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THE LINK OF GOLD.

Lost—somewhere—na golden hour
OFf this glowing autumn day;

Since the sunrise, ere the sun set,
I hitve dost it on my way.

Was it when I sat and loitered—
m’l‘hn.t. “I't;? t-;::un ul{ suvl&wn-at coat
Alpping (dly through my fingers—

. ’llhut my golden hour was lost?

Waa I talking of my nelghbors,
Weighing al) thelr hopes and cares,
And too full of idle gossip
Well to mind my own affair=?

Did 1 frot away the minutes?
a8 | murmuring? Was | croas?
Where could all my senge have tlown to,
That I moet with such u loss?

For my hour wia a Jewel,
And with sixty small ones gt ;
Round enoh minute sixty soconda
Made the radinnee brighter yet,

Thes eould buy me, oh, what riches!
And what wisdom oonld they bringl
Each was worth, inits trae value,
All the Jewels of o King.

For the Lord would give me something,
(I T went to Himo for each;

Oh, how precious those short lessons
He oan ln n minute teach,

Oh, how grand those views of glory
Whioh o socond oan make known |

Onh, my bour! oh, my minutes !
Noevermore, nlas, my own.

Bome 1 might have well invested,
Othoer peaple’s lives to hloss;

Thoae bright moments wiscly tradod,
Purchuse healing for distross,

Oh, has anybody seen (t?

Secn my procious hour of gold?
I wonld go to buy another,

But such trensures are not sold,

-~

God prepared for me a number-
Just how few 1 do not know;
Did he give them for no purpiose,
But that I should lose them so?
—Roston Tranaseript,

MORE THAN CONQUEROR.

Winter in Russin i3 more emphatie
than with us.  There is n steely glitter
in the iee, a burbed arrow in the hail,
Eternal glaciers lie upon the hillside: at
least it seems as if blogsom and leaf and

fresh green grass were gone forever. |

The sky, sparkling, blue and cold as tur-
quoise stone, has only snowdrifts of
clonds floating here and there, llumined
by a polden Light called =unshine, but
totally different from the life-giving ra-
disnnee we hail with delight,  Beneath
such a sun we would imagine only snow-
flowers could bloom.

Yet o yvoung man loiters along the
frozen rowd as if summer zephyrs were
wifting the subtle odors of fields of vio-
lets s roses to his senses.  He is not
muftled in costly furs, yot there is some-
thing within that makes life wartm and
eestatie and full of rosy bloom, despite
the gdesolate fields about him, where the
snow lies pure and eold as o quarry of
Carrara marble.  He does not note the
beauty of the scene, either; the delicate
penciling of the bave branches against
the luminous sky: the dainty snowtlow-
ers, pure bridal wreaths of white, that
deck the trees for earth’s winter festi-
vil; the glitter of the iee, with its cold
opaline  splendor where a sunbeam
strikes it; the erystal sheathing of twig
and brush Hashing bravely like a coat of
muil in the noontide light. He is a
drewmer, and he is in love, so the pres-
ent does not exist for him. It is noth-
ing that he has never spoken to the lady
of his dreams; that she is set far above
him: that his love is like

*The desire of the moth for the stur;
OF the duy for the morrow,"

It is enough that he sees her every
day—and he lives upon that—though
her sky-blue eves have never rested
upon his face.  By-und-by he will want
more thana glance, and the torment of
love will begin,

In the distance he can see a glimpse
of the lordly structure that is her home,
and in his mind he contrasts it with his
own humble abode,
of fortune, and who ecan say what the
future may have in store for him? Rus-
sin oflers prizes to intellect and zeal.
Why should he not gain one and make
a nnme for himself; or, oh, ecstatic
thought, for her—for Vera! That is her
name—it sings itself to mystic music in
his dreams—it is written on his soul,

Yet he has only seen her whirling by
him day after day in o sleigh fashioned
like o white swan.,  Sometimes she
drives herself, and he has been devising
means to say some word to her, to
make her look at him once and speak to
him. Ah! if she is only alone to-day.
It is coming now.

But he iz a soldier |

enough—like " r scholar whose in-
telloot is his only wenlth, and who finds
it is worth nuliﬁng in exchange for
bread and butter,

The girl had no time to act. In &
gecond her father had noted the move.
ment on the part of the yonng man, and
at the same instant the lasl, of the whip
wis lnid across his face like a living line
of fire. The Count Semiloff had stopped
long enough for that, and to hurl & half
dozen oaths at the young man's head,
then the sleigh dashed on like the wind.

Nicole staggered baek.  He Truw
cold and sick from hetuld to foot—cold ns

where the searlet line on his fuee
throbbed and beat like a wound, He
slowly steadied himself at Iast, but he
was deadly pale, save for the erimson
band, and he shook from hoad to fool as
if with the palsy, * Curse the aristo.
crat!” he gasped: *one day we will be
quits for this. 1f I lived a hundred
Lives T would never forget shis moment.
Bah! fool thdat I was to forget for an in-
stant that 1 amone of the peoploe—that
my hand is against such as he and his.
He has brought me to my senses with o
vengeance,  That blowr ought to kill my
love—and it will. Henceforth I live for
revenge, and when that day comes,
Count Semiloff, I will remind you of
this,™

The sleigh, skimming along the frozen
ground like a bird on the wing, was a
mere speck in the distance by this time,
Not a word had been spoken since the
onths that the Count had thundered
forth with his blow. There was not o
sound save a little gasp from the young
girl, and afterwards o mutfled sob.

“Vera, what do, you mean?’'—in a
stern voice. ** Look at me."

The girl unwillingly turmed her face
towards him—a  sweot face, with the
color gone, and lips that quivered a lit-
tle, and eyes that met his own undaunt-
edly. though they were ns misty as  the
blue of showery skies,

*You have tears in your eyes, girl?
oried, stormily. By "he infernal the
legion, do vou dare to whine about my
just ehastisement of that fellow's impu-
dence

«“He bhad =a good  face, papa, antd
looked poor and cold.™

S Bah-—the begear! Well, I warmed
him a bit! Hl'niihw, I've a shrewd idea
that he was a sham beggar, after all—
not but what he would have been right-
ly served if he'd been gennine! There's
work enough in the Empire for all,
Only with this man I've happened to
notice one thing—for the last month we
have met him every day, 1 flatter my-
self we will not meet him again.”

“ But why should he sham beggary
[ usked the givl, wonderingly.

She was very young, only sixteen, and
she did not dream that it was her own
swoet face that had made the poor youth
[ mad and blind.

Her father gave her a penetrating
olance. He would have been wise to
have spared her, but he was too angry,

* I thouglt women were keen enough
to see these things,” he said, scornfully.
“It's my idea that he wanted to attract
your attention at any price! But if he
comes in my way aguin, I'll set the dogs
on him,"

At these words a quick flush mounted
to the fair face of the girl, It was the
irst time o thought of her power over
any other heart had been projected into
t her mind, and she could not help think-
ing n little of this man—this first lover,
who had dared so much for one look
into her eyes,  He must be very roman-
tie, then, this poor young man; and her
heart softened  a little as she remem-
bered his dark, elogquent eyes, with their
appenling glance.

t was not strange that the thought of
this young man took possession of her
fancy for a fow days.  She longed to let
him know that her father's barbarous
blow had wounded her as well—to show
him that her heart was not 30 hard
that she had not inhervited the eruel
prejudices of caste.  She found out his
name from her maid, who knew the peo-
}111- o the village: and she  heard that
1 was educated and ambitions.  Day
by day she watched the roads as the
sleigh skimmed along, hat she never
saw the face she half-feared, half-longed
to see.  After a time stern realities took
her away from these dreams. Her am-
bitions father had a suitor for her—a
contemporary  of  his  own--against
whom her whole soul revolted.  Count

| Bemilofl found to his surprise that his

den flash of fire kindling his blood. A |

slim, girlish figure, in dark, wine-col-
ored velvet skirt trimmed with sables.
Her golden curls are streaming in the

wind; her blue eves are full of the sun- |

shine of youth, that light that is elowd-
el 50 spon: her lips are scarlet as a
pomegranate-blossom: on  her cheeks
the keen wind has brought vivid roses,

Nicole loses his head at the sight.
He does not see the thin, gray-haived
old man at her side, lmlf~hni-imi in his
furs, aund shrinking from the icy blast.
Thisx man's face is cold and bard as if
curven from stone; his lips are stern
and compressed; no kindly light warms
his pale eves, A man with an iron will,
you would say—no prayers or tears
would avail with sneh an one. Nieole,
blinded by the splendid vision ~of the
girl, supreme in her young beauty, sud-
denly stepped forward unﬁ took off his
hat.

An idea had come to him—a frenzy
to hear her voice. She had s heart of
heavenly pity, he knew, and so he
would come as & mendicant, He felt,
indeod, like one who was willing to
kneel before her, if he could win one
smile.

But he merely held his hat as one
that asks for alms—and he looked poor

3 A | ful words of
He stops with n sud- |

dnughter had inherited one thing from
him —namely, his iron will.  She dared
to rebel against parental authority—to
vow that she would never say the fate-
assent, even if she were
dragged to the altar,

*Yon are my only chilid.” sald the
Comnt, in his hardest  voios:
stre as there is o God in Heaven T will
enst you off —vou shall be as a stranger
I will forget that yvou live —unless Y

| ||}u'l\ e ill ”li" 1llilix<“

50 be i, answeraill Vera, with a
white face, and eyes full as cold as  his
owin.,

He did not dresm of the self-con-
tained power in the girl, He had seen
her smong her flowers and birds, sing-
ing ns carelessly as a bhird herself, and
80 he had not fathomed the depths of
heing, the possibilities of pussion  and
pain, of fortitude and high resolve, that
were in her,

Only the next day, when they eame
and told him she was sone, no ope
knew where, it was a terrible shoek 1o
him. He had been quite eapable of dis-
owning her; but that she should be the
first to cast off her alleginnce was an
inexplicable thing, and a terrible blow,
All day the lonely old man sat silently as
one who has been sore smitten, He won-
tered that his heart had such capacities
of pain in it, and he was surprised at
his  utter desolation without  Vern,
Now that she was gone, he realized
for the first time how much he loved

ber, and that life was an aimless thing

n stone: and with no life in him, .-mm'

“hnt ns |

without har. He half-wondered at him-
self that he had been so ready to give
away the only treasure of his life,
How hard he had been to her—how
seldom had he been softened into
careszes or shown her his heart, If he
had made her love him she could not
have left him thus.  So, after long
weeks of loneliness, his life seemed 1o
center into ona object 4o find her
again,  All his  inguiries o far had
been in vaing but he would go out him-
self: and what could elule o father's
vigilance? He had waited with a vague
hope that she would come back to him.
A girl of eighteen only, how could she
| battle with  life? But tha slow days
oame and went, and she made no sign,
and at last the Count Semilofl’ went
forth with hope in his hewt —a hope
that fuiled day by day. For the days
grew into months and the months to
| yenrs —yes, four years—and he huld not
ward from her, not one word.

8o us a balm for an aching heart, the

Count threw himsell into hard work.
His old prejudices grew strong aguin,
| and with the vigor of a voung man he
took up a sprvice for the Czar: a seoret
serviee that needed I'llii'lil_\. Conraore
and even recklessness of life,  And who
was 80 indifferent to life as the Count
Semiloft, the Inst of his line save forthe
unnatural  danghter who had forsaken
him in hix old age?  What didd the few
remaining yoars hold for him. that he
should be eareful to preserve them,
Nay, he was resdy to fling them away,
if I'l‘\' so doing ho could render a servs
ice to his master.  Therefore, he gave
himself up to ferreting o the crea-
tires who were plotting against that
master's life, and the well-being of all
Russin, according to his convietions,

It was with peculiar sen<ations of tei-
umph, therefore, he read one day an
anonymotis note that some one had left
[ for him:

“ Whereas the Count Semiiofl”s vigil-
ance for the Czar is well known, an op-
portanity is now oftered for the defeat
of a Nihilist plot of the tirst magnitude,
amd the arvest, among others, of a1 cer-
tain Sophie Posenski, who is a powerful
member of the party.  Thic woman has
for two years been a leader and an in-
fluence in the band—the most subtle,
the most dangerons to all lovers of
| peace and order.  She  has an infatoa-
| tion, an insanity, it might be ealled, to

radress  wrongs: she is cloquent, and
| sways men's minds at wil: she s bean-
tiful, and she rules men’s hoarts; she is
the most malignant enemy the Czar ean
find, and you ean deliver her into his
hand., Be at the Borsoft Warehouses to-
morrow night at ten o’clock. The wateh-
word is ‘Publie Safety;’ the place a cel-
lar under the first house.”

The Count felt a sudden enthusian=m
for his work—greater even than he hud
ever experienced before. Ah!if he could
but seize this woman, of whom he had
heard much, but whom he had  never
been able to see or trace hefore —if he
could deliver her into the hands of jus-
tice, then, indead, he might bhe able to
say “Amen’ to his weary life.

somehow he had conceived an intense
hatred agninst this Sophie Posenski

this arch-traitfess, a3 he thonght her,
who led men into treason with smilos,
and made them willing to cast their
lives away for a word of praise.  No
stain had ever sullied her name, yet it
pleased him to think of her as o Ciree
' who lured men to their ruin- o Messa-
I
|

lina—

“Whose hands were bloodsstainad, the' as
white

Af CArven snow or winter frost,

Red with the souls decolyed and lost,™

And a thrill of trivmph came over him
as he thought that he wus w be the in-
strument of delivaring Russia from this
curse,  Siberin would be the plwe for
this ardent, soaring zoul. In the mean-
time the object of his wrath. uncon-
scious of her danger, but knowing that
'she walked amid censeloss dungrors
traps and plots and pitfalls——was making
| rondy for the meeting. Her toilet was
simple, ns befits o woman sworn to be-
[long to the eause of the people—the
poor, the downtrodden and oppressed-—
yet her beauty bloomed throngh all, as
# rose might do in o neglected gardon.
Her hair was et short, that no time
might be wasted in its arrangement, but
| it iTi%[lllal'll itself in howitching litthe in-
[ funtile carls all over her head, and low
tlown on  her brond, white forehend.
The face was full of foroe, the mouth
mpressive-—but it looked as if it might
w elogquent of love and passion as well —
ind the dark-blue eves that could flush
in scorm at an ignoble action, or nnger
ut o tyranous set, were soft and limpid
10w with memeviecs, Her room was
plain and bare as a coll.  She was one
of the workers, and her slim fincers
wera hardened with toil; but she did
not grieve over that. A strange en-
thusivsm filled her heort; she was living
for a purpose, and that i5 the seoret of
bappiness,  Onee in a while there enme
up before her suddenly, as if some one
held npa porteait, the omory of o face
she had seen at the mectings lately —a
new member who seemed to hang ﬁ};-m
her words, yet whose eves beteayed a
sort of animosity —she could find no
other word for it. Sometimes it seemed
ax if hatred and love stmggled together
| in their expression, and she felt a cold,
| treeping sensation as she caught the
glance,
She had grown somehow to look for

‘hin coming, and his presence affectaed
‘ her in an inexplicable Jnanner, It
seemed to touch some chord of memory,
too, und she vexed herselfl with attempts
to understand it.  To-night, ns wusual,
her eyes sought him out, and then as
she moet his glance the hot blood surged
into her face, '

The next moment he was 4t her side,
and with him a person whom she knew,
“ Let me introduce my friond Sergius,"
sidd her nequaintance, “*and ! wiirlr-m-p
you together to talk.  Two such ardent
disciples must be friends,"”

“1 bave heard much of you," ex-

oleimed Sergius, bowing, * and have
longed, but scarcely dared, to bo pre-
sented, "

“Darved!" exclaimed Sophie, with a
laugh: it is our religion to dare!"

“Buat T am anovice.  Perhaps T shall
learn to dare everything in time"

There was a significance in the fords
which made the girl blush again,

It is o long time sinee the canse of
the people became the dearest thing to
me. Then she said: ** Some one usod
to send me Nihilist pamphlots, and T be-
Came 4 eonver \\"wn I was a mere
chilh, T wish I knew that person, |1
would like to meet him."'

A peculinr smile came to the lips of
her companion,  ** Are you grateful to
him "

“Yes; T look upon him as my apos-
the.*

“Suppose T eonld point him out, "

“Yon!"

“Yea. Pardon me, T am the un-
known. 1T owed your family a debt. 1
began payment in that way-—but 1 shall
not end there M

“ARTT exclaimed the girl, “1 fear
they will not he as geateful as 1. Hush!
they are going to speak. It i Demitrd,
He is one of the bloodthirsty ones."

It was an odd crowd that was gath.
ered together in the great damp, cob.
webby cellar, Mon, with fanatical faces
and lurid eyes that scemed to peer into
a wonderful future—when, all barriers
burnt away. n new world should spring
tp on the ruing of the old—a world of
free thought, free speech, free action,
and, it must be confessod, free morals,
There were women there in uncouth
dresses, with elipped hair and strange
bonnets —women who eschewed all the
frivolities of fashion ns sins against the
great eauso—who were ready to sacrifice
their rank, their money, even their
heart's idols, for their work.,  They had
sworn to give all— even themselves—ae-
cording to the mandates of this strange
power,

Demitri, & museular man with a pas-
sionate face and Hery eyes, was denonne-
ing the tyranny of the Czar in burning
words,  Then he passed on to o vivid

ictnre of Siberian exile.  “* We are in
hante's Inferno!™ muttered Sergius to
the young girl; *first a lake of firo, and
then o sea of iee”

At that moment the doorsprang open
and an old man entered.  He did not
seom at all bowildered by the noise, but
took his place quictly and looked about
him.  Sergius  drew  nearer to him
stenlthily.

“How gous the cause,
anid at Inst,

The Cosnt Semiloft’ smiled ealmly,
**Never better!  Shall we have aspeech
from the renowned Sophie to-night 2

1 suppose so.  She s cogitating it
now, probably in the shadow of that
wine cask!"

The Count's eyes followed his com-
panion’'s, ,

“Wihat, that givl!™ he eried.

“ D you expect to see an old wom-
anf"’

“Exense me. T come from the prov-
inoes,” the Connt stammered, > Tmust
see her nearer, ™’

The next moment his hand was on
her shoulder,  ** Sophie Posenski, yvou
are my prisoner!” he cried.  * No es.
eape, gentlemen, the place is  sor-
rounded!”

The girl turned, and the Count nt-
tered a ery. My God, Vera! my
child!™ he moaned, and staggered back,
then fell heavily to the ground,

The lights were put ont, nud thers
wis  utter confusion. *Now's your
l"l:llll"'. ;_‘_'I'Illll'lll"ll.“ SO one l'r]t-ll.
“ He is insenzible; he has not made the
gignal."”

Vern stood for a moment as if par-
alyvzed; then, stooping, she lifted her
father's head o her arms. There was a
souml of retrenting steps, then silence.
Suddenly a torch flamed out on the
She looked up and saw Sergins
stunding near her,

“ You have not escaped?” she askod.

“No! Ttold you 1 owad a debt to
your family. I want to settle it now!”’
he said, with a strange smile,

The Count raised  his head, faintly,
*My girl, my poor child!" he moaned;
scyour father did not know; come! |
have you ut last Let us fly.  They
shall not take vou now, sayve over my
||v',||| hlll]_\

*Aha! Monsieur le Count.  High
treason, i3t not?"" exclaimed Sergins,

The Connt stieed, ** Vera, my love,
who is this man

“He is—a triend," stammered the girl,

8o vou do not recognize me, most
nobile Count?’  began Sergins,  in
mocking tone, ‘1 am Nicole Sergins,
the man whom yon lashed
one tine day. O 1 earried your anto-
graph on my faece for a long time, and
then |oearciod it in my heart! 1 told
vour daughter I had a debt to pay to
your faomily, Welll T pay it to-day, She
will be sent to Siberin as a0 Nihilist: and
you, Heaven knows what fate will be
yours.  But I have my revenge,”

Vern sprang up with bluzing eyves,
“Coward,” she evied, “what are you?
Whatever my fate, vou will not escape

vou are one of ns!"

]]1- smileal, |u||r.‘l\]w'[|‘\'. “Whatamm 1?
Fam o spy! Yes, although 1am your
apostle, that was part of my game, "’

*Grood God ! exelaimed t'l'l‘:l. NG E
ing her eyes on her father's breast, *tand
I cared for this man!”

At these words the face of Sergius
changed suddenly as if he had cast aside
o hideons mask, His PYUS wWere e
mined by a strange fervor, and  his
mouth trembled.

ST have been o fiend!™ he ervied,  ©
have bheen possessad by a devil!  Vers,
my angel, you have east it ont.  Iloved
you, I dured to love vou, and it madde
me o hend, T will die for yon! Only
say again that you cared for me, and 1
will go through flames straight into the
jaws of desth—into the mouth of hell
for youl"

friend,” he

BUene,

for pastime |

At that moment armed men burst in
the doors, and all three wee secured in
s moment, Serging was lberated as a
spy, but the Count was convieted;
tealtorous papers had been found in his
trunk.  In vain Serging confessed  his
lot: there was no pardon, even after
|w stated that he had  introducod the
damaging papers among the Count's
effiets, ﬁlnl when the exiles marched
in line through the streets on their
way to their living death, & man came
ont of the crowd and stood by Vera's
side.

“1am going with yvon," ha said,
“and thus may 1 expiate my crime,
Where you live, 1 willlive, Where you
die, T will die.” —Frank Leslic's News-
f!ﬂ"u I N

— et @ A |

Food Equivalents,

It seoms to me that the greal majority
of farmers need a good denl more knowl-
adge, both praction] and  scientitie, in
the matter of the values of different
kinds of food for stock. Such knowl.
vidge will enable the farmer to feed his
stock with greater economy and at the
sime time Keep them in better condi-
tion.  The practice of farmers in feod.
ing stock varies in different loealities,
and  aven in the same locality, One
fnrmer will winter his eattle entirely on
hay, and often, before spring, they will
become so constipated that their excre-
ment is voided in hard  balls; they fall
oft greatly in flesh, and spring finids
them in bad condition. 1 remember the
time whon it was 4 common practice to
winter cattle at n steaw stack, with no
food exeept the straw to which they
helped themselves,  Cattle confined for
n long time to a single article of dict
whiech, like this, i deficient both in flesh
formers and fat and heat producers,
were gonerally in a terrible condition to
endure the March winds, Many of
them died, and many more were so ran
down that it took all the best part of the
senson to got them back to as good
condition as they were in the previous
fall.  In the great corn-growing States
many farmers ron to the other extreme,
and foed too lavishly of corn, which
contains an excess  of heat and fat-pro-
ducing elements, 1 have known farm-
ers to feed o horse, thirty Inrge ears of
cord nday ~equal 1o twelve or fifteen
pounds of shelled corn—-all thromgh the
wiliter when the teams were not work-
ing, and often they were not taken out
of the stable for a woek, except to water.
We have seen men keep hogs shat up in
a close pen or muddy  yard, obliged to
sleep on a dusty floor, and for months
not fead a mouthful of anything except
corn. It is little wonder that with such
munngement our western horses break
down early; or die of colie, or that ehol-
ern keeps our herds of swine out of
existence.  Common sense teaches that
the more comfortable and contented onr
stock is Kept, the better they will thrive
and generally the more profitable they
will be tous,  An animal eannot be
comfortable when suffering with  hun-
ger, or when gorged and clogged by too
gront & quantity of vich food. The an-
imal wintered on straw or a poor qualis
ty of hay, will suffer both with hunger
and cold: for there is not enough fat in
the food to muintain  vital nvut. or
enongh of the flesh formers to replace
the waste,  The animal that is fed too
much corn moenl loses appetite, and all
the digestive and  assimilative orgnng
become  dernnged, The  knowledge
which the farmer should have, and
which scienee can help him to gain, will
enable him to so combine the different
articles of food as to make the propor-
tions of flesh and fat formers what they
should be.  Millions of aeres of corn-
stalks, in onr Western  States, are left
in the lields and fed off after the rains
and winds have bleached  them  until
they are nearly worthless, and the land
is damaged by tramping more than
all the food is worth, Straw stacks, by
the thonsand, arve left to rot.  All this
material can ha fed to stock profitably,
and will be relished by them if combined
with some of the richer foods,— Cor.
Country Gentlenman,
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Blind Men as Wooers,

As o rule a respectable blind man has
[ no difliculty in getting a secing  wife,
and very often with good looks to boot.
[ And when we consider the tdelieacy of
[ teméh in the finger tips of the blind, the
latter isnot to be wonderad at.  Blind
Lmen, however, do not always ATy
‘ wives who see,  We know of many in-
| stunces in which both husband and wife
are blingd, and  have managed to rear
fumilies without the soecurrence of any
| serious mishap either to themselves or
the chilideen.  And the onses are  rare
in which the latter are defective in
sight. Only lalely the marringe ook
place of & blind couple somewhst wd-
vaneed in vears, she being his second
wilis, and he her thind blind husband,
The marvinge was not wanting in the
elements of romance, for in their yotng
duys they had courted and parted, blin
ina double sense, Woe will concluda
with a conptship, but in this ease will
not vouch for its truth. A blind  man
on several ocoasions met a widow, who
wis not, however, Hke himself, blind,
und lavterly concluded that she woukd
make him a gowl wife, He resolved
that he would **pop the question with-
out loss of time.  Accordingly, one
evening found him in the widow's house
for that purpose, when his suit was en-
tirely successful.  But so elated was he
with his success that, on leaving her
door, he  forgot he wis up a flight of
stalrs, The stalrense window being very
low, and happening to be open, fre feit
the airon his heated brow, and at oncoe
stepped out without thinking where he
was, and so fell into  the court below.
The widow, hearing the noise, ran down,
greatly alarmed, but was fully reassured
that no bones were broken by his re-
mark, ** Mageie, ye hne a big step to
your door! - Chamburs' Journal,
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