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1 Ifo***»* Via*kevmwroi>x<mwetix**two,
ti*growing

ih*wwt X* for Estclk 
wm In*. SJift mas the sole support of her

Tfow* >•**!* A* »tdfci*x lwl*l là* füàtftivi »ti6i aômù that she was a fortune in
4K»*4f tft «15

Wükt <&vyt* llwlm **àff*^ **« sk*|«k*»>. rRÜàxm, «til ooaM «cxpAft Uttic or nothing from

to get up a new dress for one of the female mem­
bers of the circus. It was wanted that evening.
L hurried up to the room, followed by the ser­
vant, and went in without knocking. I thought 
1 noticed an embarrassment among the occu­
pants, but it soon passed off I had hardly seated 
myself when Mademoiselle B. excused herself, 
she said, for a few moments, and taking the hand 
of a little girl, was about leaving the room.

I caught a glimpse of the child’s face. In a 
second the past rushed before me. The child’s 
face was a miniature likeness of you. «

I got through my work, and returned homo.
I felt perfectly sure it was your child.

The next idea that took possession of me WAS 
to be near the child. I loved the little one tho 
moment I gazed in the brown eyes. 1 deter­
mined to marry the man who had wooed me so 
often. I told him of the past, and promised him 
only ft poor return for his devotion. I knew he 
was true and good.

We Went to Europe. Every day I became 
mo*e attached to little Clarice, as they called tho 
child. She was the pride of the company, 
apt and so graceful. She was claimed by Master 
Rudolph, the principal rope-dancer. I had been 
with the company a year when I became a 
mother. God blessed me with a little girl. As 
the little head nestled close to my breast a strange 
warmth entered, melting the ice that hadisur­
rounded my heart so long. Yes ; my heart 
glowed again with love. I knew then what 
Mena must have suffered in the loss of her little

A chill crept over him ; he started from his 
arm-chair. How long he had thus sat he knew 
not. The sound of joy had ceased in the next 

. Lighting the gas and touching the silver 
bell, he sinks again to his chair A servant en­
ters.

Select |Mr$. «

possible for him to / ■bloom.For the Mirror.

A FABLE,
ON TUB DEATH Off OVA UTILE OXS<

In ft sweet spot which wisdom chos*.
Grew a unique and lovely lose *
A flow ’er so fair was seldom bom—
A rose almost without a thorn.
Each passing stranger stopped to view 
A plant possessing charms so new :
“ Sweet tiow’r !” each lip was beard to say— 
Nor less the owner pleased than they.
Reared by his hand with constant 
And planted in his choice parterre,
Of all his garden this the pride 
No flower so much admired beside.
Nor slid the rose unconscious bloom.
Nor feel ungrateful for the boon ;
Oft ns her guardian enme that way .
Whether at dawn, or eve of day.
Expanded wide, her form unveiled—
The double fragrance then exhaled.
As months rolls Ion the spring appeared.
Its genial rayw the rose matured ;
Forth from its roots a shoot extends 
Tho parent rose tree downwards beads.
And with a joy unknown before 
Contemplates the pet embryo fl-'wvr.
“ Offspring most dear” (she fondly said)
“ Part of myself ! beneath my shade.
Safe shalt thou ride, whilst happy I, 
Transported with maternal joy.
Shall see thy little buds appear,
Unfold and bloom in beauty here 
What, though the lilty or jonquil.
Or hyacinth, no longer till tin* space 
Around me, all shall be 
Abundantly made up in thee.
What, tho’ my present charms decay 
And passing strangers no more say 
Of me “ sweet flower !” yet thou shalt rats* 
Thv,blooming head, and gum the ptatsev 
And this reverberated pleasure 
Shall be to me a world of treasure.
Cheerful I part with former merit 
That it, my darling, may inherit,
Ilasto then the hours which bid them hi 'em. 
And fill the zephyrs with perfume.
Thus had the rose tree scarcely spoken.
Ere the sweet cup of bliss was broken—
The gardener eu me, and with one stroke- 
lie from the root the offspring took t 
Took fr in the sod wherein it grew.
And hid it front the parents view,
J udge ye, who know a mother's care.
For the dear tender babe she bears.
The parents anguish—ye atone 
tiuch sad vicissitudes have known.
Deep was ti e wound, aor slight the pain 
Which made the rose ttec thus complain 

Dear little darling ! art Vova g«me—
Thy charms scarce to thy mother known 
Removed so soon ! — so suddenly.
Snatch’d Irorn my fond maternal eyo.
What hast thou done ? dear offering say\
So early to lie snatched sway !
Wir t ! gone for ever ! seen no more 1 
For ever 1 thy loss deplore,
Yu dews descend, with tears supply.
My now for ever tearful eye ;
Or rather come some northern blast.
Dislodge my yielding roots in baste-. 
Whirlwinds arise—my branches tear.
And to some distant region bear 
Far from this spot, a wretched mother- 
Whose fruit and joys are gone together ?
As thus the anguished rose tree cried.
Her owner near her she espied.
Who, in these gentle terms reproved 
A plant, tho’ murmuring still beloved, 
'Cease beautious flow'er, these- useless cries, 
And let my lesson make thee wise.
Art thou not mine ? Did not min* band 
Transplant theo from the barren sand. 
Where, once a mean unsightly plant. 
Exposed to injury and want.
Unknown and unadmired l found 
And brought thee to this tortile ground. 
With studious art improved thy form. 
Secured thee from the inclement storm. 
And through the seasons of the year.
Made theo my unabating care ?
“ Hast thou not blessed thy happy lot 
In such an owner—such a spot?
But now, because thy shoot I've taken.

Have the children all gone? Where is Harry? 
he demanded.

Yes, sir ; and little Harry with them to 
the circus-car, with the band playing. I expect 
he will be in directly ; his nurse is with him, 
answered the man.

An hour passed, and then came in the terrified

wrilmrol vnnthttr* with tio prospect ahead. In

; bet he was one of seven

• ^
Ml hither.

Agtkiu woumd gflfeftiUlft «Npwiev %bcÔ— fbiodrow would suggest that if Mena should
fried, hw* ttt!w* *àtilK in possession of the old miser's wealth it

Tborefor* khy wdL «y Lwà. wHt wh* V- wisy «-twwtiw and way fond of him* and no
wtttâd bidf bbft Immensely * besides, Mena was nure.

Harry was gone—lost in the crowd. She had 
hup ted everywhere, but could not find him.

I will pass over the terrible griet of the pa­
rents. The services of the police and most cele­
brated detectives were engaged ; rewards offered ; 
everything that love and wealth could do proved 
useless. He was gone

Months passed on, and again came the birth­
day of their darling. All was gloom now. Mis­
fortune had continued her attendance on the 
miserable man. Speculations had failed, and the 
riches for which he had bartered his happiness 

dwindling away. But what cared he ; only

fioeHt I* Wrttdi be very «comfortable* if not su- 
bJ^tjy . Ami » be determined to dose 

bis beam against this first pore affection, and 
bit* «*. if possible, the beautiful image from 
lüswànà

w-UU-ÿll =t wwt «Sût* Wj. utemb® 1-W i ti« his dc-tmnimtion was
»*•* |e* Sight <« everbearing leonvcres-

UiîfWlt*»*«■»****» teweroNa porontetethc effect that Mr. 
Oww-MSue Sfewœ-ri» monied «a* «f the fira-ti» oW

i Kvwki Wÿ »ùe uopto «adei «kpbei IwüxÜfll- VI» had boasted 1* had new loved
.Vwt * tes* ut |i*t «et uo^wmimhatlMmteer—had inquired of Mr.
Sww* ^ W*. >«**«tit «WC* «msaw» jf »W « *ny «rions intention on

ï5btdSfc4. Ins son’s par. respecting Estelle? That he ad-
Cbc* t btturô là* màb >*> vtàroà The yotmg 1*% voit much, and* in fact,

: Ni*A»w6l*h¥ihtmÿew. Imd »nA m»dt «r his mind to asi hcr to
Xwsnolfcs Mawm.

mm

saswi; *

t

give him his boy back, and he would willingly 
yes, gladly—toil, if necessary, for support.

A ring at tho hall door—a servant entered and 
said :

The post man, sir.
And, handing a delicate little envelope, with-

bn A wtmdtit be knew how much he loved.

Sfcttvüÿ ** tt»*.wt A*
I.1U.C ■Mit exv% Jha*ot **-OT>È ÎUhvnt < ;
SfciwSjft t6sa ve» xtweihwÀ.

sitodÿ hMjjwe an-geeiimlU 
VwktvdwtwitSUibieti

He gazed upon the writing. Surely it was As I gazed on the eyes which looked into mine 
very very familiar ; never but one wrote his name I thought they were wondering at my hard 
thus. So tearing it hastily open he read simply wicked heart. My eyes grew dim ; I shed the

first tears for many years. I knelt and prayed 
to God for forgiveness for the past, and to make 
me worthy of the precious boon entrusted to my

I arose a changed woman. I thought my ba­
by’s eyes had lost their wondering gaze, and 
now looked satisfied and loving.

failed. She had married and gone to Europe. Oh ! thank God for little children. They 
His last hope was wrecked. He sought to soften the heart ; they bring forth all the purer 

* , «• •. __ feelings of our nature ; they draw us near ourdronn his sorrow m the wme-cup-to retrieve , tolJ ifcsb.ind oil my suspicions,
his fallen fortunes by the dice-box : and in two uttle Clarice was your son. 1 gained
years after the loss of his child he was seldom his consent to help me to gain the truth, and, if 
freed from intoxication. possible, restore turn to you. He knew nothing

r, , . . , . , ,, j whatever of the child’s entry there, lie wasHe subsisted entirely on the sums obtained by ^ ^ Monged tQ MaB[Jr Eudoiphj Md
his wife from the sale of one piece after another ^hovigbt it all true, 
of the costly jewels and elegant apparel;

Again we see him sitting alone in the twilight, 
his eye wandering over the almost comfortless 

His brain is clearer than usual ; a deep

bfc* Jtoti ÎJL was be won Estelle, who loved 

If «ft wwse posable for yoa to desert me, she those words :
“ l would live for revenge.”
But oh, how much more it said to him ! 
Estelle, Estelle, you have been revenged, he

All efforts to connect Estelle with his child

lx* Ashed* as she paused.
No5 ïihtt* ftirwwnge 1 she whispered hoarsely. 
36<tnn ww moment relaxed her arts to 

oseptktflfc Was man to whom site had given un- 
AM^tftborboart* ^e had a veiy strung deter-
màwâwùiâ.

Wk-wséhà VA* w**3k A*nueAefc 
kha A wWf*W^tAft l«Ui
XX

we Awl U)Ww»»

theta I làwmsAtülà.
Cw i.tK-xl it! wa h* aüè

as a sttiiihm* AA* ^ ISlmtxv

15* atime AppfVm*od for tbc wcd<ling was fast
«govtitobing. Tot she did aot despair. She
wxwiSd omftbflie to met* him every day, and hold 
bita «pbfi-botmâ fttr a time. Fortune came to 
btl^p Ixtr* The old sower was dead—died sud­
denly !» «6rot*-4tnd Mena Morris became the
sok* Inbotitor of bis immense riches.

I had gained considerable influence with many 
of tho company—particularly Rudolp 
Ixicn very ill at one time. I nursed him ; and 
lie fancied I had saved bis life. My husband 
thought 1 had better appeal directly to him—tell 
him 1 knew the child, and so on.

This I did At last lie admitted the way be 
obtained him. He was bribed by the master of 
the Company, and received five hundred dollars. 
The beauty and activity of the boy had met tho 
eye of the bad man, and he knew there was a 
fortune in him. I pleaded long for tho ehUd.
I led his mind back to his own childhood, and 
his dead mother. I conquered, lie would do 
his host for mo. But how to get over the mat­
ter. lie must have time to arrange it.

But heaven willed a speedy decision. There 
was terror in the circus camp that night Mas­
ter Rudolph had received a fatal injury and 
dying. I was sent for. I knew what he wanted.
1 immediately sent for an American clergyman, 
amFprocccded to the dying man. lie caught my 
hand, and drew me close down to his side, and 
whispered :

“ Is there any need of exposure ? I will leave 
him and everything I have to you, to do with as 
you choose. Will that do?”

I consulted with my husband, 
would lie all that would be necessary. The min­
ister wrote the will. It was signed and duly 
witnessed. In a few’ hours the repentant man 
had passed from earth. Wc were in France at 
the time. My husband finished his engagement, 
•and bid adipu to the life he was never satisfied 
with, and wc hastened to our native land.

But my chiM ! Where, oh, where is he?
Wait, she said ; and gliding from the room 

she soon returned, leading by the hand little 
llarry.

Tho little one seemed bewildered by the ca- 
bestowed upon him. lie gazed long and

h. He had
A*o*M*k h** I «mm
Fiuuxd & îrfVx- tsàww;
10* tiààMfte
"Pk-fr tk fottix- wàwxwM.
Li wbik-tk Msbàtk
•XskoÈ l*Ç- sh* I* UtelAtk -t !Tl>e bsitr lure -emne* but xvliat detains George ?

X «fiptiîns* -diwes TRffldly up and stops.
Uiv.lL si»* V*Ia WÎAK Ob’! W1* TS, And bis folks with him. I

I XX' I Wfc ft*V«6-5*mw*'btv: sftdntx. <vol«meà 1k» Ixridcsmaid.

Y'm» ti* wedding mom. Happy* hopeful, 
Ia I*» XAnsXdng bwdSnsss* waited Estelle.

X -<if ber emnpani.'JAs were the on\y guests. 
It was *o 1* A xxay iffiur. She had neither
nwwns nm- tl* will to have it «tlierv-isc

groan escapes from him, and he exclaims :
Why should I not end this miserable exist­

ence? 1 am a curse to myself, a burden to the 
woman I have reduced to poverty. Yes, yes, it 
will be a relief to Mena, and when Estelle hears 
of iny lost life and miserable winding up will 
she not give one sigh of regret? Mena will not 

«13 Î5r. Wlfltwdti «ntt-Tod al-mc. Approach- be back for a couple of hours, she said, and I can
lie at rest before she returns.1 dhg fbe Vhnddng girl* be exclaimed :

55y ïposr Child ’ bsw can ! tell you ? How can 
vou bom tiie dreadful news 11 «ting you ?
" «wgçe-ÎÛ—dying? What is it? Tell 
tpd.-k < It* me $o*o bim* gapped fortii the terror- 

$«rL
IkvîMt-Aè* dead to yon* listen d;iM ; call 

4^1 xvwr woman's ptide ' He is unworthy of 
yon* Re is now the husband of auotiicr. Mar­
ried AoNktna Moms*«ad gone to New York early 
tins mtsmiAg> -«ud the father.

! 8vK^j. StKtX là*
*X< t4,‘ vi' JSbTfeXX-1 AN<k 
XX VtL foit
Vluitk hI iiwsee! X**

. TV my AAt
! »hxy bidA.sxv

tvk-Ak^ «M* ! khL*ywÉ6*Aüd%î*i$à* 
Stfccd. Kl il RRSix

He sank in his chair, and .taking from his 
breast a small phial, he gazed lor a moment on 
it, whispered a few words—perhaps a prayer tor 
mercy—and placed it to his lips. He hesitates 
—starts forward Ah1 yes, she comes, a vision 
of Estelle. Not the bitter revengeful gill, but 
soft, gentle, smiling* with a look of deep sym­
pathy, she puts forth her hand and draws away 
the fatal phial. No, ’tis no vision—’tie herself— 
living, breathing, speaking !

Let there be pence between us, George-Whit- 
well, she said, softly.

You arc satisfied ; you relent. See what you 
have made me; ho bitterly said, but*give 
hack my boy and 1 will forgive you.

George Whitwcll, as 1 hope for mercy and for­
giveness from Heaven.I did not steal your child,, 
neither had I anything to do with it, she said.

The note ! the note ! you sent me on his birth­
day ; you cannot^,.do that, he groaned forth.

No, of that I am guilty ;* a spirit of evil in­
duced me to do it. I knew of your loss, and had 
read an account of his being stolen on his birth­
day. I was hard and wicked, and thought to 

I feft. give you an additional pang of agony by inducing
The *35 grmtkmaA wont home much relieved, you to believe I was the cause of your sorrow, 

Wk AiN v A*vX***4WîY tfits sfifo&Spg ike A&attoà to her mother ; and said to she said.
n ilASAtdfc : Why, then, have you come to me to-night?

fcjfolfo yv--mnN tàa MftvktT «v IhNîm* €irl~'noI>c Jour eenti- Why prolong my hours cf misery? lie asked
tka 'mwtftii'lteAWIjyam*. ^ Thank God for his mdrey in sending me in

M bax* tdtssed away .each year adding time to save not. only your life but your soul,
of 111 Ate! ^kiUÈ ** lacorge Wlntwcll Truly Did I not say I came to bring you peace ? Lis-

; Iho MiillA,-ïffVilMfli—^ hi (A. Is he happy ? ten. I have a story to tell you.
^ - ci A Am” Tes* Ana Troubled with a i<ory sensitive or tender You have heard after my mother’s death I went

8o* wa* XjT Inn TtAB ÿoosQA*Tgwciy in his luxurious to Philadelphia, and engaged in the coalman
business with a distant relative.

While thus engaged I was thrown in much 
with many persons belonging to the stage and 

soon circus companies My poor pale face met with 
many admirers. I had love for none. My heart 
was, they said, a marble heart.

One more determined than the rest pursued 
me. Each year, on the annual visit of the com­
pany, lie would return to mo. 
from the rest of his class. Ilis persevvrencc I 
could but admire. Each time, when I would 
send him off without one word of hope, lie would

!
He Raid it

XV itA sudiX» *«* | Hjt ***. le*: fcA. 
j Svmur» | D.SJi *www wS* «9»
.VadimtsitktXiwti6»raà»i 
StWretif^'-fiSvahA n^t ytn»
\g»ite A» w.X!»è wt

v6'»w tiiis. ui^ii 6*w-jew»^p.«il*'>6.xk 
’ItkiK»

riru IwKAmttndin- s»b of sgotij burst Irom the 
«d6t ■ rod she like » broken liliy.

tkdotiàs jprthtirod Totmd vith bearte filled with 
«»» «nâ >jnq«il;y. Yet no words passed the 
ilrs of sw. riu-.yvf <mly expressing w-hat tliey 
l.dt jhr dvtt. They date not speak—tote could 

d R. tthtysK}'?
mamm I* «en bear she a*sc from the couch on which 

j *ty dwd kibe 3o«*ng girl a cold hard stricken 
'woman.

Thanking thorn for their kindness, site dis- 
—- tutseed hot friend* sayjpg to old Mr. Whitwcll :

tVo w« look so sad. VBe 
onde rids blow ^ I have something still to live

S-tltd Cafe. rcsscs
earnestly at the joyous face of the man clasping 
him so tightly. He seemed struggling hard to 
recall something.

Another figure enters. The boy’s eyes expand, 
the little bosom heaves, up go tho little hands, 
and “ Mamma !” hursts from his lips. lie clung 
for a moment to her, then returning, said :

I know Papa !
The happy parents, lost in joy over their re­

turned treasure had not missed Estelle. She 
had gone as quietly as she came.

George rushed out to find her, and pour into 
her cars his words of deep thankfulness. But 
she was gone ; he never saw her again Retnrn- 
ing, he again clasped his boy to bis breast, when 
the boy exclaimed :

Oh ! don’t, papa, it hurts.
What hurts, my darling? lie asked.

sura I shall not sinkLMUimm

A

H and he drew it forth.
- Ilis father, opening it, found some trinkets— 
preesents to the child—and a draft on a New 
York bank for five thousand dollars, payable to 
George Whit well, and a little slip of paper, say­
ing:

; A* (VUmuuu. I*Yn*rçt ^8bt- >di3 j Aof the beautiful Estelle
SA#* Ite kàlft! iHrffit- Ia Im 4vaue bef(*c him—a passing sigh of regret,

i ; !*» W6. veAww-WOold Mcpc bam ; but it was
«tvvytWut-iteymtg^oufigain. 
tbwywoc wWelM». *wm 'Iferbe feartbWMay of bis only child-his

6*Mol of&cboa«boM
«wvibw e*8kvy* kw*4«hxte.*4t«»Mâam He sat in bis lilwmy lUtcu-
ttutt W- wb* bâmtfetok but- mm viky SM:Wexl*eivwlbrtfeiliidiskgleefri'ro tin.a.iy.iiiing
‘^ww66‘ «» H"»».k «bwM. mSkcy < u«re « eniertaiaing bis friends
ift àüfweiïA ntft I* IfctMA. AaX«* Tdrr 6s 6t tiist eow Iws mind g«>es hack to the

J^^JdsfeveferEstelV Visions of the eosy 
Wkàwri» be4 (wri bw «wtihetitie Sale vbringmun n the widow's home, of his 

»»***«»» u*k* wwy tes «6» «te^bama WotiM gentle law, airing with warm soft 
iebswmsuotteant tekteawmtetem-yhks. teed tilmrei in Ms, of bor besming lovk of hope 
wefkNftwitue teite» As edw «mi *ey, wtee 3m saw las ri» last time—the eve
wteb *wwwt?wwte«k«tete w*k*t»»be ^tesewniiee-uaelxdto. him.

Know, flow’r beloved, e'en this uSlvtivn 
Shall prove to thee a bt-nedicfcfoa ;
Had I not the young plant removed 
(So fondly by thy heart beloved)
Of me thy heart would scarce have thought ; 
Yea—thy own beauty be at stake.
Nor think that hidden from thine eye*
The infant plant neglected lie* t—
No. I’ve another garikn, where,
In richer soil and purer air
It’s now transplanted there to shift*
In beauties fairer far than thine,
Nor shalt thou always be apart.
From the dear sweet one of thy heart i 
For ’tis my purpose thee to X*»»

_^In futuie times, and plant the* there

1

«• The amount l cqueathed to llarry Whit well 
by Rudolph Ferarcr.”

A little note saying :
“ 1 ha^e In-ouglit you peace ; let it enter your 

hearts. You both love your child. Love one 
another.”

The littld arms clasped them both in one lov­
ing embrace.

We will begin life anew, my wife, solemnly 
spoke the father, kneeling, passing 
around her, and drawing her down b 
by thanking him for his wondrous kindness, ask­
ing forgiveness for the past, help for the future, 
and above nil, blessings upon her whose revenge 
\vill surely meet the approval of Heaven.

lie was different

his armsay:
beside him, ^“ While there is life there is hope for me—if 

you love no one else?”
A few days before I sent you that cruel note 

I lin'd been with a servant who was sent for me

n
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