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RUMMAGING.

“haty! Kitty 1™ cried her aunt, **what are you
doing in the gartet? Come down, child; do. There's
not une thing there you would care about, and 1 do hate to
have people rummaping among my things,” she added, in
3 lower tone, quite unheard by her nicce, who 1an gayly

own.

*Oh! Aunty, such treasuter | Are yougoing tositdown
now? I'll bing my work.” And she ran into her room
to brush off the dust from her black dress,

“ Aunt Catty," she began, after they were seated in the
neat, bare parlour, which Kitty contemplated with an in-
ward shudder, 1 wish you would tell me about great Aunt
Katharine.”

*\What shall I tell you about her?*’

*Oh ! everything. Why she wus so queer and unkind to
you and papa ; and what became of the beautiful old place
and furniture ; anl why you, poor thing, were cut off with
a shilling 2"

*In the first place,” smd Miss Randall, rather gnmly,
¢t she never was unkind to your father. She never meant
to leave her money to hum.  She gave him a good education,
and he was a man, and what more could he want? she
thought, and 1 think too, Bul the place; why, do tell,
Kutty Randall, 1f you dida't know it went to the Masons.
Jane Mason was her other niece, and had a large family of
childien ; and I suppose 1t was all nght.  But as for me,
who had always lived with her from a baby—well, I sup-

0s¢ we were too wuch alike.  If she napged, 1 answered
g.lck-—-spokc my miod, instead of holding my toogue.
Howeve:, I'll try to be iust to r Aunt Katharipe, 1
don't believe 1n my heart that she would have let these
trifles 1s.flucnce her wil, though in the loog years they do
tura love very hke hate. But it was moze than that. I
suppose I may as well tell you, Kitty, I was epgaged to the
wrong man.”

“Aunty ! you engaged ! Why id nobody ever tell me
abou it2 "

“\Vho was there to tell you, Kitty? Your poor father
was il so long, he wouldn't remember the past—my past,
at aoy rae.”

¢ But do tcil me all now, dear Aunt Catty.”

* Thete's not much 10 interest you, child. I was thinty,
and as plan a5 a hedpe feace, and overs had never tsoubled
me much ; so, whea this man —never mind his name—began
to make up to me, and scemed to care so much, aod admire
and respect, you know, why, ke wade 2 fool of me—a per
fect fool.

“‘Aunt Katharine hated him. She did everything to
snduce me 1o break it off. I couldn't think why. IHe was
avery personable map, my dear, and made Loth his other
wises bappy 3 and 1 was just set on him, I 2m sshamed to

say.

"‘F‘mﬂly. she told me all. It was an ancle of this very
man, the same name even, who had rmined her hfe, and
made her the queer, cralbed woman she was. She was
only stxteen whien he persuaded her 1ato 3 secret marnage,
10 be concealed unul 2he was of age or grandpa counld be
brought round ; but before that 1:me came her fine young
gentleman kad scitled his fate by committing Jorgery aud
Dreing sentenced for twenty years.

* Auat hathanne never owned the marnage, thoogh she
might have got 2 divorce eastly enough, xnd she pave him
2 laige sem 1o promise in wnting vever to clum ha ; and
she burned the cettificate.  And as for letting me marry
the nephew of this man, and having him drop in upon us at
any ume, why, the wouldn't and she cculdnt, and she
ended by declaring that it was my fortune James Lavater
{there, the name 1sount!) wanted, and-rot me, and that not
one cent of her morey shonld ever go to forgers and forune-
huaters.

“Maters dida't mend. Nether gavenp.  We cowddn't,
we were bora so. 1t was just as umpossib.: 1o esther as tosit
crooked o to make our bair curl: and we were jast alike.
1 felt sorry for Aunty, 1 must say; bet I 2aw no reason wh
herhad lcck shoald keep me from happioess. Well, Katty, 1t
wasn't many weeksafter that Aunty died. Diedin 2 moment,
of heart disexse. Nobody knew she had it, unless maybe
henelf, for she had looked strange and shaken for some
days, and I guess she fclt it cominp on. At the funeral 1
53w 3 stranger—at old man—standiag clase by the grave.
You'd have thooght he was chief mozmer, and James La-
vater—my James—went up to hum, Jooking very red; and
they wzlked ofs together, talking very low.

* That was Annty's husband. 1 foaud it oat afterwasd,
20d that he had beea hovening aboat the neighbosthood for
a week or two.  And the next thiog that came ot was thxt
the Masons were to have the old place and faraittee; bat
the mixty thotsand dollars which were to have gone to me
were nowhere.  Aunty had drawn that whole sum ozt of
Govzramen! secaitics 2 hittle while before her death, and it
was al! gene.

* 0! coznic I knew the good-for-nothing heskand had seea
her and cither Inghtened or coaxed her inta giving 1t to him,
He left the couniry right afierwazd.”

**How pesfect'y outrageces!” cnied Kuty. Did she
leave you nothing 2™

¢ My dezz, she lelt mea trank and some old ddothes inat.
One dress in particolas she stated that ske hoped 1 womd
wear whea 1 marnied.  She nieeda't kavetrozbled herself to
wnte that tatter sneer 1n the new will the made oniy two
days before her death.  Of coarze yoaw kaow I never married.
2ot Kathanae judged James Lavater anght. Perbaps
there 5 something in & nzme.  After home and {ortons weat,
the lover s00a followed. Never mind the details.

1 went away {us: tken as a hospital nosse, Kitty; and
it did e pood.  You know I had a little propenty from my
zother, and I came back to ber old peiphbourhood, when
the w2t was over, and hired this house, I Eave twelre
houdred a year to live or, and poase and independence, if
nolbing else. 1 don't say I have not been lonely and sad,

Kitty ; but if you can content yourself here and put ur
with my fidpetty ways there'll be some brightness, after all,
in your old Aunty's life.”"

Ritty felt the appeal, and responded with a caress; but
answered, in a heslating voice:

** You koow, darling Auaty, you are all 1 have to cling
to now,and this seems my tight place; but—but—X muss
speak fraokly.”

** Freely and fully, my dear. 1 like plain speskiong.”

“In the fust place, Aunty, the money question, [ must
pay my share.”

Aunty looked thoughtful, thea nodded.

441 g2¢, dear.  You would be most welcome to what I
have; but I know what it is %0 be born independent. You
shall do as you like.”

Ol ! you dear, sensible thing,” cried Kitty, giving her
& hug. **Now, thatis comfoitable. Letus haveit all over
at once. You say you have twelve hundsed 2 year 1 will
put in another twelve hundred, and we can live nicely on
that, in a very small way, Can't we?™

** Kitty, Kitty, that’s twice too much.”

* Not une cent, Aunty, I couldn't possibly live on less.
We will bave two waids, and make a pietty garded, with
lots of roses and vines.”

+ Extwigs and slugs,” rematked Aunty, gnmly. ** And the
«naids will quatsel. Well, go on. You haven't got through,
icansee”

* Just one thing more,” floundered K.tty. ** This house
{don't fecl bad, dear) is so hopelessly ugly.”

“Ugly! Well,1declare! Kutty Randall,dv you mean
to duve me crazy with modernart?  Are you guing to tack
up Japancse fans and idiotic paper parasols all over tic
walis? Must 1 have a row of kitchen pic plates on the
maotle shelf and stick a sunflower in the middle of the din.
ner table?  Are {ou an xsthetic young lady, Kitty 2™

Kitty laughed heastily.

*Don’t be afraid, Aunty. I only want my earwigs and
slogs, aad the maids shan't qoatrel, but 1 want some low
chairs and & pretty little table and lamp, and a place to put
my piano :mg my various pictuses and pietty things. And
1 want 1o scnd away this dreadful stove and have an open
wood-firc. 1 saw some beauues of andiruns and a brass
fender in ths attic, Auoty.”

“ Wood-fires make a lot of dirt, Kitty."”

¢ The new gzl can sweep it up. Lzt us put this carpet
in your room, and stain the floor and put down Tugs. It's
50 much cdeaper. 1 see you ate guing to say *Yes,’' you
dear. There is just one thing more. I saw a tiunk in the
attic—7Ae trunk, 1 guess ; and amost beautiful old silk dsess
—1he dtess, Auanty?"”

** Yes, Ruty, t4c dress. What now 2 Am ] to wear .t
to church, with a peacock feather in my hat 2"

**Not quite. I was only thinking what alovely sofa-cover
it would make.”

* Kitiy ! * pink and white brocade "

** Not exactly. Have it dyed.”

1 never thoeght of that,” seid Miss Randall, opening
her eyes very wide. * It'snot a bad idea. A 2004, sensible
brown."

* 0z a soft olive ur lavendes,” segpested Kitty.  * You
mast chouuse a preity paper first, you know, 2nd thea cover
to harmonize. Ohl you deas, good Aunty! 1 do believe
you are going to let ine have my way, and turn this house
15to & distractingly Jovely little home.”

* Distzacting, indeed 1” sighed Aunt Catty. ‘¢ But--yes,
Kitty. You are joang, and have the tastes of your times.
1 not thwart you. 1f you sit by the fire, 1 shan't miss my
ceat httle stove, perhaps.  If Jou 2re happy, maybe I'll get
1o hike the new-fangled ways.”

** Do let me kiss you, dear Aznt Catty.
wish 1 could sct to work this moment.”

**Well, dear, you can. Theie is that brocade. Rip it

Tamsoglad. 1

up.
p“juu the thing ! " cried Kitty, delighted ; but her Aunt
stopped hes.

“ Qaly. child, dor’"f remmage. 1 do hate to have my
things tossed and tumbled abust. There's nothing in the
garret bat old broken thiags, oo good atzll. Promise me
to leave them all alonz.”

“ Al nght, Aunty.” Ritty 2o gayly up-stairs. She
meant to be very good ; but she coald not belp just luikicg
at this old screen, delightfully capable of restoration, o: that
old clock, Lanished for its iregalar life, but which, when
set 13 order, would look so weil in the hall, The kall!
Kitty's countepance fell. low cozld anything really be
done to sach a poky, commaa little hause?  Kitty sighed,
as she lifted the heavy brocade, and wished these decorations
might bz applicd 1o 2 somewhat worthizr home—something
pcmesque and antistic,

However, she had gamed much, and it was with 2 bright
faze she stood before hes Aaat, iaden with the old-fashionsd
ficery.

“?Scc. Aunty, it is 2 pzrfet beauty. 1 broaght down
this lovely sca:f, too. It woald make scch a table-cover.
Did yoa kasw at was there 2%

*1 neeer took oze thing out of the trunk,” said Miss
Randall, gravely. **It was 2 biner gift to me, and 1
scarcely know wky I did not leave it hehind at the Masons®.
\Vhat a weight itis! I have alwsys sapposed it was her
wedding dress. 1 thick {2 will be & teal relief tome to send
the siuff to the éye-pot.  The mere thooght of its pink-and-
white flocniaess has zlways tomed me 2 little sick ! Jost
look how 1t is lived throaghout, and what a2 ahapel™
Aunt Catty scizad the scissors and begzn to ¥ip sigorously.

] wéads1,” ste cjacalated, ** whether Aunt Katharine
teally thooght 1 would malc a gay of myself by wensing that
thing to be manticd in 27

*'Oh! o, Asaly yoz would Fave had to rip and alter
18, of course , bat, with wlite satia, you know, and plenty
of talle, it mipht have been made lovely.”

*With my yellow checks ! ” s2id Aunt Catty, witha spost.
She ripped on.

URITTVI®

Ritty, who had been daintily detaching the old Isce bor-
der from nieck and sleeves, Tooked up, stattled, to see Aunt
Catty siting perfectly limp and pallid, staning at the silk,

from which protruded various stiff, greenish corners.  \What
was ft?2 Klllg’t mind was quick. She jumped up, she tore
recklessly ot the silk; the linings fell apast. Miss Randall
sat paralyzed.

hey fell around her, Greenbacks without number! Fifty
dollars, one hundred dollars—by twenties and forties they
came; and Kitty, growing methodical, pathered them all gy,
and put them into Aunty’s lap.

'“d do believe the whole sixty thousand are here ! she
cried,

They were. Sleeves, waist, all were pulled apzrt, and
the carefully padded bills extracted. Just over the heart
was stitched ih a little note:

* Dear Niece,

** Think kindly of me, if you can. If your James Lavater
1s & better man than mine, you will ﬁnx the real worth of
this my wedding dress. lﬂ’l’c is what ] thiok him, you a:e
well quit o. him, and may thank me. In any case, you are
sure to find the money soon, far it woulda’t be you not to
np up and dye my old silk and makeit of some use.  Niece,
may you be a happier woman—whether maid, wife, or
widow—than your unfortunate

* AUNT RATHARINE."

Poor Aunt Catty ; she could haidly recover the shock and
surprise ; but when she did it had a wonderfully softeming
effect upon her. A dozen bitter little angularities and queer-
nesses which had grown out of her timne of indignity and
disappointment dropped away at once and for ever. She
looked younger and sweeter than she had ever done, he
nicce thought, when she emerged, at last, from a long
behind her handkerchief, cheered by the knowledge that
Aunt Katharine had not insulted and forsoken her, ax all
those years she had thought; but had in reality saved her
from what might have been an unhappy martiage, and ap.
plicd the test to a heart which shrank back in dgood time,
thaok Heavenl And now, instead of a soured, forgotten
old maid, lonely and drear, as she had considered herself,
she waked to the truth that sbe was & 1ch, healthy, inde-
pendent woman, with a lovely nicce to pst and 2poil and
dehghs in; anicce who was wildly dancing around the room,
waviig a greenback over her head, and crying, with mesry
tziumph : -

‘¢ Auat Catty, never say apain that you hate rummaging.”
—Fanst . Muirson, in N, Y. Indefeudent,

CHURCH HOME-SICKNESS.

After Polly and I had got fairly scttled in our new home,
we foand to our disappointiest that there was no church of
our own particular denomination within its p-eciucts.
Churches there were in abundance—high and low, bread
and narrow—but none professing the {aith in which we hud
been baptized.  Not that we are of that unplea:antly irficxi-
ble class whe can see Christ asly in creed, and that shrir
own—Heaven forbid ! But we were utter strangers in the city
which had unexpectedly become our abiding place, and felt
that there would be a sugpestion of homlikeness—so to speak
—in attending a church of our own denomination.

“ Well,” said Polly, bisvely, when 1 made known the
unplezsant discovery, *‘1 am truly sorry, but it can't be
helped, and, afier ali, it is but a little d flcring in a few noa-
essential forms—it is the sams Lord. Pethaps,” sheadded,
a little wistfully, ** we may mazke a few friends in whatever
church we may attend.”

Not, be it undersiood, that Polly or I had or bave azy
desire to use the chuich simply as 2 mediam for scquast-
ance-making. Indeed, we are quie, reticent people, lising
very much witltin oarselves. Qur lives have been 3o §lled
with the enforced practice of that often unsatisfactory gym-
nastic exercise known as trying to make both ends meet,
thai we seem to bave but little time for casual acquaiatance-
ship. It was oaly that we were literally strangers in ¢
strange land.  And the most uasocial people sumetimes {2l
a cmaving for some one beside the butcher with whom to
exchaoge a greeting.

We heard two or three 5o called popular preachers, tatto
our vaedocated, commonplace ideas, one wzs oo eloqoent,
arother soared out of reach, while a thizd grovelled too low.

¢ Persons like you and mc,” said Polly, thoughtfally,
‘ need a teacher more than a preach=s ; onc who shall a2t
us hopefnl lessons froza God's text-book—Iessons which, if
ggxox‘:;hly leamed, shall make us betler scholars in lifes

m . il

Well, we foand such a one in the Rev. Mr. Faithfel. It
docs no! matter to what particalar people ke broke the
bread of life.

Mr. Faithful was 2 practical, plain-spoken man, of keex
intellect and great coliore, with a rare knowledge of homss
natare, and a wonderfcl fund of original thoeght.  He soce
called 00 us, 20d we fourd him one of those rate men who
iinbaed with a 3pirit of sanclified common secse, know bow
and wkea to speak the word in season, without seeming 0
be impelled thereto by a solemn sense of ministetial dory—2
man 1o whom I felt I could iastinctively turn for spinteal
geidance ia all thiogs,

Thes it was that we became regular attendants at e
Seccond Denomicational Chusch, of which he was pasice-
Polly's ill health forbade her from attending all the serwces,
bat I think I was as puncical as Mr. Faithfal himself. We
occupied the same portion of the sxme pew, commoned &t
the same aliar, 2nd pave of our substance to the saye e

We %ave pot—perhaps through some fault *2 ourselves—
made as yet aoy soquainiances amoog the people of the
Seccnd Denominational Charch, theogh it is now vy
tearly a year that we have been in attendance,  We kxw

~:apy of its members by 3ighy, and beisg ignorant of btz
names, kave invested 2 few of them with ideal names. Nt
ideal cither. Traciog & zescmblance of feature or fon B0
cerlain church friends whom we knew in other cays, w
speak of soch certaia ones as of our friends themselves. .

$*\Was Mrs. Smith at church this foretoon 2™ Polly ol
saks—1ke ladythus indicated having the exaggented :
ncse and majatic profile of a former neighbour. :

“Yes,” T antwer, * she 3at with Mary Fessendenandcd -
Mr. Jones. Charley Gregory was theretos,” perhaps 123t |




