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n i ** If your time is precious, you shall bo well paid ; it will | supremo—to have the capacity to appreciate me, but not | that look ereep over it that comes hut once. sands of

Fern Leaves from Fauny's Portfolio. nob tak youlang:" WIIk motey ba any olioek tp yoal®s . | beillianey snough o outihine b Hor 4. sttt s 00t | Mire aok oo BapE b b Title per Sickorod and fashed,
— «Ol, yos, yos " said Lena, despair giviog her courago. | sidors.’ i ithaarwat 6t T o

THE STRAY LAMB. 0 sir, T hivve a brotber, sick, dying for nocessaries boyond  * Liiko that, bocause it is e unsolish,” said Minnie, | = Ttwas, in the *poor man's lot" that Harry Grey's pot

T was walking through the stroets yesterday, ehilled | our reath ! Give mo somo wine o keep him from sinking— | with mock huwility. * Go on."” by was buriod, There were no carriages, no mourners, no

outwandly snd imwardly, aa ono is apt o bo, by the firat | now, if you pieass, sir P'—and sho blushed at her own | You seo, Minaie, theso lterary women live on publi | hearso, Mrs, Groy shtddercd, ns the waggon Jlted over

ook of swintor, soméwhat out of bumour with myself, | earnestndss—a then T will como to you . My | admiration—glary in sseing ti in print. Just fancy | tho rough stones t tho old burying-placo. She uttered

a
anl indisposed. fo bo pleased. with others, when [ noticed | name is Lena May,”
bofore me, on foot, o party of emigrants in o very destitute

condition. One of the women was tottering under tho

wmy wifo's heart ‘turned inside-out to thousands of eyes | faint sercam as the sextou hit tho coffin agninst the waggon
T besides mino for dissection, y her quickening ton | in lifting it out. Again and again yed bis hand, when
+ Dear, dear mother !—~twine for Charley, and moze when | thousand strango pulses with * thoughts that breath and | he woud have fistoned dowa thelid s o boaed with feartul
weight of o huge chest she carried upon her hoad ; most of | th 23 _ . | words that burn.’ ” Fancy me walking mockly by her side, | distinctness the first leavy clod that foll upon her boy
them were ragged, and all travel-stained and careworn. ua 1" sid her mother, alarmed at her wild, oxcited | known only as Mr. Somebody, that tho talented Miss—— | hroas: ; sho looked on with a dreadful fuscination, while- ho
Bringing up the rear, with uncortain, faltering steps, somo- | manner. 5 k condeseended to Horril u, | filled 3sho saw tho Jast shovelful of earth
what behind the rest of the party, was u little girl of eight * An artist, mothor, gave me this, if I would let him make | literary women ure o sort of nondescript monsters; nothing | stamped down over bim, and when the sexton touched ber

rs, bonnetless, barefooted and barelegged, her scanty | & sketeh of me. Dear Charley !—aud she held the tompt- | feminibe about them. They are as ambitious s Luctfer; | arm, and pointed to the waggan, she followed him mechani-
frock harely reaching to her little Turplo knees, her | ing lusury to Lis fover-parched lip—** drink, Charley. Now | elso, why do they write ' i

p— drink, » L Sl i cally, and made no objection when he said, ** he guessed ho'd
tangled brown hair the sport of tho winds. She stepped | you'll bo strong and well,and all for this foolish faca 1" and |+ Bacause they can't help it,” said Mionio, with a flash- | drive a littla fuster, now that tho lad wasout.” " Ho looked
wearily, as if she had neither aim nor object in moving on ; | she lughed hysterically : then her hands fell at her side, Ler | ing oyo. * Why does a bird carol! Thero is thatin sucha | at her oneo or twied, and thought it very odd that she didn't
showing neither wonder nor childish curiosity at the new | head dropped’; the excitement was too much for her—she | soul that will not be pent up—that must find voico and ex- | ery ; but ho didn't profess to understand women-fo y
sights and scones before her. It seemed to boa matter of | hud fainted. pression ; a b kindled spark that is le s an | when it was quite dusk, they eame back again to the old
indifferonce to the rest of the party whether she kept paco ¥ y —_— t, sonring spirit, whose wings cannot ho carth-clipped. | woodon house ; and thero ho'left ber, with the still night
with them or not. My hnﬂmh&d’l‘or her, she looked so |  * There, that will do; thank you ! Now turn your head a e very qualities fit it to appreciate, with a zestnone | and her crushing sorrow.

Triendlow, so prematurely sareworn. What should bo hor | triflo to tho left, s and the young artist's oyc brightened | clso may know., the strong, decp love of 'n kindred human | Who will caro for you, Janic, when T am dead !
futare fufe in. this groat city of snares and temptations! | as his kand moved over the canvas. ~In truth, it were hard | heart. ~Reverence, respect, indeed, such a soul claims und

Who should take hor by the hand? Ah, look! the Good | to find u lovelier model. That fall dark eye and Gre exacts ; but think you it will bo satisfied with that! N
Shepherd watches over the stray lamb * 1 hear a shrick of | profile, that wealth of raven hair, those dimpled should: [t craves the very treasure you would wrost from i
Soy | A well-dressed woman before mo sces hor : with tho | Yes, Lona was tho realisation of all his artist dreams That there are vain and ambitions female writers, is true ;
”’ri‘n‘ of an antelope sho seizes her, presses her lips to those | then she was so pure, so innocent. Practised flatterer but pass no sweeping condemnation ; there are literary
onally, praise seemed out of placo now—it | women who have none tho less deserved the holy names of

illed li holds her ut arms’ length, pushes [ he was pro
e o poe T s, aeate 2% her again %o her | died upon his lip. Mo had transferred many a lovely face { wifo and wother, becauss God has granted to them tho power

NIGHT.

Nicar! The pulse of the great city lies still. The echo
of hurrying feet bas long since dicd away. The maiden
dreams of her lover ; tho wife, of ber absent hushan

her for:head, strai : e W :

B e gratitado full like rain from her eyes ; | to canvas, but nover ono so holy in its expression. of expressing the sawm tide of emotions that sweep, per- | #i¢k, of health ; the captive, of freedom. Softly fulls the
then 1fts her fur above her head, s if 1o say, 0 God, [ And littl Charley day by day grew stronger ; and raro | chance, ovor the soul of another, whoso lips have never been | M92nlight on those quict dwellings ; yot under tiose roofs
flowers lay upon his bed ; and he inbaled their fragrance, | touched * with a coal from the altar.’ " are hearts that aro throbbing and breaking with misery too

i hopeless for tears ; forms bont hefore their timo with crushe

thank thee 1"

What can this pautomine mean'! for not a word have

i wsobs and caresses. ** |

B T e T o ystandor. * Oh, and it'sa | would listen for Leua's light footstep, and ask her, on ler | like tho lady to

come over from the old counthiry, ma'am, to find ber | return, a thousand questions about the pieture, and sigh B Tiks b1 T Jen's Jike boe 60 GHLT: Tove?tRet
mother ; and sure, she’s just met her in the street, and the | he said, T can never know, dear sister, if it i took me by storm! Minuie, that woman must

hoarts of ‘om aro most breaking with the joy, you sce.” | and then he would say, * You will not love thisartisthetter | Colonel Van Zandt. She’s my ideal of & wife embodied.

«God be thanked !"" said T, a8 [ wept too; */ thé dove Lena 2" and then Lena would blush, and say, | T thourht she'd suit you,” said Minnie, not trusting

and passed his slender fingors oor them carossingly, as i o 1
their beauty could be conveyed by the touch. And then he |+ Good morning, Colonel,” said Minnie: *how did you

sorrow ; lips that never smile, save when some wocking
whom 1 introdeced y0u last eveuing 1"

dream comes to rendor the morrow’s waking tenfold more
She | bitter. Thero,ona mother's fuithfal breast, calm and heau-
tifal, lies tho Roly brow of infancy. Oh, could it but pass
nway thus, ore the bow of promiso hus ccased to span its
fature—ere that sercncst sky bo darkened with lowerin
clouds—ore that loving hear? shall feol tho death-pang oF

han mo,
found the ark, the lamb its fold. Let the chill wind blow, { * No, you foolish boy !”” hersolf to look up. **Sho's very nttractive; but are you
sho will heed it mot! Tho littlo weary head shall be sure you can secaro her !’ e L oa Ay P Lok fetiesbi

d sweetly to-night on that loving breast; tho chilled | <« Well, Lena,” said Ernest, ¢ your picture will be finished Well, I latter mysolf,”” said the Colonel, glancing at an | ,, Here, t00, sits Remorse, clotlied in purplo and five linen
limbs be warmed and clothed ; the desolate little heart shall lay. [ suppose you are quite glad it is over with ! opposite mireor, o Ishall at least, * die makiug an effort,” | 1 b g JJ:,“:L‘K.,:‘:“{,‘; n.'e"fm:'f».';? ;.'.'i':\‘ ﬁmrotll(n‘:i
beat quick with love and hope ! And there I left th Charley misses me 8o much ! was lovo’s quick evasion. | bofure L take No for an answer. Charming wouman ! fe iy et Al A ol ST ol

lier shoc-lacings o the tips of her cychro

i i eping, unconscious of the erowd t “ There are still many comforts you would got for Char- [ nine fe no | tie e clock i !
et e thems; {osguiting the weary gears of the ware you Abies Lanal” ) W blue-stockings peeping frem under tho gracoful olds of her | With stratning eve its hours aro counted ; with nervous
A ing a lifetime of happiness into mioy of those Oh, yes, yes !”” said the young girl eagerly, silken robe.” What @ charmed life n man might lead with | hond the draught that brings no healing is Leld to the

lissful moments. « And yous mother, she 14 100 dofioate o toll #0 wnremit- | her ! Hor fingers nevor dabbled with ink, thaok Hearen ! b e i k i
“Iuko heed that ye despise not one of these little ones, | tingly ! She must be Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt, Minnio ho measured troad of the watchmun ag ho passes his
i Sho was  Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt.” A week after their | Found, the distant rumble of the coach, perchanco the dis-

at in heaven their angels do always [ Yes," said Lena dejectedly. s : .
« Dear, good, lovely Lena ! they shall both have such a | marriage, Minnie camo in looking uncommonly wicked and
h-le home, only say you will be mine !" mimdx.iumlund " \vn...i) a mnle;d-wu scene !"" said she, u sho
reader, you should have into that artist’s | stood at the door. * Do you know [ never pecp into Para- ! 3
LENA MAY. bome, You Shosld bave seen m.‘”;m, happy husband. | diso that T don’t feel a Luciforish desire to s mutiny :‘hv dream it i sml-m{ he waking , and, involuntarily,
Saol &-4H m as it was! You may sometimes | You should have seen with what  sweot grace the little | among the colestials! And apropos of that, you recollect | {ho most care bl nrvi\ﬂmzly to lim by whow
e B r ke 1o, The walls were dingy. the | child-wifo performed her duty as ita mistress. You should | * Abelard,” Colonel : and the beautiful * Zeluka, by tho same g huirs of our beads ar all numbered. .
w.h':!o::nn;:l.i J‘t.l:u furniture scant abby. ‘f.’. one | huve seen Charley with his birds and his flowers, and heard | anonymous writer ; and those li'(tlc cssays by the same hand, mmf:[:ﬂ"’;:g o ":-:l: L ;l{a mﬂrn“mlml o f.°§"': tlg:c' v::'z
L bod, and on it oy of abs t nine years m. merry l‘n.nngh’,. us b:o waid to his mother, that *if ho was | that you hourded up so long! Well. T'vo discovered tho Slasabarein,t Aavpetis- te; tiselom ] iy

jointed fragment of & song frowm bacchanalian lips, alone
breaks the solemn stillness. At such an hour, serious
thoughts, | unbidden gues rush in. Life np‘\eln ke

for [ say unto you ¢
behold the face of my Father.

With his long shat Bruest would steal away vur owing t

a thek
1id, I 3 v v 4 . “Ioloisod | tering sigh cscapes a human breast unkeard by that
lashes ewoeping his palo eheck, you ﬁu{:d;n:u el i o Lona, gnea—the anonymousathor, with thosignatara of llollen.} | [CHE 1 eacapes o human fraed eyl
o , whose locks,
silvered

: You have your matrimonial arm round her this minte ! | PILYing eur- ) :
witéitving " AN the B May T bo kissed if you haven't I" and sho throw herscl? on | BO¢ ite pitying responso in the bosow of Infinite Mercy.

sorrow, not time Her hands were clasped THOUGHTS BORN OF A CARESS. the sofa in o pa C !
'y Y roxysm of mirt “0 Colonel ! “marry a
Bopslealy (X' bee M5, N8d hee:lipe, movel 68 SLISO0L s gy whay's aioe’plios 10 Sy 1" kil s Isoghlng 1116 | workkn iwbo Has Jast sines enouigh fo appreciete 3o, aud et CHILDREN'S RIGHTS.
Pr 2 Gosd morning, Mrs. May,” said the dootor, ho neatled her hoad loviglyon her motler’s reast. | Urillisncy enough o attract outsiders! Funcy ay wifo | Meve rights! Women's righta! T throw down the
i sl

v “ words were spoken playfal.y, and the littlo fuiry was | quickening ten thousand strange pulses with thoughts that | gauntlet for childron's rights! Yes, littlo pets, Fann
b % h::d!‘::::;:'lvc"f.{ywﬂ-?::mibx b ou | a1l unconsions bow mmuck masaing Jay kid ia themy. bat | broathe aid worde that burn i Fansy e walking meckly | Forn's about » takin® notes,” and she'll # prink ‘ot ton,
Boat and cam't got along without mo. How's the' boy 1 | they brought tears to my eyes, for I looked forward to tho | by her side, known only as tho Mr. Somebody the falented | if you ds ¢ got your duss.” Sl has seen you seated by
§0d o glancod carslossly at the bed. time whe sare and trial should throw their shadows over | Ml condescended to marry 1" I declaro U'm sorry for | pléasant window in a railroad-car, with your bright eyes
"1 Ho Sooms moro than usaally fosblo,” said tho mother | that laughing fuce—when adversity should overpower— | you, Colonel ; you have my everlusting sympathy ; $ou look | dancing with delight at the prospect of all the protty things
dejectedly, s the doctor examined his pulse. when summer friends should full of like autumn leaves | already likow mon ¢ transported for lifo > you were going 1o see, foreibly cjected by some overgrown
Lt Well all ho wants is something strengthening, in the | beforo the rough blasts of misfortune—when the fuithful | Laugh away, Minnic! You might havo played mo o | Napoleon who fancied your plce, and thought, in bis wis-
hment, to set him on his E,., vfim, a breast she leaned upon should bo no fonger warm with love | worse trick; for instance, bad you married ino yourself. | dom, that ehildren bad no taste for anything but sugar-
at's the thing for him—that will do it. | and life—when, in all the wide earth, there should bo for | * Heloise’ or Amy, 'tis all 'one to'me, o long as I'can call | candy. Fanny Fern know botter. She Enew that tho pret-
ery.” her wife I'm quite happy enough to'be willing you should | ty trees and flowers, and bright bluc.eky, gave your little
“ Wino an said the poor widow ; and the tears ! A futher may be loft—kind, | enjoy your triumph and quite willing to subscribe, on my | souls a thrill of delight, though you could not tell why ;
startod to her ayes, for sho romembered suanior days, whon | lectionate, considerate, perhaps—but o man's aflections | knees, to your croed, that u woman may bo liter and sho knew that great big man‘s soul was o great deai
Thoss now anatiainable laxuries wero sont away untasted | form but o small fraction of his existonce. Ilis thoughts | fominino and loveable; content to find har greutes| smalier than yours, to sit thero and read o etupid politieal
from hor woll-farnished tablo, rejocted by n capricious | are far away, even whilo his ohi'd clambers on his knee— | in tho charmed circlo of Home.” arer, when sach a glowing landscaps was beforo bim tha
appotito ; and she Toso, and laid her hand lovingly on the | the distant ship with its rich freight, the state of tho monoy- ¢ might havo foasted 1ia oyes upon. Aund she longed to
1itfo sullorar's hoad, and prisoned tho warm tears market, the fluctuations of trade, the office, the shop, the i wipe away the big tear that you dida’t dare to let fali ; and
her closed oyelids. bonch ; and he answers at random the little lisping immor- DARK \DAYS siio understood low a little”girl or boy, that didn't get &
Little Oharley was blind. o had never scen the face | tal, and iim the child a_toy, and passes on. Tho little, ¥ rido every day in the year, should not be quite able to
that was bending ovar him, but he knew by th tono of her | sensitive heart hus boruo te childish grials through tho duy |« Dying! TMaw eun you evor strugalo through the world | swallow that graat big amp i the throat, aa ‘hecr s sat
voico whether she was glad or grieving ; and thero was o | unshared. She don’t understand tho reason for anything, | alono ! Who will eare for you, Janis, when I'am dead 1" | jammed down in o dark, crowded corner of tho car, instead
"wld,  Doar, pationt boy ! | and nobody stops to tell her. Nurse * dou’t know,” the T of sitting by that pleasans window.
N T e et cook is ** busy,” and 8o she wanders restlessly about poor | ~** Hovo you rooms to lot " eaid a lady in sablo to s hard- | ~ Yes; and Fanny bus seon you somotimes, when you'va
Y mamma’s ewpty room. Somothingis wanting. Ab, there, | featured person. v been mufiled up to the tip of {onr little rose in woollen
i8 no ** nice place to ery !"" ** Rooms! Why, yes, wo have rooms,'’ surveying Mra. | wrappers, in a close, crowded church, nodding your little
Clildiood pusscs; ‘biooming maidenhood comes on; | Groy very deliberaiely. «t You are a widow, T suppoto | drowsy héads, aud kieping timo to the’ixth-lio nod seventh-
rather than add to tho sorrow of a heart so tried | lovers woo; the mother’s quick instinct, timely word of Thotht 60 by the length of your veil. Been in thie city | lio of Some pompous theo'ogian whose preaching would have
and griefatricken. And so, through those tedious days, | coution, and omniprosent watchfulness, are not there. Sho | long  husbar d
and f:n wearisome nights, the little sufforor uttered no | gives her heart, with all its iurnlng, sympathies, into | the matter of him ! Take in sewing or anything? Got any
Word of dompluint, though ¢ho outor and inor world was | Wnworthy keeping. A flecting honeymoon, then the drawn- | reference? How old is that child of jourst”
P him. ' ing of a long day of misery ; woarisome days of sickness; | [ hardly think tho situation will suit,” s3id Mrs. Grey
iy, & young, fair girl glided into the | the feeblo moan of the first-horn ; no mother’s arm in which | fuintly, ns sho roso to go. X ipper, who didn't caroa_r whother
3 bedsids ; them, stoaping #o low i « Don’t ery, mamma,” said Charley, s they gained the | your spin ws ascrooked as the latter S or not, if the Great
inglots floated on the pillow, she lightly foad atar ; 20 - niz " "lugull)uallxniuoe.whx‘;d marched in once 4 month o make
" a !—not unhea he ** grand tour, " voted her a ** model school-marm.""
P e o Wi, Lo, mukd T temderiye" P o | tears mway" gocth up that troubled heartplaiat from tho | ® Put another atick of ool an the fire, Clarley; my | - Yesrand that sin'tair! ko has seen ‘yon sont oo bed,

oo, b . - i hat o
" despairing lips of tho motherles fingers aro quite heoumbed, and I'vo a long whilo o Work | just at the witching hour of cand'e-light, aHien some enter:
ad you aro come " and ho threw his wasted arms about 8 lipe yot." taining guset w.s b tho middlo of a dolightéul story, that

How long has your husband been dead ! What was | boen high Datoh to you had you been wido awako.

ting like littlo automatons, in a
oom, with your nervous little tocs
an angle, for hours , under the taition of a

street. ** Won't God take carc of us !

r neck. ““ Pat your faco down here —closo, Lena, close. R Thero's ¥ aai o # .

- < Thoro's not oven a ohip loft,” suid the boy mournfally, | you, pyor, miscrablo ¢ ittlo pitoher, was doomed movor s

The dactor has beet hare, snd mamuna thought e tleehin€: | A CHAPTER ON LITERARY WOMEN | rubbing his fitlo purple han & seoms 0w though | | heat tho end of ! Yos, and 'sho has seon-vthe s rog
et laid to you so rigidly, that you were driven to

. " o big man, so that I ceuld belp you !'"* luw
make me well ; and dear mamma so poor, too ! Ob, you | «Well, Colonel, what cngrosses your thoughts so entirely -ha"l';'h';",'a:o;:?_“; e p y P

: ] 0 it ! e decelt and ev and th ou punished f

should have heard her sigh so heavily ! And, Lena, though | this morning! Tho last new fashion for vests, tho prico of [ Tetlnase 1! ik rongh volons “onnpncilenale't | s s o e ol o S iaharl i e yeey
o o Lo

3 for ber | ) N i st pair of primrose - he

Teaanor oo, T f,’.“f._""&.,,'ﬂ’::,'i';“.ﬁ’{‘;:,ﬁ"iﬁ'uu IS5 iiadnasar il of Ap, st of qpur lash palyet b up to the mark, you ean’t havo uny No“fire, and | scen your ars bosed just as hard for tearing a holo in your

not to grieve, because Charloy is going to heaven. 1 [ :Come, Minnic, don’t bo satirical. I've a perfect horror | cold fingers ' Sumo old story. Busincss is business ; I'vo | J eat pinafore, or breaking a Chinw cup, as for telling as big
dreamed about it last night, Lena. T wasn'ta blind boy any | of satirienl women. There's no such things a8 repose in | 1o tme to talk about your affiirs. Women never nanlookat | a lic as Auanias and Sapphira did.

longer ; and I saw sach glotious things !" Sholr presouce. | Ono nosds to be always on the defousive, | & thing in a commercial piut of viow. What I want o | And when, by patient labour, you had reared an edifico

““Don’t, don’t, Charley !"” said tho young girl, sobbing. | armed atall points ; aud then, like as not, some arrow will | know i3 in a nutshell. Ts them ghirts done or not, young | of tiny blocks, fairer in its architectural proportions, to

rﬂ H your infantile eye, than an; laco in ancicnt Rome, she

vo, Charley ; | pierce the joints of his armour. Be amiable, Minnie, and | woman!"
fe

« Take your arms from iy neck. You shal
me ' go, now, | listen to wie. I want a wil

o shall have everything you noed « Indeed, there is only ono finished, though I bave done | has scen it ruthlessly kicked into o shattered ruin by some-
ling ! a

my best,'” said Mrs, Grey. ly in the house whose dinner hadn’t digested !

. Lot e
‘s o darli nd sho ‘tied on her littlo bonnet, and [ ¢ You!a man of your resources! Clubs,

here's , o )
; % o “Woll, hand it along’ you won't got any more. And sit Nover ming I wish I was mother to tho whole of you !
[ AN ool LI Qi A4 gained tho B e e s o Hod o pro. | up w-night and finsh the 3ot : 4'y0 foar 1™ Such slrious imes s we'd bavo ! Roading pretty bioke,
Wino and jollies ! yes, Charley must have them ; but | monitory sympton ofa crow's foot or a grey hair ! Has old B Tk sl ' Shat hiad no hig, worde in 'em ; going to school where you
th 4 - o 1 «Tlave you vests that you wish embroidered, sir could snceze without gettinga rap on the head for not
how ! Her littlo was quite em A --61"' ;ﬂ:o:m; ::’m. begun to step on your hachelor tocs ' and sho rovelled | 1! Teldthe geniloman (1) addressed, casting a look | aeing leave M:'“i“‘{oldmgch ATy ot
ister—like our dear Saviour—some-

Shlog eth TSN EHE o Tkrins Bt Weke Siongtt, | "y Colosel 120k up, a book with o very injured air,as Sf dimiritién; of Mrs. Grey, i Hote, Jammag, un gt with o ey tho m
s s money to s raelf, madu
‘b:;llh. Jifo 4o poor Chatley ! und sho walked on despair: | much as to say, Have it out, fair lady, and when you fgot | '3 ety 1o the oo, R &0 0, made nt" | dmes remembered to

tako littlo children in his arms, and

] t bluo sky soemed to mock her—the woll- 1ta 1l talk 0 you. " - 4
 torms wad bappy Bose to taunt hor, Uh ! theobbed 4 Hitnnde had no xdr:.:':'?."fiz; off her stilta; 30 sho | over such drudgery.” hen, if you asked me o question,  woulda't protend ot
the wido carth ono heart of pity! Poor Lonu! Want o wife, do you! Idon't seo but your | A moment, and he was alono. to hear ; of laaily tell you, I * didn’t know,” or turn you

off with'somo fbulous evasion, for your momory to chew

, and st Il tip-top. Your
strings, and wstrups are all tip-top >t for o cud till you were old enough to sce how you had been

there on
B vy LAV DL e MRy S s belghe «Tlo's a very sick child,” said the doctor,  and thore's

lustro ¥ the d or tresses attends to your wardrobe, your e 'y !
wildl, ‘:b?:l..’:)no could searco see & lvnllcl”ﬁzo than l;o::‘:‘p:du,you'v ﬁn snug num’.o at the———»House, | very little chance for him to got well here ;" drawing fooled. And I'd nover wear such a fashionablo gown that
Eetee-so full of love, b0 fall of Sibtow. oty or fins_ follows’ %o drop In Spon 30 what in | farred coat to his ears, ae the wind whistled through the | you couldn’t climb on my lap whenever tho it took you; or
At o thought Ernest Olay; for bo stopped and 5':...... of the do you want of s  wi And ifit is | eracks. * Have you no friends in the city, wheve he could | refuso to kiss you for fear ?'_on'd ruflle mf curls, or m;
and looked L It was the embodi- | a necessity that it i nollﬁwl what description of | be better provided for 1" collar, or my temper—not u bit of it ; and then you should
tring does your

ponal . ¢
N Mrs. Grey shook her head mournfully. ay mo with your merry laugh, and your little confidin,
. e o o nae (s bings anc:shererd ba & partsct |+ Woll, [T yend him some maieing to-night, and.to- | Fand shid ever’ n-ninflg inmine. A
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of her fate.” " Aud low aad 1asical was the 30100 | enit Siv Orebl,open your moath, aad trotout your idenl " | . - Toamorrow Al the long night the storm ragsd fear- | strifo,and cuvy, and. uncharilabloness s and. sha' ¥
o e Saet Htes ot el then, nogatuvely, I don’t want & literary woman. | fally. The driving slcot sifted in through tho looso windows, | by ton thousand. livo in  little wotld fall of freshs
fal ; but his ardent her, and she her | 1 should desire my wife' ‘and foelings to centre in | tha rattled, and trombled, and shook. Mrs. Groy hushed | loving little children, than in this groat museum
e ."’-'m“h‘h.l"m.“m mo—to be conwent in the Litle kingdom where I reign her breath, as she watched the little, waxon face, sad saw | such dry, dusty, withered hearts,

ment of all his artist dreams. t skotoh it," maid he
himself. ** She is poor—that is evident from her dress;




