fault with anything
that she wore, or sald, or did. She
could enjoy the bllss of sitting by his
side in peace, This she thought, was
the sort of happiness that she had al- |
ways walted snd longed for. Flowers, |
the soft shade of trees, summer sun- |
light, and the presence of the man who

| was tho sole king of her heart. What |
But sho | [y

moro could a woman doeslre?
did not glve voles to her joy. If you
talk abont happiness it is too apt to de-
sort you, It is nan unressfal spirit, who

sproad, ready for an Instant flight,

Somo one passing by the couple under
the larches said to himself that the man
was not half worthy of the girl. Iler
face, with its rich, sunlit loveliness, had
haunted Seaward Aylstone for many s
day; and now he came upon it voas-
warces, glowing ont of the soft gloom of
tho trees. He had come down to Kew
to study eertain effecta of light and
shade, and then alinost forgot the pur-
posa that had brought him there,

Yes; it was the same faco that he had
sceon bending over the flowers in the
Regent street shop, and it had seemed
to him that one of his wague dreams
of beanty had suddenly taken shape
and become a reality. Dut this was the
first time he had ever soen her oot of
the shop and its surroundings, and all
her charms seemed doubled and trebled
to-duy. Her lips, scarlet as japonica
blossoma, were parted in an uncon-
scious smile. Ilitherto he had only be-
held her grave; now she was quietly,
yet giclishly gay. Untll this moment
ho had not reallzed how young she was,
nor how new the world appeared to
her. That fresh delight, that un-
troubled belief which only comes once
in o lifotime, these glorious follies of
youth, were hers atill.

The young man by her side, short,
slightly made and blus-eyed, inspired
Seaward with sudden and unutterable
detestation. The young man's eves had
acunning and complacent twinkle in
them, and they were met too near to-
gether, Yet he was what women eall
“nice looking," and had a freah eoms
ploxion and fair, curly hair; and hid
clothes were really very well made and
earefully—too carefully put on. It was
clear that he did not bolong to 'Arry
and his frlends, and his face gave evl-
dence of sober and decorous living. But
instead of respecting him for his vir- |
tucs, Seaward Aylstone only disliked
him the more for thom. [t was wrong,
it was unreasonable, but {t was human.
There is a certain form of moral excel-
lence which never fails to bo exasper-

'I‘lfc pair were quite uneonscloms of
his sérutiny; the young man was too
much self-absorbed to notice him, and
the girl waa too happy to be observant.
He went his way, feellng unaccounta-
bly soured, and left them still sittingin
tholr shady nook under the trees. '

But if Seaward Aylstons had lingered
a little longer in their neighborhood he
would have seen a change in the lovely
face that had been so bright with inno-
eent joy. Ollve's cup was so full that it
brimmed over at last. Instead of pre-
serving that spell of blissful allence un-
broken, she wos unwise enough to

speak,

*Michael, Is not this a porfoct day?
Is it possible for us ever to bo happier
than we are at this moment?”

The curl of his lip answered her even
before his words eame. Iler question
had broken in npon the great plans
that ho was making for the future; and,
in truth, success was so near that he.
had a right to think of using it. It waa
no vague vision that ho hdd been con-
juring up, the goal wns all but gained,
and already he was building, in fancy,
the palace in which he should take his
rest.  Hest! The word had no roal
meaning for him, the longings in his
keart could never be stilled, nover be
safstled by tho attalnment of his first
dusire. Poor Olive's littla speech
stirred up an angry scorn within him.
Ho had been striving with all his
might for grand things, aund sny of the
commonest pleasures in lifo were good
enough for her.

“I am not quite such & fool," he sald,
“'as to mistake a lagy hour In tho sune
shine for perfeot happiness. If this was
the bost moment that life could give
mo I should not care to goon living,
Ollve, you have no ajpirations. You do
not want to rlse, you do not sympa-
thize with me in my effort to sucoeed.
It is dissppointing, very disappointing
to find that you are just as common-
ploce and unambitions s you wsed to
be at Bastmeon,"

For an lstant she did nod reply.
Thore wore tho same velvet glades, the
same rich follage, the samo blaze of
flamercolored blossoms before her
eyes, but the glory of the gardens was
gone, The gates of her Eden had closed
without a single note of warning, the

bright spirit, who had been singing his |

sweet song in her cars, had soared far

of proud paticnce in her manner that
Irritated him more than pettishness
would bave done. Clevar ns he was,
high as he had risen, he had failed of
late to make her scknowledge his su-
periority. And he knew that he had not
spoken truly in saying that she was the
same girl of the old Eastmoeon days.
She waa, In some respecta, a different
Olive, far more cultivated, far more
beautiful, and with a slow growing con-
sclonsness of her own worth.

“*You don't approciate me,” he went
on, venting on her the pent-np anger of
weeks, “Any ldle fellow who hud not
two ideas In his head would hoave saited
you ns well as [ do,  You ask for noth-
Ing bettor than common enjoyment,
cheap holiday pleasures, such ns sny
workingman can give bis sweethenrt
And I have been tolling and racking
my brains to win money and a high
socinl position for us both!"™

“Michnel," she said gontly, yet brave-
Iy, “you are saying things that are not
true. No one could ever have suited
me us woll us the man [ have always

IN KEW GAHDENS.

loved. AndI am not unambitious; I,
too, have dreamed of o higher life, und
have striven after my ideal in my own
way."

*“In yourown way, yes: but not iln my
way," he onswered quickly, with an
angry glitter In his blue oyes.

“Perhaps not quite in your way,
Michuel. I eannot believa—I never have
bolieved—that success is the sole object
of existence. Nor do | think that sue-
cess alono ever yet made o man or
woman happy. George Eliot says that
‘we can only have the highest happi-
ness, such as goes nlong with being a
grent man, by having wide thoughts,
and much feeling for the rest of the
world as well as onrselves.' "

“George Ellot was a mere dreamer,
with the gift of telling her dreams in
good English,” he eried. impatiently.
“[ suppose that Kliot, Samuel Wake,
has been giving her books to you, and
making you more sentimental and
cloudy than you were before. Why
don't you rond Smiles and elear the
mist away from your brain?"

“I have read Smiles, Michael,” she re-
plied quictly. *“And I nm weak enough
to care more for the Robert Stephenson
who took thought for little children
and birds, than for the great inventor,
The very skdle of him that you think
lowest, seoms to me highest. Remem-
ber I am not depreclating his splendid
enorgy, | only moan that it was not the
noblest part of man, nor conld it, with-
out other qualities, have made him real-

nt."
l,y'g‘r,: sparkle of wrath had died out of
Michael’s eyes; but his face expressed
a cold contempt.

‘4 iWe are wasting time here," he said,
frigidly. *I will take yon baek to your
unele’'s honse, Olive; and then I will go
home to my own room. This hot day
has given me a headache.”

She was anxlous and remorseful in an
instant, rendy to blame herself for not
having seen that he was suffering. She
had been wrapped in & happy dream
under the trees, and all the while he
had been sitting by her aide, feeling
woary and ill! And then she hod wor-
ried him with her talk, and made the
headache worse,

“Oh! Michael,” she sald, rising, and
looking at him with a glance that few
men could have met unmoved; I am
afraid I hove been selfish. 1t was for
my sake that we came here, dear; and
you hove paid doarly for the pleasure
you have given me. What cam I do fer

!.'-U

“‘Nothing," he answered, as coldly as
before. “I shall go to my room and
rest. Mine is o hard-working  brain,
and anything in the shape of a dispute
always disturbs moe,"

“Denr Michael, if any words of mine
have disturbed yeu I am more than
norry. A to disputes, wo will never
havo any more. We ore always one in
hoeart, are wo not?"

"As sbo spoke sho clung to his arm for
n socond, trembling, and with bher heart
beating. Ilo disongaged himscld ut
onoo,

“People are looking at us,” ho sakl
“Do remember that we are in Kew gar-
dens, and not in Eastmeon fields! I am
in no me« now for scenes and senti-
mental Olive.”

She looked st him again once, stead-
ily and wistfully, with oyea that soemed
to read him through and through. Thoen
she walkod on quiotly by his side, pale,
but caim; and troubled him with no
more loving words or inconvenicut
domoustrations,

The Sunday throngs were crowding
all about thom; fathers and mothers
with tholr ohildren, girls walking ha
pily. sometimes lj:.l;. with thelr
sweethoartsa Their voices and laughter
secmed to comae from an outside world
in which Olive had no part. She searce-
ly know whether they were phantoms
or living people; only Michael, with his
cold set fape, was misorably real. Ile
would not look at her, he dkf not speals,
and they reached the station aund got
into a teain in silence.

CHAPTER 1IX.
“OREAT FEELINGS BATH SHE OV ITER OWN,"™
Unole Wake was alone in the houss
when Olive came in; his wife had gone
to see their married daughter, and had

out of reach. Her golden hour was
over. '

-

When he opened the door and sav
her standing outside alone, he kne
that the time he was looking for w

oucs o walk alone? It is their fee
path; wo can but wait till the trial i
ended, bhefore we come with oup baln
of healing.
with the knowledge of one who h
studied  homanity, was  waiting p
tiently for the hour when his hel
wonld be necded.

“So you have come baek to cheer th
old nnele in bis solituwde,” he il s sly
entered. ".\1.\' wife has Fone o spen
the evening with poor Jessie. ™

She tried to speak, bLut hep li}
trembled, awd the words would 1
come.

“You are tired, my eliild,” he seede
with a tenderness that « her ten
flowing. “Goand lie down on the ol
sofa in the parlor npstales; it s s o
resting plaee, ns 1 have reason to kno

No need to talk to the old unele! 11
understands silenee, and it comfor
him to ook ot you, even if he doos
hear your volee. ™

« Already soothad, althongh she eonl
not hilde her tears, Olive went st ralg)
to her own little room, sod Takd asid

the pretty honnet that shoe had teimmefl
with such natural pleasnre.  What L@
she to do with “the outward adorning

any more? A sore hieart hoas Lt @

thought for the body that eontaing |
Poor Olive tossed the bonnet on th
bed, and glaneed with disgpust at th
bunch of searlet popples and whea
ears that «whe hoad oreranged with skil

ful ingers. Michael had not given thelk

one look, and they had been worn fi
his eyes slope.,
It was no small consolation to fea
that she need not weunr 4 mask befo
Unecle Walce. Ilo had seen that sl
was crying, and she knew thut
would not question her, Shes we
softly down to the large parlor, ar
maade her way to the old chintz-coverd
sofa thut was pushed into a shady e
ner out of the light, aud then, worn o
with her sorrow, she closed her eyd
and lay still, '
Large men, llke Samuel Wake, ofte
tread lightly, and his niece did not he
his approach till he eame to her sidd
speaking in the deep, kindly voice thy
alwiys conveyed ideas of lhelp a
strength.
“Come, Olive,” he sald, *'T am as g
& tea-maker as you can find anywhe
Drink this nnd eat some of my toa
Young people always forget food wh
they go out and take their pleasure.”
To pleare him the weary brown he
Hfted itsolf from its resting-place; Oli
ate and drank, and was surprised
find herself really beticr for the t
He went back to his books, and
sank again on the sofa cushions, b
presently her voice called him to b
side once more,
“Unele, do you mind sitting nearer
me? [ am so very, very lonely.”
The poor volee quavered sadly. S
uel Wake rose from his seat and drev
chalr close to the couch,
jTo nE coxriNvRD. )

Cute Heplies.

Here are some quaint definitions g
en by children and collected by Rev,
F. Crafta:
“What does backbiter mean?'
“Please, slr, it may be a flea,”
Blacksmith's shop —"*The place whé
they make horses, [saw a man n
ing on the last foot of one.”
IHorse—*An animul with four le
one on each corner.”
Ice—*"Water that went to sleep in
eold."
Little sins—*1 didn't break any
the commandments, but 1 guess
eracliod some of them.”
Nest egg—""The one theold hen me
ures by."
Seasons—A teacher inquired of t
members of a elass of children if ay
of them could name the four season
Instantly the chubby hand of a fi
yeur-old was radsed, and promptly cai
the answer: *Pepper, salt, vinegar al
muatard."
Stars—*'The eggs the moon has laid
—Pall Mall Budget

Where Pigs Drew the Line.

The yleld of an apple tree in the S
George's cemetery verifles the sup
stition that ull things grownin u gra
yard are unfit to eat. The fruit has
graveyard taste—so much sothat sw
will not touch it. When Benjamino
mond, a clvil engineer on the Dela
end Chesapeake canal, was buried
Beptember, 1824, ono of his fello
craftsmen stuck an apple tree vi
in the ground alongside of the grsvo.
large ond apparcutly healthy tree nd
muarks the spot, thé white fruit of whi
temptingly matures in August of en
year. The yicld falls to the grouy
and the only persons knows to ha
eveu sparingly eaten it are domes
“sowboys,” whose sense of sste is 1
as acutely developed us that of the
erage human being. When placed
the stove hearth to roas this pecul
fruit simmers down to of and emits
odor strougly s tit of & gra
Pio-eshtie (s ot

Createst Basties 8f Ilistory.
Burke, in his lettor on **Natural
clety,” says that Sylls destroyed 800,
men in each of thre battles, one
ing at Cheronean. The Persians
sald to have lost 281,000 men &t Plat
II Chronicles, 1817, records B00,
alain on one side; #hich however,
not have béen M a single buattle.
Kings, 20:28, tells of 100,000 men
fug killed on #ne side in u single day
_-l:-pnhr.
*“Our baby is awfully nice,” rema
Mabel. "I pulled my hair yesterd
and then cried because I did." =K
per's Young People,
Yery Mmple.
DA o ey e
8? :mpu aaked wo girle be knew
Togo and seosheplay. |

lefs bim, surrounded with books, st the

nigh at hand. It was o time that h
dreaded, for there was no torture o
earth that Snmuel Wake would not hiav
endured to save n woman from pai
But who does not know those dar
places whore we must leave our helove @

not ours, that must tread the thorm @
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