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WOMAN.

I a woman
Kick her dm, mk her down;
ll‘-hﬁmm
ick her down
et wars i i vain,

k no word of

Ay pass her by on the other side; s
encouragement & mmr measure not her her tempera-
ment o her te but by the frigidity of your own

s,
unsolicited, plunulml heart, " Learo mo de. oF escaps
open ; elose your homes and Jou heasta ; srush ovory hunan
feeling in hor soul; teach fier that the Bible and religion
aren ihu ohonk the ropentant prayor on her Magdalen li
thrast her back upon the cruel tender mercies of those who
at et fall; sead hor forth with her branded beauty,
blight and mildew. ¢ aside, for thou art
iilioe than the Sialess, whose foct wers bathed
“and wipod with the hairs of the head.” Cast
O thou whited sepulohre ! though

those holy could say, * Neither do I condemn thee—
g0, and sin no more!
THE PAS!!ONATI FA'I‘HEI.

“ Come _here, sir ! a strot letic man, as he
siezed o delloclo loohng lnl by nEa lhmllder n You ve
en in the water aj ven't [ forbidden it?"”

# Yes, father, but—’
buts !* lhm 't I forbidden it, ¢h "

was—'"
¢ No reply, sir ** and the blows fell likea hailstorm about
the child's hiead and shoulders.

Not a 1ear started from Harry's eye, but his face was
deadly pale, and his lips firmly compressed, as he rose and
at his father with an unfinching oye.

“Go to your room. and stay there till you are sent
for. Il master that spirit of yours before you are many
days older

'on minutes after, Harry's door opened, and his mother
glided gently in. She was o fragile, delicate woman, with
mouranful blue eyes, and temples startlingly transparent.
Laying hor hand Softly upon Harry's head, she stooped and

‘his forehead.
rock was touched, and the wmn gushed forth.
“ Dear mother ' said the weepi IE

“ Why didu’t you hll your fathor that 4 you plunged into
the water to sav of your play

" Did ho give me  chanoe " sud ap
fm. witha flashing eye.  ** Didu’t he twico bid me be. nlm,

l cmd to explain! Mother, he's & tyrant to you and

m me !
“ nm,. he's my husbnd and
“ Yes, and I'm sorry for hat hAve l ever had but
blows and harsh words | Deott rm pale chocks and
sunken other ! It's too bad, He's a tyrant,
mulhlr lhn boy, with a ulonnlud fist and set teoth ;
t wors not for you, I would have boen leagues off
Thag ago. And thy t00, poor, sick child. ~ What
:)5 will all her madl in

her ! "She trombles like u leaf

whon she hears his ﬁmmepc Lsay 'tis bratal, mother "

o Harey ft hand was laid on the impetuous
boy's Ii e ka1

i ly for your sake, yours and poor Nllys

1 should be o- thn sea somewhero—an wuro‘ M:I

r father

or
Lato that night, Mary Lo sble to
whe s

Giod he thanked, ho slocpa ™ sho
murmared, as ded her lamp from his face. Then,
kneoling af his bedside, she prayed for patience and wisdom
o boar uncomplainingly the heavy oross undor which hor
steps were falterin; nmi then she prayed for her husband.

“ No, no, not tl at!” said Harry, 's) ﬂngln from his

illow, and u:mun, his arms al neck. * I ean

E:rglvo him what he has done to me, bm I never will for-

ive him what he has made you suffer. Don’t pray for
ﬁm—n least, don't let me hear it!”

t0 wise to expostalate. ~She knew her boy

was. -panmu under the sense of recent injastice ; so she

e

before rotiring to

lay down his & and, nlhn‘ her tearful check against
his, ropeated ¢ volgo, the story of the eruci-
fixion. mlm, fw‘ln them, they know not what they
do 1 foll upon his troubled ear. o yielded to the holy

“I will!”” he sobbed. ¢ Mother, you are an lngd and
"l ever get to heaven, it will be your hend that has led me

ing to and fro in Robert Lee’s house that

There was h
vylnnd that dealt those angry blows on

night. Tt was s
that young head !

The e
with the word that S bo; mast dio !
Bo kind to her ” said Harry,
llll mother’s lhﬂlllﬂl
Tt was o dearly-bought lesson.
Robert Loo renewed his marriage-vow : and now, when the
hot blood of anger rises to his temples, and the hasty word
springs to his lip, the p.l. fnce of ¢ Tisos up botween
B :mgu , and an angel voico whispers, * Peaco,
sl 1

came too late
his head drooped on
Besido thatlifloss corpen

THE PARTIAL MOTHER.
Fanoy that little - pale neglected, sensitive ohild, -n‘:‘l{

rotaraiog that Wachiag sacwes to the mother of her pot
besutiful sister ! Who oould not find . warm coraer in
thele hoart for her ! Who would not_hasten to maks thoso

sad, yoe bouin happiosest Who would Hot Taise
lnr ..u-m ot hor own powers, chilled and erushed in the

rm, by the hand that should’ wigo away every childish
§ar7 1" thesoat o many cheare” e ot yot worn
out. The sullen brow of defiance, or the ear]
M the sad ponalty. - Othee J

5
H

r Josephs and f"“
t ;" other Jacobs and Elis Inn Ghe i3

dn-
he brillant,  the y
.l- orer parental eyes.  hey

less gifted but often warmer-hearted
with nnlllan heart and filling eyes to
, to sob, onate tears, “ Ah, n . only

wn not impatience at the little shrinking creatare at
h nd clsmmoring of i fongus, tarn-

a mother’s glance—}
l M-Ih to his l‘unh-d

:muu'smv omt bim .w :ﬁi.ﬁ nu. n-

if he will ; puta loving arm aboat him, and let him croep
to your hean, and nestle there, till the litt'e dove gains
eourage to fAutter and soar with a strong wing. e shall
yet, m?lo-hko, face the sun! You shall yot scarce keepigs) &
sight his soaring pinions ! Bear with him yots iy
ambitious mother !

THE BALL-ROOM AND THE NURSERY.

“ You are quite beautiful to-night,” said Frank Fenfng
to his young wifo, as sho entered tho drawing-room dressed
for a ball + T shall fall in love with you over again. What !
not a smile for your lover-hushand ! and a tear in your eye,
too ¥ What doss this mean, dearost !

Mary leaned her beautifal head upon her busband’s
shoulder, and turned palo as sho sid, ! Fraak, I foel a

“All's woll " False prophot! In yonder lusurious
room sits one whoss carss it was to bo Tair asa dream of
Eden. Time was when those clear eyes looked lovingly into

& mother’s faca, when a groy-haired father laid his trembling
:-mr. with & blossing, on that sunny head, when brothers'

:u'“‘-lllillﬂlll villains who would bave been livid with fear
ad their victim been free Reporters

their pens with an sppumn nd the ** oxtras”” teemed with
exaggerated accounts of the prisoner and the trial. Even
the sacredness of the mrc 's sorrow was intruded upon by

siators’ voices blended with her o those nrenoul gentry. Then there
routd that happy hearth.  O' whoro ars thoy now | Ara ho.usesl uisbet OF sughoioUs. REOR, whe Phask
thera nono to say to tho ronsaiing Maglaloa, * Noither do | thoie e..p;, heads, and **always expeoted he would tarn
I condemn_ the g: and sin no more?” Mast he gilded [ out so, because thoss who hel ﬂulr heads so high gene-
fetter continue to bind the soul that loathes u. because mll did.”"  First and foremost were uuu “Enod

man is less merciful than God?

“All’s well I False pms‘lal' There lies the dead
orphan. 1nall the long breadth of the groen carth,
there was found no sheltering nest whero that  lonly duu
could fold its wings when the parent-birds had flos

brooding wing was gone that covered it from the mld 'mdl
Love was its life ; and so it drooped !

stran;
whon’e;u T cannot tell. I Invo ltnvan to banish it, Mt it
will not go awa; ad not meant to speak of it to you,
lm ou nhouh "think me weak or superstitious: and,
p his sweet mre, in pleading tones, * this is a
frl\nluul llra we lead. Wi lr I the world to each other ;
why frequeat guch sostice As thesbl A fearful shudow lies
across my pnh Stay at home with me, dearest! [ dare
not go to-ni
BAnk Tookod at her thoughtfully  moment, then, gaily

Kissing hor, lio said, * This vile east wind has given you
the blaes ; the more reason you should mot give yoursal
time to think of them. Beside, do you think me =

Bius Hourd aa o turn ho key on 30 ight o owol s our.

lnlf‘ No, no, Hnry, T would "have others see
i ita possossion ; 80 throw on your cloak,

fo, and let us aw: ’

top o moment, e, said Mory, with o suilo and o
“let me kiss little Walter before T @ lies in his
Come with iné Fraak, and
h lml on lip, brow, and cheek, the child slumbered
on, and the cArrllsa rolled nwny from the door to the ball.
h was a brilliant scene, Il-room ! Necks and
ey it hemed e RARGAAS thoraom e The: Baated
around them, eyos rivalling the dismond's light, tresses
whoso hue was borrowed from the sun, manhoods's peor-
Loss form, and open brow, odorous grlaads, dashing lights,
music to make the young blood race more swiftly through

8i,
Titis bod so rosy and so brigl

the veine—all, all yeve thirs, 1o Inwaiente and bowlldar-
Poerless in the midst—queen of hearts and of the dance—
Accopting. the

her place among
then.

stood the youug wife of Frank Fearin
offsred hand of an acquaintance, she tool
tho waltzers. She made a fow turns S the !l\mr,
le as death, she turned to her hus!
rank [ cannof—I foel such an dpgruulon hevs, hore
she placed her hand on heart an

Frank looked annoyed ; he was very proud of his wife;
her beauty was the aduirition of the Flom, Sho hed never
looked lovelier than to-night. W hisperingin her ear, * For
my sake, dear Mary, conquer this weakuess,” he led her
agiin to the dancers. With a smile of gratified pride he
followod her with his eyes, as her fairy form floated pm
him, excitement and exercise lending again to her cheek its
loveliest glow, while on all sides murmurs of ** Beautiful,
most beautiful I”* fell on his ear. * And that bright vision
is mine,”” waid Frank to himself; ‘T havo won her from
hearts that were breaking for her.”

When the dance was over, following her to the window,
he arranged her scarf about her neck with a fond care ; and
with a * Thank you, deurest,” wa g her, when she
her band upon his arm, saying, with a wild
bril nc,v in her eye, * Frank ! something has happened to
Walter ; take me home now.”’

“Phaw ! Mar: dear, you looked so radiant, I thought
you had danced e vapours away. Ono more, dearest, and
then, if you say so, we will go.

Suffering herself to be persuaded, again those tiny féet
were scen spurning the floor ; towards the close, her face
g deadly pale that her husband, in wlarm, flew to

er side.

“The effbrt cost you too much, Mary,” said Frank ; “let

usgob home * He ‘wrapped her ehnk carefully about her.
She ill and cold as a marble statue.
'As tho catriags stopped ab thelr daor, she rashed past
him with the swiftness of an autelope, and, gaining her
boy's chamber, Frank heard her exclaim, as she foll sense-
less to zho floor, I knew it! I told you so!” The child
‘was dea

The |crrsnl in whose care it had been left, following the
example of her mistress, had joined some friends in a dance
in the hall. That torrible scourge of children, the crou
had attacked him, and alone, in i‘e still dnkneu, the fair
boy wrestled with the * King of Terrors.”

Feo presentiment that mmm the

draw-
Who

For months she lay vibrating between life and death—

Yt the flenler was thore vl -n had smitten ber heart,
ul taken her treasure a
'ro.h-u ber o heaven he ha he hn M it on high,
will s
el 8 vmu—'lwu -l- voice of her God—
 thee! pass under the rod?””
. .

Other fair children now call her * mother;"’ but never
again, with flying feet, has sho chased the midnight hours
away. Nightly, us they return, they find her within the

uiet nlrelo of hoine- in call of helpless chidhood.
oo adwiration of the gay throng, sweoter to
her 53 or Dar, is the maasio o€ euete s young woices and
hnd'rly lhu llldl their little foet
and unto the still waters of salvation,” blen with the smile
of the Good Shepherd, who sait Suffor the little children
to come unto me. sud forbid them not.”

ALL'S WELL.
Twelve o’clock at night, and all’s well!

fair brow of the mothor, or the mysterious magnotism
Iy back to her dying child !

o had e
ik theet [

t sparkle and [

zmphnt' Stil and .mmm yonder window,
lhndul wife. The elock has tol e

her face is pressed close against m window-pane, ing
To wis; VB straining eyo, to pierco the darkness. “'she
soes nothing ; she hears nothing but the beating ofhar owa
heart. Now she takes her seat, opens Bible, and
secks from it what comfort she

l"

h mate su !
mp 7. tho.hall. "She knows it!
has trod on her very heart-str
to meot the wanderer. He
in maudlin tones, pronounces a name
plen  to honaur.” Ol allanduring power o woman's
fove?" No repronsh, no upbraiding-—ihe olight arm. passed
around that reeling figure, omeo eroctin God's own imago.”
With tender words of eatreaty, which po to
irho would, she leads him in. It is o bt vopotiion
thousand sach viglle: I ln the performanca of o vow
heroism and nce 00 common and
y to be chmn

ol
with

wl-.u.'ﬁ"mn-

all houre; ek

« All’s well " False prophet! Sin walks the earth in
garply and fino linea : honost poverty, with tear-bodswed
voe, hungors, and shivers, and thirsts, ** while the publican
stands afir oo wedow plaads in van to the ermined
ven, the hu

“All'S we Ab, yos
#h4 S Trom the boginsing
tico. Dives shall yet bog of Lazarus.
counted, They shall y ms in the erown of the
patisdtand enduriog ! When the clear, broad light
of eternity shines upon life’s crooked paths, we shall seo the
snares and pitfalls from which our hedgs of thoras has
fenced us in ; and, in the maturity of our full-grown faith,
wo shall exultingly say, * Fathor, not as I will, but as Thou
wilt !

ho scales of jus-
human tear is

HOW WOMAN LOVES.

“ Walter,” said Mrs. Clay, ** you have not tasted your

coffee this morning. Are you |ll’l" and she leaned across
tho table, and laid her hnnd upon his arm.

No—yes, not quite well. [had a great deal to occupy

me yestorday ;” and he aross from his s to avoid the

serutiny of those clear eyes I shoffldn’t be

home at the dinner-hour, Marion, don’ 'ui! Iur me

be detained by business. And now ki e [ go.
““If Walter would only leave that odiou; k " said

Marion to herself. ¢ Such a treadmill life l'or hlm to lead !

They are killing him with such close application ;"

moved about, busying her little head devi

pathetic appeals to the “ Board of Directors’
gation of his sufforings.

When one is away from a dear friond, 'tis a satisfaction
to be employed tfunmng some little service for him,
how trifling” soever it may So Marion passed into the
librazy, arranging Walter's books and papers, producing
order out of confusion from a discouraging and hetero-
geneous heap of pamphlots and letters, moved his’easy-chair
Found to the mopt laviling locality ; and lhsn her eyes fell
upon a little sketch be had drawn. ¢ Poor Walter™" said
she, ** with his artist eye and poet heart, to be counting up
those interminable rows of fizures, day after day, that any
enough for the rale of thrée could do
. e must always lead such a tread-
fe! never feast his eyes on all that is beautiful and
glorious beyond the seas, while so many stupid people are
galloping over the continent, gotting up fits of sham enthu-
siasu, just as the ¢ Guide Books' direct! It is too bad.”
She wished heartily she had brought Lim other dowry than
her protty face and warm heart.

Well, dinner-hour came, but came not Walter. Marion
was not nnxluus, bocause he had prepared her for his
:Ab-nnco t she missed his handsome face at the table, and
pushed .y her food untasted. She was unfashionable
enough to love him quite as woll, although she had been
married many happy yoars, as on the day when the priest's
blessing fell on her maiden ear.

+ Come here, Nettic,” said she to a noble boy.
into my lap, and let me look at papa’s 3" she
pushed’ back the clustering curls from his broad, white
forehead. ¢ me, Nettie, which do you love best,
papa or me

* Papa said [ must love you best, because he does,” sald
the child.

“ Bless your m_y h.-. m that swoet anawer ! Where can
that dear papa be, [

The worde had bat ) ,m mmd her lips when her father
entered—not with his usual heaming smile and extended
hand, but with a slow, uncertain step, as if he could with
difficulty sustain himself, and such a haggard look !

« Sond away the * said he huskily ; I want to
speak with you, Marion."!

¢ He is not dead! don’t tell me that!" said she, with
ashen lips, her thoughts at once nrortlng to her hushand.

« Botter 80, botter so,” said the old man, shaking his

.y hoad, * than to live to dugrm usall as ho has !

« Who dare_couple ¢ m.gmc wi u. Walter's name?”

« Spring

said Marion, with a flashingeye, ¢ u—oh ! not you,
dear father ”  And she loo e.l unplurmg ly in his face.
o has disgraced us sll, T say !"" sid th

man ; “you and I, and t

bezzled money to a large amount, an now in custody;

and ['vo come to take yoa home with me—you and Nettiom
you must forget him, on."”

said sho solemnly. ¢ 'Tis falso !

y noble, gonerous, In;lmnmded husband ! never ! There

is & conspiracy ; it will all bo cleared u father, unsa,

00 dumdfnrwonll. Lwill nevor leavo him, though
the world forsake him. Lot me go to him father !

“ Marion,” said old man, ‘“be will be sentenced to a
folon's cell ; there is no esca) r.u him. When that takes
gl-ce, the law frees you. Would yau disgraco your boy!

‘ome back to your childhood's homu, and forget him ; "tis
your a.u,. A unworthy youe love or mine, If not,”
Said the. lipand heig!

wlunr, o if not—

at then " Illd Marion wlmly.
u nn no child of the
od help me, thes
leave nor forsake him.”

1f was & sight to move the stoutest heart, that fair,
delicate woman in the prison-cell. Walier started to his
feet, but he did not advance to meot her. There was little
need.  Her arms were about his neck, her hoad upon iy

itated old man,
" said lhrmn 3¢ for [will never

breast, Ouco, twice bo ossayed to speak ; but her hand
was luid agon hi he would not hear, even from his
o moathy thew b had Mllenr - T o jailer, stony-

hearted a8 ho wn, dn-w
he closed the door uj
“ Some fiend from hell umpud me " said the wmwhe-l

coat-sleeve across his oyes as

man at Iast; * but the law froes you from me, Marion.
said he bittarly.

“Yours tll death 1" whispe ‘}hn-npln wifo.

« God. bless your nable haarty ow I can bear

my punishment.
’l 8 + death loves

hining mark,”
tty underlii e

80 doos Every

ling who owed Walter u.,. ;md,m this
pnnnu.{.w Py the debt. The past was ranscked for
nlthc lit - -d. of his history ; dark hints and
rejudice still more the

QI Ihﬂ M mmm'slg stabs in the dark from

-\I’lhnl" at the trial, noting ever flittin, plﬂ'h

of thaagoniped pridgnte Mg an ool wishing 5 Wersin
oir power to prolong his acuts suffering their u-'

njoyment, mouths instead of hours. Good enou
was thoir final dozology, when the verdiot o
* Guilty” was rendered. “Itwill take his prid
P2.” 0 most pharisacal cousors ! who_sball ey
witl ual opportunity and tem, hhon. your vaun
vu‘lno.:nuld hfr; benor’nmd the test s

¢ The wors! now,” said Wnlhr, as Marion bathed

his lampln. “ T will mu;glo to bear the rest, since you
do desert me, Marion. But Nettie—poor, innocent
Nettio!"" and the strong man bowed his head, aad wept. s

the horitags of shame for that brave boy.
uths dra their slow
£ : he,in_the Livery ofigno-
miny, bearing his sentance as best he might among the des-
perate and dograded, experiencin, r{ moment &
ment of torture of which their dull intellects and deadened
sensibilities knew nothing ; she, pointed out as the ** felon’s
il by the rado crowd, shrinking nersously from noiice,
at the mpnbﬁnl‘n of insult, as she toiled on
Inmucnlly, day by
Whence came thnt q{ uiet d.s-m, with which Walter Clay
exacted respect even his jailers? Ah! there was a
trae heart ihrobbiag’for his” cutiide thos prison-walls.
Nightly was ho remembered in her prayers. Daily she
taught their boy to lisp, even now, his father's name. = Like
music to his car was that light footstep echoing through
the gloomy corridor to his cell. Tenderly those loving
arms twined about his neck ; sacred and true were the holy
words with which she cheered
she painted the futare—this tri
howme beyond the seas, he should yut e ¢ the happier ru-
heing so_ chastenod by sorrow, and where no maliciow
tongue should remind him of his temptation or his il
Sweetly upon his ear fell those loutlnng words, first uttered
by sacred lips, * Go and sin no more.”

No, Wal Iwr Clly was not deserted quite! He was
degraded, even there and thus, while he could hold up e
heud and boast of u love so devoted, so pure,

The hour of emancipation came at last, and Wu{ler Clay
stepped forth under the broad blue sky, once more a free
man ; and in the little room where the heroic wife had suf-
g-red.nd toiled, she once more clasped her husband to her

T

 And Nettie, whera is he! [M m-klu my boy,”” said
the joyful father. * Where's Notti

"0 the Saviour's bosom ™ said: umon. with & choking
voice.

“*Dead! And you have buried this sad secret in your
breast, and borne this great grlef unshared, lost you shoald
ndtl to m{ sorrow ! And he kneltat her faet reverently.

nows you had enough to bear !"* said llnnou.
the ay, singisd Uiele, Ware togathr; ull gazed at
r"‘nghx, golden tress, all that remained to them af lmf-
Nettie

 What an interosting couple " said a travelling artist in

< Tha

t woman’s face reminds one

Ttaly to his companion
Jlouching. " If sho
otr

of & Madonna—so
would but sit to me !

“They came here about a ye live in the greatest
seclusion, and seem anxiously toavoidall contact with their
own eountrymen. All the poor peasantry bless them ; and
Father Giovanni says they are the best people, for hnﬁu,
he ever saw.”

A MOTHER'S SOLILOQUY.
bound to me by a tie that death itself cannot
sover. That little heart shall never thrill with pleasure, or
throb with pain, withouta % uick response from mine. h-
the contre of its litile world ; its very life dcgend
faithful care. It is my sweet duty to deck # dmpl
limbs—to poise that tiny, mnhhng foot. Yet stay—my
daty ends not here! looks Torth from thoso bluo
eyes—an undying spirit, thn shall me its wing for &
ceascless ﬂ.fm, gaided by my erring Kn

‘The hot blood of anger may not poison the fount whenoe
it draws its life, or the hasty word escape my lip, in that
pse preseuce, Wayward, passionate, impulsive, o- lhll

approach it but with a hush upon my spirit, and a silen
prayer !

carcloss sentinel ! slumbor mot at thy post over its

trusting innocence

o rockless “sower of the soed!” let ot * tho tares'

o un&llm helmsman ! how shalt thou p-hn :huc little
bark, o'er lifvs tompestaous sea, sfely o ternal

*Tis mind

Tis onrs 1"

A father hands proudly over that ma. cradle! A father's
love, how slmng. how trae ! Bat oh, not so warm, not so
Ml;"r, rou |\'wlmu lhlurk ﬂntob-ha hath lain beneath !

it me for that holy trust, herd, or fold it
early o thy loving bosom ! Loy et

THE INVALID WIFE.
¢« Evary wifp noods a good ok of love to start with.”
Don't she! You are upon a bed: a little_fesblo

thing Y upon your arm that you might crash with oue
band. You take. thoss Hittle velvet ﬂn:n- in yours, close

{our eyes, and tarn your h-d I low.
ittle brothers and sistes nny,

and Frank, and Willy, and Masydnd Riory Lot a score

—como_tiptoein,

I

koepin ful treadmill “ to quiet
baby, 58 you o oy’ qy through the kmmf- :tnﬁ:.
The odour af dinner bogins to croop up stairs. You wonder
if_your lluhlnd . ling will be made right, and if

will remember ..qu‘ wine in the sauce, as he likes it ;
then the tarts out on , a8 you hear
& thumping on the gtajgs, and & s suppressed scream |



