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The Mother Joy.

Sitting nt her sewing.
My littlo ludy sighst
Her ghining noedlo going
S0 fast, it fairly fiies—
Con no'er upstrip the funcics
With which fond Hope entrances
Her soul and lights her eyes,

Every little tender
Soft tracery, that's wrought
By thore dear, duinty, slender,
IPair tingers, seems a thought,
Al love thro’ all her art goes
Some tendri) from hearl goes
With overy stitch that's canghi.

Siﬁhing, not for sadness,
b, no, she isnot sad ¢
My lady aighs for gladneas,
Ab, mc, she is half mad
With joy! And yet dim fears, oo,
Look up, an she drows near to
‘The divy that makes her glnd

In some Imp?y houy,

On that ko happy breast,
Oh, will there bloom a flower?

Oh, wliI thers come a guest.
Straight dotwn to her from heaven ?
Oh, will a bird, God.given,

Come winging Lo that noxt?

THE BEAUTIFUL CLAUDINE.

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCIS,

Along the dusty highway, still brilliant with the
getting sun, the evening mail man passed in & jolting
rumble of wheels from his ancient carriole and a ving-
ing of hoofs from his measre mare. Then it was
that Claudine, the “beautiful Claudine,” as the vil-
lagers called her, showed herself on the sill of her
little white cottage, her hand above her eyes, her
elbow elevated, permitting you to see in the shadow
of the armpit a drop of moisture, red as blood, from
the fading of an undergarment. She stood there
silent and motisnless, like a picture in lighter tints
against the darker background of the chamber, but
with a joyous expectancy dawning in her eyes, a
swelling mdvement of her awple breast, a quick puls-
ing of the blood under the golden brown skin, the
full red lips parted above the whiteness of the dazaling
teeth.

Far away over the peaks the sun was sinking to
rest, its last rays climbing slowly from horn to horn
of the wooded hills, lighting up the sombre verdure
of the oaks with points of brilliancy, quivering like
flame against the blue horizon and enveloping, as with
a parting caress, the rounded summit of a naked hill,
whose long slcpes ended at the turning of the road
that stretched into the shadow, a strip of dull gray-
ness, sott as a ribbon.

From among this chain of hills, extending as far as
the eye could reach in the gathering evening light,
rose the deep and sonorous ery of the carters, urging
on their beasts, engaged in hauling the stone from
mammoth quarries which gnawed out the heart of
these same peaks, still touched at the erest by the dy-
ing sun. Broad immense galleries, these quarries of
—,stretching for miles through the bowels of the
earth, supported by pillars, left in the stratum of stone
and looking like a buried city suddenly disinterred.
It was here in this labyrinth that Claudine’s thoughts
were roving, in search of her man.

In her mind she saw him plainly, this toiling
quarryman, young and bandsome as herself, perched
aloft on afrail scaffolding and working at the quarry’s
roof in the tremulous light of lanterns like twinkling
stars, the montonous chink, chink of the hammers
repeated by the drip, drip of the subterranean waters,
But now, since the cvening postman has gone by,
Clauline knew that the day’s work was ended, her
man descending with others and arranging his tools
—quickly, too, thinking of her and iwmpatient for her
kisses. LEven now he was on his way through those
gloomy corridors where the carts and wagons had
hollowed great ruts in the mud.

In fact, somo of the men, in gaudy belts and with
coats thrown over their shoulders, had begun to ap-
pear, climbing briskly the steep white road, their
voices mounting higher and higher, like the waves of
sunligbt, and rough and rude as the country. The
file steadily increased and grew longer; and one by
one Claudine recognized the pallid faces, the features
doubly distinct through the whitening of the powder-
ed stone—her man had not come yct. All at once,
even whilst she rammaged with her gaze the fast
crowding pathways and the groups on the hill itself,
a column of dirt and debris Jeaped high in the aiv,
followed instantly through the valley by a crash like
thunder. The quarry had blown up.  And Claudine
lay senseless on the ground.

Under the gutted earth, covered with crumbled
houses, cracked and crashed as by a monstrous ham-
mer, deep in the black and inaceessible depths of the
buried galleries, fifty or more of the quarrymen were
buried also, despaicing, hopeless of rescue, dying per-
haps, if not already dead. At the point where the
engineers worked with heart nnd soul to picrce an en-
tombed gallery, Claudine kaelt beside thew, eager,
heart-sick, refusing to stir n stop and still awaiting
her man.

Foreightdays she remained there unable to believe in
the disaster, unable to bo consoled, her burning eyes
stabbornly riveted upon the opening, little by little
growing larger. But these efforts provoked new
crumblings—the waters flooded the passages, the work
had to be stopped Then and not till then did she
climb the hill to the place where the men who had
escaped the disaster strained at the pumps. Nneeling
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by them now she regarded the monstrous piston ris-
ing aud falling with & mechanical, continuous move.
ment, whose dull shocks at regular intervals lulled
and soothed her with the sweetness of hope.

Bat soon the pumps, too, gave out, choked, doubt-
Jess, with the rubbish that refused to flow., The re-
scuers, white, haggard, helpless, sorrowfully disband-
ed and turned away. Claudine remained alone by
the ravaged oarth, the abortive, abandoned work
crushed, inert, fecling stir in her anguished soul hut
a single desire—-to be hersclf at rest.

“Claudine !” murmured a voice at her car.

She raised her eyes. It wasa quarryman by the
name of Pietre, whon. she had noticed toiling with the
others. She saw his blistered hands, the soil on his
clothes, and suddenly without a word, before the
pitying sorrow of his gazs, burst into a storm of
tears.

As for Pierre, he, too, found no word to say, hut
sitting beside her allowed her to cry on, stroking her
hand tenderly at every sob, an answering grief dim-
ming his own eyes. Graduvally as she grew calmer
Claudine knew that Pierre was talking to her of
things whose sense still escaped her, but whose soft,
soothing monotone quicted her to the docility of a
child. She listlessly permitted him to draw her with
him, scarcely conscious of what he did. whilst he with
the gentle, solicitous care that one shows to a sick
mind and fancy coaxed and peiusaded her homeward,
as from time to time she stopped with long sighs and
rencwed tears.

The long days passed ; the imprisoned wen were
lost, unfindable, dead, they declared, crushed by fall-
ing rocks or thrown out by the enormous force of the
air from the crumbled gaverns.

To hear this was a relief to Claudine’s strained nerves
and senscs ; they were not tortured at least, and in
the long uncccupied hours when they talked and
speculated thus she listened sadly and in silence, but
finding a certain pleasure in this envelopment of
neighborly pity.

She seemed to herself to be awakening from a long
sleep, to be returning from a distant jowney ; at the
same time, though unconscious of it at first, the ex
igencies of the present and of tho coming life hegan
to present themselves to her mind.  She had hee life
to take up again and, perhaps—with a progressive
growing of a slow fear—to tike it up with want and
solicitude added.

She began to feel more interest in the things about
hee @ in the suceess, above all, of the subscriptions to
b3 raised to alleviate the disaster, and she felt o geeat
peace, alinost a joy, the day when Dierre returned
from the adjacent city to tell her that the widows
were truly to be cared for—that she was down for
six hundred frances.

Then without occupaiion and in the patient wait-
ing for the relief to come she cvery day returned to
the quarry. VFrequently Picrre accompanied her, al-
ways with his gentie courtesy, and there they talked
together in lowered tones as if respecting a tomb. Tn
these visits as to a cemetery, through the melanchely
of the thick woo.ls to the cternal stivring of the same
thoughts, the tears of Claudine by degrees ceased Lo
flow. They arrived soon at talking frecly, then at
reveries, walking slowly, picturing, perhaps, the
awakening of new passibilitics. The weight scemed to
lift from the breast of the youny woman, the horizen
50 long closed about her to widen and open, and in
the trembling dawn of the rising future there was a
new, an indefinable charm, growing and deepening in
these mutual silences. Sorvow had run itself out and
as the Spring sap mounts in the fibres of the tree
trunks, a new love—of which as yct they did not
speak out of defereuce to this tomb before which they
wandered and which had brought them together—
grew with the passing moments.

“Clandine,” said Pierre at last, “why should we
not marry each other 77

“It is not two manths yet,” sheanswered, suddanly
saddened.

“T know that, but T would nat hurry you. I spoke
to be in time. What say you, Clandine? Yos or nol”

“Yes,” sighed she, “later on.”

Tt was then an understool thing hetween them
and on which theiv thoughts vested more and move
yielding to the dead hut a friendly memory, a tender
gratitude.  They hegan to Jay plans in these daily
strotlings with the manner of frank lovers and e
long on that crumbled hill, amidst an entanglement of
vines and blossoms, smiles took the place of the {low
ing tears, kisscs the place of the smiles.

Tt was close to evening ; Claudine and  Pierre as
usual rambled among the stones of the quarey, There
in the gray half light and in the slow dull stirring
of peasant natures, they vegarded through the irees
helow them the silvery shimmeving of the brook, rui-
ther on the windings of the white rond and the stamny
hills which spread themselves out and shut them in
like a giant civele.  All at once a singular sound ar-
rested their footsteps. Tt was in the soil beneath
thew, the scratehing or moving of some heast, doubt.
less, at the end of his hole.  They beut above the
erevasso by which they stood ; there the sonnd was
plainer, more distinet, like the despaiving struggle of
something in a naurrow place, the rattling volley of
rolling debris. A strange, sudden tervor nailed them
wotionless, then at the sune moment the sowea
thought came to both ; the yuarrymen inclosed in their
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living tomh wera not all dead ; scine one was mining
through the mountain.

And fromn the depths now came a foeble call, faint,
smothered, scarcely more thin o gasping sigh,

“It is—it is he )’ breathed Cludine, her knees
knocking together.

Pierre leaped to Dis fuct, livid also.  He! The
dead, already so far away, already lost in the «uli of
irremediable things ! This return was for him, Picree,
a shattered love, a broken future, that smiling,
beautiful future over which the 600 francs of his
Claudine spread a radiance like the sparkle of 2 for-
tune !

What right had he to return, this deadinan, whose
face no longer appeared to him irradiated with friend-
liness and grateful memories, bat as a menacing
spectre erccting itself from a crumbled dream !

Meanwhile a new call caine from the depths, in
which one plainly rvead the tortuve of that imprison-
ed wrotch, trapped under the carth for two long
months, supporting lifc on roots and water, groveling
in blackest night, but stimulated, urged to the battle
for existence by the perfume of the sunny woods that
doubtless reached him through the crevices of the
crevasse.

Dierre uttered a responsive ory and threw himself
backward, the prey of a paiznant struggle.  But the
call came again—lamestable, sinister, pleading ; he
could bear it no longer; a wave of pily flonded his
soul.

“Wait!” he cried 3 “wait but a little : T will run:
I will return at once with o cord ; the hole is just hig
enough : wait, wait "

And Pierre, without a single word or n glanee at
Claudine—did he fear that his purpose would fail
him I—took the hill at a mad run,

Tefe alone —with him— Claudine’s eyes clung as if
glued to a lieavy boulder that overhuny the edge of

- the crevasse ; yes the very edge, poised like a bird

ready to spring. She trembled convulsively @ a hreath
alinost would detach that stone, woulld send it crash-
ing to the bottom of that limne whenee cune that
wailing moan ; the cryof a man for succor.

God in heaven ! IHerman !

Swiftly as Picrrs had leaped she, Clavdine, now
leaped ; but how she stagweered, how ler logs bent
under her as if she were dranic ! But no matter @ :he
must reach that bhoulder : she haol reached it~ i etir-
red, turned, engulfed itself inthe hole.  There was a
thud, a strangled cry, then silence ; soundless as the
quarried stone.

Silence and solitude both, for Picrre had not had
time to return froin his errand of mercy, and Clrudine
—with clasped hands and eagerly listening ears —

The notion still held by eertain challow women that
maturity i ugliness is one of the most incompreiiensi
ble pieces of nonsense of the time.  Hereds o fair
muddler in one of our contemmoraries eamplimenting
AMme.  Albani on baving overcome hev matronline s
and on the renewed givlishness of her appesranc
rom this T should judge thas women who Jive on
public exhibition fear nathing so iach sy development.
If they can ouly stay a1l theiv lives in a Jisping and
gluiinous sweetne it pot grow, they ave satistied.
Ta got on in appewance, or in chavacier, arinsirength
s o cadamity.  In this exteaordinary view of things
a green codidling is hetter than avipe piipin. Women
who exhibit thewszives have only one staadard of
merit—and that is youih,  Toor crealires, they do
not know that the preity givl ought to hecome the
handsome woman, and never reaches hii fuli <plendor
until she is & matron.  They canunot comprehend the
fact that fixed haauty has no existencs execnt in doith,
and even then only when the embidimze v put inhis
work. The law of beauty in lifveis the lvw of develop-
ment and attainment, and the heawly of o minteon
and the heauty of & miss diiler fram each other as one
star differs from another in glory —nied, cuviously
enough, the older the star the ere heautiful it -
comes. .

Women who think of nothing but how they shall
stay young, are women of coavacterless winds. M
things considered, the geentest woman is she who e
arow okl loviaesly, amd defy time with smmcthing
hetter than eaamel.  Bat your woman whois profes-
sionaliy on exhibition has gob to bring to the market
what the public most desires. And it is a patent fact
that the mob would rathicr ok at the pastryness of
youth than at the perfection of persanality. Tt i this
popularinstinet that makes exhibiting womon starve
themselves, enamel themselves, prison themselves,
restrict theiv funclions, suppress theiv minds, and
erucify their bodies.
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