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esnrh other whileye may,

. tob soon, the Bght of day
Frades and dies, then eames the night
That bentw our dearsane from oor sight,

Love ench other while yo mos )

! bld that tender guest Lo wiay

who save be san sooth the hreast «
That life Blix full of keet uurest?

Tove sach other while ye may,
Wealth and station what are they?
bubbles when all in old,
ving the heart both fuint and cold,

Love sach other while ye phy,
There's litthe clee of worth | sny:
Ramile {n the eyes that are most deur,
For love brings hearen always near.
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Miss Hoitt's Harvest.

Miss Hannah Hoitt lived alone in
= wide old house that sheltered the
familios of her father and her grand-
father before her, Its square, low-
eeiled rooms were peopled for her
with precious memories and tender
associations. She would not shut
the sunlight quite out ofany of them,
so that they all retained some pleas-
ant look ns of occupancy, And the
rooma shereally livedin were bright,
restial, sunshiny, with enough of the
old-time quaintness to give them a
pecnliar charm, and safficient sub-
serviency Lo newer fashions and fan-
cios of adorment to assure you that
the owner lived in today rather than
vesterday.

Miss Hoitt was much esteemed in
the little community of Millton ns o
woman of means, of sense, of charne-
ter, of generons purposes and proe-
ticee, The farm had dwindled from its
once  broad aren  of tillage
and wmeadow and posture  and
woodland, to less than sixty acres,
Yet it was large enough for her to
manage, for she carvied it on herself,
with as eareful and capable on over
wight ns was exercised by any of her
neighbors on their domaines. It was
the standing wonder of theneighbor-
hood and of the little town, “how
Miss Hannoli could ‘manage’ so
well.” Every spring the boldness
and magnitude of her ventures ns-
tonished them,  Every full the gquan-
tity and quality of the crops she pro-
duced therefrom amazed them still
more, Her beans and corn, her cab-
bages and cucnmbers nud onions,
her heets and her asparagus, nodded
10 one another from their weedloss
rows in trimmphant lnxurianee, Her
berries blushed in exultation. Her
little orchord dropped its rosy and
golden frait gleefully. In trath, it
was the garnering of her harvests
that perplexed her. SBhe revelled in
the long days when shecould dig and
tend and water, nnd “seo the things
grow.” But when the days grow
sghort, and the first frosts coane, anil
the pumpkin vines grew bluck, and
the potato tops died, and shie hegnn
to fear for her tenderer fruit, then
despuir nnd dismay began to fill her
sonl. For then hor Tm:: -nl.a--»Fin;.'.
tasks were more operous, her ndigh-
bora could seldom  be hived to help,
and “help,”" proper, was “‘scaree,”
And, though Miss Hoitt was no
scold, and didn't know lhow to
whine, her voice wos apt to grow

daintive as she sometimes relatad

r anxieties,

Hers was o bright and busy life, in
all itsloneliness; and mnny o weaker
or less hopeful lheart shared its
sunghine. She had not nlways ex-
pected to live thus alone.  Onee
she lookad forward to a fre different,
life. Perhaps it had been all the bard-
er that her own hand had put aside
her joys. But she couldn’t have done
otherewise, she would remind hersell.
There was only she to take cire of
the nging lather, the quernlous grand-
mother, the invalid sister—all gone
from her long ago.  And he, Allen
Maynard, had hig own brave life to
live. She would not let him  waste
any of it waiting. She had sent him
awny, and perhaps she had not told
him the reason \\'llly. But she had
never ceased to think of hiw and pray
for himn.  When she read that pathet
jostory of Miss Jewitt's, “A Lost
Lover.” it came to hersuddenly that
her love might have been “lost,” to
her, and the world, to goodness and
God, as that mnan was., But she al-
ways said to herself that that never
could have been, Wherever Allen
Maynard was, she was very sure
that he was still good and true and
brave and genuine,

Over her low threshold, above which
hop-vines grew and moraning  glories
hung from dawn till noon their dewy
chalices of purple nnd erimson and
white, came one late September after-
noon her nearest neighbor, and one
of her dearest friends, Mrs. Sterne,
She was younger by a few vears than
Miss Hoitt, butloved, trusted, petted,
even sometimes confided in, by the
older woman,

“Come in, Lucy! What's the mai-
ter, child? Something worries vou;
and you're tired out, too, Now just
go into the sitting-room amd take
the easy chair, and 'l be in ina
minute, just us soon as 1 slip on my
other dress,”

“You see,”” she resumed, wn little
Inter, coming back freshly attived,
“I've been trying to get inmy grapes
and pears, and some ol my apples. |
had to begin in season, and Keep st
it, a little to o time, and 'm wotully
behind-hand now; and help 1 can’t
seem to get, for evervbody else is
busy, too. Now Lucy, what troubles
you, and what ean I do?”

George Eliot remarks on the widely
different meanings that may be giv-
«n to those last four words by the
tone and inflection with which they

areuttered—expressing now heartiest
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sympathy and helpfulness, now the
coldest of indifferent courtesy. But
the words aa Miss Hannah said them
wore full of the wikh to helpand know
how to help,

“f don't like to tell you, Hannah;
vou have eares enough, without our
rolling any of onrs on you. Bt
Jotham's sister Emily, she that mar-
ried a Swilt, is sick with tyllthni(l fe-
ver, the real, raging typhoid. They
live over to Enston, von know, and
there's nobody, hardly, to go, but
me; and it seems an if I must go right
off and stay till she's better. And
there's only Mary Nelson, aund she 8o
voung and heedless, for all 've had
her n year and done my best with
her to learn her to keep house. She
conld do well enough for Jotham and
John, but Jotham's got men n-com-
ing vight away—the threshers, and
carpenters to do his barn. That
can’'t be put off.  And the new super.
intendent in the mills, he promised
certainly he'd board, becanse he nused
to know him, and it would be handy
and homelike."”

“And you want me to take ‘em?”
queried Migs Hannah,

“0 Misse Hannah! we do hate to
ask or lot you. But what cnn wedo?
And Jotham says he'll get all your
apples and potatoes and things in,
in good season, and be glad to, and
yvou shall have good pay for the men,
if you only think you ecould do it.
And you don't know what o relief it
wonid be.  You sen, wo'vegotto tnke
Emily’s children home 1ill she's bet-
ter,"

S“Well, I'Il tey it, and if nothing
happens [ guess I can carry il
through.”

“How is it, Hannah,” went on the
other, “that most lone folks have
enough to do to take care of them-
golves? They think people ought to
do for them and look out for ‘em,
und expecinlly when they got to mid-

dle nge. But it's alwonys just the
other way with you,”
“1 don’'t know,” returned Miss

Hannah, musingly. “Yes, 1 do try
to help other folks what [ ean.
And 1 don't see that ['ve ever
been nny worse off for it, Really
I think it's just that keops
me up and gives me courage to
work., It's something to think of
and plan for, yon know, Now, if |
l‘tlll]!‘”lll_\' do for myself, I shouldn’t
feel ns though ‘twas hardly worth
while always to, though that's some-
thing. But when 1 can do something
for gome one else, why, it makes e
8 strong agnin, and o sight hope-
1

“1 don’t doubit it. But now, H an-
nal, do take care of voursell, and
goet somebody to come in anid help
you. Weean't let you get worn out
yet,"

she did not look worn ont ns she
flitted about after her yvisitor had
gone, getting her cosy ten and put-
ting thing« in order for the night.
Energy was in every movement of her
trim., spore figure, and o kind of
hiopeful content and conrage blended
with the Kindliness and humor that
illumined  the hrown  oves, She
wis udjosting  heesell  mentally
to the wnew turn  aflairs  had
taken, with that ready  willing-
ness chorneteristic of her, “Leonldn’t
do differently,” she wos saving to
hersell,  *There wasn't but me to do
it anvhow: and the money will be o
renl help this fall. The house needs
sotething laid out on it and 1 want
to send Martha's givls something by
and by: and now 1 shall have o little
more for misgions, home nd foreign,
Lo, 1|!|a| 1 ean el RO ol those
books 've been wanting.”” Awmd she
wansed in her flitting to and fro, to
Ilml; lovingly at the aleeady well-
stocked shelves of the mnssive seere-
tary, and thoughtfully at the empty
space in the newer bookease beside,
“Yex, | am not sosorry as 1 might
be. "Twill be quite a piece of work,
though, before it's through. How-
ever, 1 guess Tean manage,”

“uite a plece of work," it proved

indesd to e, The threshers came.
staid o week and  deported,  Close
npon thewm came the  earpenter’s
crew: and just as they were well et -
thed, cnme the "most  dreaded
of all, Mr., Sterne’'s friend, the
superintendent ot the new mills,
Miss Honnah hod word that he was

coming, nnd Mr. Sterne drove over
with him after supper time. He was
in haste, and stopped only to say

that his sister was no better; the
fover wos having a long vun,  Luey
was nbout worn out, too. “And

this is the gentleman we spoke of,
Hannah, that you said might stop
here aspell. 1 think he's an old ae-
quaintance of yours,”

And Mr. Sterne had driven off be-

fore she had one good look at the
man before her. He lifted his hat
then and held out his hand with a

simile,

“You used to know me, Miss Hoitt,
You can’t have forgotten how many
times we've trudged up the hill to
#gchool together, and how many times
yvon did my sums and helped me out
with my parsing, in the little pred
schoolhouse over yvonder, Or,
yvou've forgotten, 1 haven't,

“Allen Moynard! I had no idea it
was vou that was coming! [ didn’t
really know who it was, come to
think, but 1 didn’t dream it was
yon!''

“But
same?"”

For nnswer she led the way into
the house, with pink cheeks, shaking
off her confusion as best she could.

The little home was very cheery,
The slant rays of the setting sun
streamed in between theplants inthe
bay-window and gilded the bindings
of her books and made great reflec-
tions from the polished andirons, And
in the next room was spread the
dainty tea-tnble, with its erimson
cloth, its glittering glass, its tempt-
ing array, and its vase of flowers

you'll take me just  the

in the centre, For Miss Hannah was
persuaded that even “those men"
noticed ond appreciated her flowera,
And the fragrance of freshly-made
tea, nnd inviting odors of browning
biscuit, of baked npples, and other
appetizing scents, were in the air.
And it was with pleasure not all con.
cealed that the new boarder took the
sent she assigned him. It chanced to
be opposite her own. It wos natural
that the days should seem to go by
faster than ever, now. They were
very short, anyway, and Miss Ha -
nah wos very busy, If any other ele-
ment gave u new, sweet, zest to doy-
time task and evening talk, she did
not own it,

Allen Maynard was still “goodand
true and brave and generons”
though his hair wns turning gray
and he had been many times across
the gontinent, twice ncross the sea,
onee even aronnd theworld. Hehad
many things to tell of people and
conuntries and customs known to her
only through books. And he liked
hooks as much as she did, too, and
brought some of his own for her to
read, and sometimes new ones that
they rend together.

The work on the new barndragged
wenrily, thoungh Mise Hannah havdly
noticed that October wns gone and
November was going, till one night
ghe heard the men say that they
ghould just about get done when the
ground closed up; in times, maybe,
to got. home hefore Thonksgiving
And Mpre. Sterne came home; her sis-
ter was convaleseent, but she was
well-nigh  prostrated  herself  with
watching.

And now the carpenters would go
in n week or two, nt most, and Miss
Hannah began to realize that the
old life would soon begin ngain  for
her, and that it would be lonely.
For Mr. Maynard must go, to. How
ghould she let him know it? Her
hinta foll unheeded, and though the
men spoke of going home, and she of
being nlone once more, she did not
gec that he noticed.

But it was her turn to be surprised
n little later, when he spoke of his

lans for the winter, unnll of business
in Easton.

He would not be near, then, even
to drop inof an evening!  She began
to be alittle lonely already.  He had
had o better porition offered  him,
mayhe.  Andthen she heard the men
sy that Mr. Mayonard was owner in
the mills, both at Milton andEaston.
He had acted as oversesy here  be-
couse he was needed.  Some one less
eapable would do now, for affairs
were running smoothly again, and
the Easton Mills needed his  attens
tion. And they said e had much
ather property there, hesides,

One mild, sunny day—an Indian
summer afternoon—he came with a
carringe 1o take Miss Hannal over
to BEaston for a vide. They drove to
the mills and around them; then
about town, He droveslowly pasta
large, stately house, soggestive of
eracious uses and generous hospital-
iies

“1 bonght the place two or three
yoars ngo,” he said.  “I have never
rented it. 1t wonld make n pleasant
home, would it not?  Might it not
be our bome, Hannah? 1 have kept
it for you, 1 have waited for you.
Shinll we not have our Indiansummer
ut lnst 7

Sothe question was asked and an-
swersd, and o now life begran, with
brighter and warier and richer joys,
and lpnrger opportunities,

The neighbors had “always known
that Miss Honuah was smart; she
had done better than ever this year,
too; bhut they hadn't expected, with
all the rest, ot her time  of life, too,
she would be harvestin® a husband,™
—Olive D, Dana, in Portland, Tran
seripit,
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Philosophy of the Street,
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Wright fellows generally have to]
go the plodders for a raise in salary.

The grentest TTi'I.I]IlIIII of invention
s when o rogue persuades even  him-
self that he s honest,

The beanty of being in opposition
ig thnt o tellow ean chose his own
fierhting groumd,

The man who is not methodicenl
never attains permanent success, al-
though he may tflourish for n season

People who intrude their person-
ality on the public are the first to
feel oftfended if hllll[l'hi'lli‘\' eriticises
their shape,

A pigin a puddle is not as orma-
mental as g swan ina pellueid stream,
but he is ten times as useful when life's
fitful fever closes on the two.

The whitest eggs hatch
blackest crows,

It is ensy to be just where there is
no injustice,

When men Ysmile” too often
wives are apt to frown,

Life is a conundrum that sooneror
lnter all must give up.

Comfort is n good thing,
much of it will kill a man,

The world may be o stage, but we
can’'t all be stuge manngers,

It is o rare manwho is a8 bold inthe
presence of his enemy as when away
from him,

out the
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but too
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Let "Em Dance,

Appleton Post

The mauguranon of a President is
certainly a befiting oceasion for mer-
ry-making, it marks the
peacefnl transfer of poker from one
purty to another, in a great govern-
ment of the \n!nplt" and one direction
which usage hns ordained seems to
be the inauguration ball. The preach-
ors have their time for being recog-
nized on this and other public ocea-
sions, which sright and proper, but

because

they ought not reasonably to expect |
that their somber influences should |

thrust aside the occassion for inno-
cent merry-making. “On with the
dance,

KISSES OF GOLD.

A French Fairg Stora,

8lie mang the songs of forest birds
~but never bird sang them so sweet-
Iy!

He played the tambourine of the
Bohemian dance, but never Gypsy
fingers glanced so lightly or shook
such music from silver bells!

And  together they wandered
throngh the lnnd.

Who were they?

They knew not! But those who

were sheltered in houses from  wind
and storm, thosge who were seprved on
white linen nad in plenty,
of their kin.
And did they remember nothing?
Remember?  Ah, yes,

were not

A day when

the =kiea frowned and the cold rain
foll: when the leaves in the forest
ghuddered and the wind serenmed

harshly:—

“Go on! go on!”

“Far away, down the mountain,
the sun is shining,” he said, and he
took her hand and led her to where
the sands of the const were golden
and the woters were blue and hright
Aud from that time they had travel-
od nlways toward the sun.  Assor-
edly, they might have perished of
of thirst and hunger! DBut did not
the good God make the stream ron
in the forest? and the villnge house.
wife could alwavs find a crust too
hard to throw to herchickens! When
the nights were cold he took off his
hit amd threw it
about her shoulders and clasped her
cloge in her arms. When the =un
burned fiercely he bade her rest in
the shade of the forest while he went
through the villnge streots wigl play-
ol and sang for both., She had only
rags to cover her, but through them
ghone a skin like satin, and Milady
would barter her best silkengown for
guch a pair of shoulders.

Wandering, wandering! Sometimes
a day, sometimes an hour in the vil
lnge: sometimes  welcomed,  some
times chased; sometimes heard pand
even applauded—tor they were fuirto
see and pleasant to henr—somet jmes
driven from the door with impreca.
tions by those who hated them at
onee for their youth, their beanty,
and their poverty—sometimes with
o handfl ofsous—sometimes, nh yes,
very often empty-handed !

But though ther wore those who
would not give, there were none who
might take away. And they had al-
ways their great love. No imisery
cun be go cold and ervel as love is
warim and sweet,

But there came long winter days,
when doors were cloged, and hearts
were closed with them, There come

of o ragged coat

]

long  winter nights, when they l
hadl need of  all  their love
and all their childish conrage, The

woods and roads were one whitling
mass of stinging snow, Food, shel-
ter, botlh were denied them.  They

could go forward but slowly ngainst
the rough hands of the wind, and for
many hours they strugeled, until at
last fainting, falling, they reached o
ruined grannry, whose tottering
wiills should at least offer some poor
defense ngzainst the icy breath of the
BlLOorm.

A8 il enrogod ot the loss of his prey
the wind howled hideonsly  without
and threatened to deage their sheltor
from aver them: chilling gusts swept
through a hinndred rents in the roof;
the snow deitted in abont them as
they lay on the floor. He threw his
arms abiont her—ceold, shinking arms

ST will warm thee!” e snid, but his

voige sgounded far away, and  his
teoth ehatteredd =0 thnt  he  un-
derstood not his  words, lm]_\' the

earess which accompaonied them. She
crept closer to his hreast, She placed
her lips to hiz ear, he conld not feel
their touch, but he heard her volee

“And to-morrow?”

He snid nothinge,.  What could he
say? That there would be no 1o-
for them? or that toamorrow  would
tfind them dead=—here on these stones

~¢cold, hard—hut neither go cold nor
s0 hard— as the hearts of men!

A tenr fell on hig cheek.

dCry not!™ he said, and with shak-
ing lips he kissed her.

A faint light seemed about them
A carressing warmth enveloped them
A sound ns of musie, faint, nnd sweet,
came to them, and a voicespoke:

‘Poor little ones! Abandoned! for-
saoken!”

Mute, awe-stricken, yvet not afraid,
they guzed into the fast-increning
light, which, though on every side of
thent, showed them neither theirown
fuces nor yet any part of their
miserable surroundings—only the
beautiful, radiant eves of a woman
bending over them. The soothing
voive weént on in rhythmic eadence:

“Paor little ones! And are yve cold,
and have ye hunger, and do ye thirst?
Listen, then, to the promise of One
who ean fulfill all desires! A price
there is to pay— but that ye shall
know—of vourselves—after, Now
will 1 give v power torain gold from
your lips whensoe'er they shall open.
Suy—quickly—say! will ye pay the
price—even though ye know not what
it may be?”’

He hesitated an instant!
nt all!

»Yes!"' she cried breathlessly, “yes!™

“Yes!" he repeated after her, “yes!”

sSuddenly, ns it had appeared, the
light vanished, In its place came the
gray dawn, creeping through the
torn and quivering rafters,

It wos o dream!” she breathed

she—not

soltly—as if fearful of waking; but
however softly she ‘.-'pul..e, her lips

|

| Hastily the Queen sammoned

parted that the words might pase,
and with them came a flood of gold—
duents, sovereigns, florine, sequins,
doubloons! Down over her breast
and upon the rags which covered her
graceful limbs, they lay, in dazzling
piles, in glittering heaps! And again
and again, a8 she said, “Ah! how
beautiful! how beautiful I"" they rain-
el about her—a golden shower! Yes,
a beautiful golden shower,

About this time the world rang
with the fame of a certain young
Grand Duke and his Duchess—senree
more than children—who lived in a
wonderful paloce ns big a8 o city, ns
brilliant a8 the sky with its countless
stara. Itse walls were ol costly
marbles, inerusted with  amethyst
and chrysoprase; its gulleries were
wrought of silver and of gold! its ta-
wstries, its statunry, ite pamtings,
its marvelous furniture entransed the
eye and silenced the lips! Grand
feasts were here given, daily, where
all the world might enjoy. ‘Tables
of porphyry and malachite shook be-
neath their loads of danties served in
golden dishes, and rare wines flowed
from erystal flagons into gold-set
vups, each entfrom o single precious
stone, And the Grand ke and his
heautiful voung Ducliess who presided
ut these feasts were never known to
open their lips, either to ent or to
se]tl-:lii, it o flood of gold poured
forth, to be speedily gnthered up hy

the servitors, tossed into hnskets of |

silver  flagree,  and  distrilmted
among the enrnptured gnests,  Nat-
urally these magnificent entertain-
ments were nlways largely attended,
and yet there was  invariably place
and gold for more, So muech was
gaid of Milovd the Duke and Milady
the Duchess that the story ol their
splendor and generosity teaveled as
faras Fairy Land. The beautiful
Oueen of the Fairies smiled astrange
amiile,

“Phe time hag come when 1 must
pay o vigit to my friends the Duke
and Lis Duchess,” shesaid, “lwould
like well to hear their expressions ol
gratitude!”  And still smiling that
strange smile, khe went on her way.

Night held the world in her arms!
The magniticent eastle was wrapped
in silence and darkness,  Only from
the honboir of the Duchess came a
gound of suppressad  weeping, and
from the chamber of the Duke issaed
the heavy sighs of i sOrrow,
them

e

betore hier

“How now!" sheexclaimed sternly,
o frown darkening her radiant brow,
“Have | given ye all these viches that
ve might build o polace—fare like
nobles, and attire yvourselves in the
"‘lll"lllhil‘ of jewels—and as Yt nslked

of yo no price, and are ye still unsat- |

igted!"”
“Ah, Modame!™

l

eviel  Milndy  pit- l y

cously., “Thon knowest nanght of |
the price we rm‘\'f"
But the Faivy inferrapting her,

Making Fun,

Balem, (Masn.) Gozetle,

Once when traveling in a stage
coach 1 met ayoung lady whoseemed
to be upon the constant lookout for
something lnughable; and not con.
tent with lnughing herself, took great
paing to make others do the same,

Now, traveling in a stage coach is
rather prosy business, People in the
situntion are apt to show themselves
wevigh and selfish: 8o the young
ady's good humor was, for a time,
very ngreeable to  the travelers,
Every old barn was made the suhject
of a passing joke, while the cows und
hens looked demurely on, Jittle
dreaming that folks could be merry
nt their expense. Animals are not
sensitive in that respect. They are
not likely to have their felings in-
jured because people make fun of
them: but when we cone te human
beings that is quite another thing.
No it seemed to me; for after o while
an old woman came running across
the fields, ewinging her bag ot the
coachman, and in a shrill voies heg-
ging him to stop. '

The good-natured couchman drow
up his horse, and the good old lady,
coming to the fenee by the roudside,
siueezed hersell through two hars,
which were not only in a Lorizontal
position, but very neartogether. The
young lady in the stage couch made
somme ludicrous remarks, awd the pos-
sengers langhed, 1t seemed very ox-
cusable, for in getting through the
fenee the poor woman hod made sl
work with her old block bonnet, and
now, taking a sent beside a woell
drossed Indy, really loogel as il =
lind been blown there by o whirl
wind. This was n new plece of fun,
and thegirl made the most of it. She
caricatured the old Iady upon aeard;
pretended, when she was notlooking,
vo take patterns of her honnet, aml

in varions wavs tried to  raise o
langh, At length the poor woman

turned o pale face townrd her.
“My dear.,” said she,

vou pive
voung, healthy and happy: I bave
been so, too, but that time has

I:rlsw:l: I am now decrepit and for-
oin. This conch is taking me to the
death bed of my child. Amd then, my
denr, I shall be o poor old womin,
all alone in the world where merey
girls think me o very amusing ol-
jeet, They will laugh ot my old-
fashioned elothes and ApPPE
anee, forgetting that the old woman
hosaspivit that haslovedand suflered
and will live forever.”’

The conch now stopped  before a
poor looking house, and the old lady
l!‘i'!ll‘.\' descended the steps

“How is she?” waus the
il!iiuil'_\‘ of the POoOr ot Loy

“Iust alive,” godd
vas leading lier into the

Putting up the steps the driver
mountad his box, and were npon the
roadd again, Our merry young friend

oidid

1[1‘1I||nli|;;_-

man who

louse,

Ih.-

spoke again—"1{ ye have tived of the | yn placed Ter card 0 her pocket,

gold which issues from yvour
will promise that
full rubies dinmonds, pearvls, sap-
plilpes.”  But the young Duke flung
himsell ot hier feet,

“Ah no!™ he imploved. “Out of thy
hnlllll_\‘ ol roorliiess=—1u0, Nl
even ns he spoke there gushed from
his lips a enscade of glittering  gems!

lips,
heneetorth  shall

' thivd to one-hall of all 1

| of infaney that achild which

Shrvinking from them as they lay in |
their beauty about him, he orept vet
nepror her teet, and raising o bhit of
her  carment to  his lips, went
on tremulonsly: Wintm nights
are  cold—the  henrts 0ol Hnen
e oiten colder—and the
windl hlows i-hill 01 the

heaids of the poor!  But thoughthon
puvest e instead  of this, fire and
shelter, amd fricnds and warmth, yet
i nowarmth like the tonch of Love's
hand., and this hast  thoun taken
nwany! The sturved body ceries ont
for food, But though thon hast giv-
en food in plenty, and choice nnd
vare, yetis there no hunger like that
of the heart famishad tor the love it
has known and Jost, Poverty hath
many a sting and smart, and in its
misery longs for all that gold can
bring. Yet the gold and the gems
which fall at wy will ean purchase
me not one kiss of love, aud there is
no wnnt so bitter as the thirst, un-
satisfied for love’s earess! Oh, Fairy!
If such thon art, take bhack thy
wifts, for 1 have learned their price!”

“The Fairy  laid her hand on the
heads bowed before her.  Into her
eyes cnme i softer light.,

“My children,” she said gently, “1f
I give yve now your heart’'s desive,
there is, then, this other price to pay!
Your castle, your riches, your friends.
all—all must ye renounce! There is
no middle path nlong this way ye
have chiosen!  With the bitter comes

the sweet—with the sweet—the bit-
ter! And have ye chosen so?"
" - a L ] - -
The wind shricked avound the

ruined granary and the storm beat
its fleree hands asainst the shudder-
ing walls, The snow ereptin through
countless crevices and lay thick on
the rags which covered, but scaree
could warm, two shivering fgures
eronching on the stone Hoor, The
hoyv held the girl to his heart; she
Inid her lips lovingly on his,

They were cold—they were hungry
—they were |uu1:'—li|l'_\' were alone!
But in their henrts was a great glad-
ness becanse they were all of these
tor Love's dear sake.

— B — — -
The Sultan aud Missionaires,
New York Waorld

The Sultan of Zanzibar 18 a
irratic individual, A short thme
ago the world was shocked by his
crurl decrees regarding the punish
ment of criminals, and now he has
presented certain German mission-
aries with lund for the erection of a
church and liospital. Perhaps he
wants to fatten the misgionaries,

maost

Bhe was leaning  her hesed vpon her
hamd, and you may be assueal T was
not sorry so see a tear upon her fair
voung cheek, Tt was

amed one which I hojpwed

sl
- .

i ":I"I‘l Il“n'\iﬂl.
wontld do her
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¥ ital Statistics,

It is oo stoarthing fact that from on

t=oiis bhorn
into the world die before i
see of five vears,  Ur, from

point of view, sogrent aretin

liinge t hee
anot e
dangors
hnseon-
pleted its fifth yvear ne tnall I
CX tation of Life morme than twelve
vears greater than it had av birth,
The exaet proportion ofdenth varies

s

[ prently as to conntries and locahties,

Statistivs are of value only us show-
ing nverage results, b Sorway, oy
exnmple, the proportéen dyingunder
five is stated by De, Fapr to he 2005
per 1,000 Lorn; while in Enalaad itis
33N per 1000, amd in Italy 567 per
1,000, In fifty-oneso-callod “healthy
diztricts” of England and Wales, ue
cording to the same authority the
mortality under five is 175 per 1.000
bori, while in the Liverpool distriet
representing the most unfivorable
sanitary conditions, it 15 460 per
thousand. In the diffevent parts ol
otur own country, we find nearly
grent o disparity. In the State ol
Vermont, which represents essentially
n rural population, the number of
deaths under five, for the year 18834,
wns 23,8 per cent. of the whole nuw-
ber of deaths: in the State of Mass-
achusetts, which embraces several
large cities within its limits, for the
twelve years ending in 18584, it was
A7.74 per cent; and in the city of
New York alone for the seven yenrs
ending in 1876, it was exactly filty
per cent, of the entire mortality,

n=
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Plerecing Children®s Ears,

“Yon would be surprised il you
zould see the number ofmothers who
come to inve the ears of their female
infunts pierced,"” said a Gratiot ay-
enne jeweller, as he pinched the soft,
]Iihk lobe attached to the hemd of o
rood looking voung womap, I ean-
not understand why o mothershould
want her three or four-year-old habe
subjected to such a lu';n_'iu e, which is
of itself barbarous, but it 3 no use
yefusing them, so | perforated their
auricular organs for 25 cents 4 pair.
The age of sixteen is as early us a
girl should wear ornaments

“Is the operation painful? To
grown persons, yes, DBut in cuses of
infante, by rolling the lobe upon the
ball of my thumb with my index fin-
ger I drive all the blood to the Tulubf
the ewr and reduee the pain to a
minitmum. 1 notice one peculiarity
that 1 eannot exploin, and that is
that in piercing the right car the
subject always experiences more or
less pain, while the puncturing of the
left ear is attended by little, if any,
painful effects.”




