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SOME OLD SCHOOL BOOKS.

I have been back to miy home again,
To the place where | was born. )
T have heard the wind from the stormy main
Go rustling through the coru:
T have seen the purple hills onee more ;
1 have stood on the rocky const
Where the waves storm inland tothe shore:
But the thing that touched me most

Was a little leather strap that ke‘i\t
Some school-books, tattered and torn.
I sighed, T 2miled. I could have wept,
When [ came on them one worn :
For I thoughtof the merry little Ind,
In the mornings sweet aud cool,
If weather was good or wesnther bad,
Going whistling off to school.

My fingers undid the stmp again,
And I thought how my haund has changed,
And half in loving, sod half in pain,
Backward my mewory mum‘j.
There was the grammar I knew sowell—
1 didn’t remember a rule:
And the old blue speller—I used to spell
Better than any i school,

And the wonderful geography
I've read on the green hill-side.

When I told myself I'd surely sece
All Iands in the world so wide,

Fromn the Indian homes in the far, tnr West
To the mystical Cathay,

T have seen them aill. But home iz best
When the evening shades tall gray.

And there was the old arithmetie,
All tattered and stained with tears.
I and Jamie and little Dick
Were together in by-gone years.
Jamie has gone tothe better land;
Aud 1 get. vow aud again,
A letter in Diek’s bold. ready hand
From sowe great Western pluin,

There wasn't abonk. and searce a page,
That hadn’t seme mewory

Of days that seewned like a golden age.
Of friends I shall no wore see.

Aund so [ picked up the bovks again
And buekled the strap onee tmore,

And brought them over the tossing main
Come, children, and look them o'er.

And there they lay on a little stand,
XNot far from the Holy Book:
And his boys and girls with loving care
Q'er grammar and speller louk.
He said, " They speak to me, children dear,
Of 3 past without snnoy :
And the Book of Books in promise clear
Of & future full of foy.”

A TRAGEDY OF TO-DAY.

The long, sinnous, half-liviug, half-breathing
monster, with its freight of hun:au bodies and
human sonls, sped on its way from ocean to
ocean. The weary mortals that it bore felt every
joint apd sinew within their tired frames throb
and ache with the unarcustomcdness of the
rapid transit, and turned in vain from scanuving
the monotony of the prairie scenery to the stiil
more monotonous and unchsnging faces and
conversation of their fellow.travelers.

One only among them all held some ¢laim to
interest even after the tediovsness of hours of
companionship. One ouly seemed ss oue set
apart ; as an outsider, whose way might lie with
theirs for the present, but whose life or purpose
they might vever know.

When she bad entered pmo one could tell,
whither she was bound none smoig thrm
could ascertain, thouvh, in the first glow of in-
terest at the welcome sight of a strange face,
mwany had gathered about, and, under one pre-
tense or another, had asked the question, ouly
to be met with so chilling and et so timid a
response, that out of mere kindness to her as
well as respect for themselves they conld ad-
vance no further.

So she bad been left to herself and her own
thoughts—this young, girli-h woman, with her
Epglish skin end English voice — and her
thoughts were not dear companions just then,
to judge from her set mouth snd mnightened
eyes—eyes that grew shade by shade less feariul
as mile after mile was left behind.

The train official when questioned gave but
scant replies, though he might have told, bad
not a keen sense of homnor pnvented, of a
young Englishwoman with frightened eyes,
coming to him during the brief stoppage at a
wayside village and impluring him to 1ake her
on with him—to 1ake her smull stock of orna.
ments-—a chain, a 1ing, and en old-fashioned
brooch—in payment for her passage-right.

So the hours pasred by. }{er fellow-travelers
uding one means or another to beguile away
the long days, ever and anon glancing towards
her in balf-doubtful, half-questioning kindness,
but always repelled ; and she, the self-made
pariah, shrinking further and furtherawsy from
them all.

Gradually the nervous tremor that always
overtook ber as the speed began to slacken and
the voice of the engine called forth the sarning
to the approaching balting place, wore away.
She seemed wore at rase, less overwiought
While passing through the ymilivg farm couniry
and mountainous regions of Pnnsylvania, she
took from her »mall beg two ol j c1s that her
nearest neighbor craned his neck in vain to see,
thinking to obt:in a clew to the mystery that
surrounded her.

Ope was a tiny slip cut from an Eastern
paper, the advertisemert of a fiimm who pan-
dered to the modern wauia for wsthetic furnish.
ings and costomes, who made a specialty of
modern old Kuvglish embroideries. The other
was & bit of creamy satin upon whose surface a

cuuning band had wrought a device of dog-
violets und forget me-vols with sprays of the

English ivy— wrought so perfectly, with such
exactitude of form aud color that they seemed
to live, to grow upon their silken background.

At last the journey’s end eame ; the terminus
was reached, and, in the huny and coufusion
attending the arrival, none noted or thought of
the lonely woman, whe, in ber utter tewilder-
ment, stood gazing about, this way and thep
that, watching the forms of the retreating ones,
entirely at a loss as to which direction to tike,
which course to pursue,

By a question here and a direction there;
by pushiug her way through the chunce open-
ings in & crowd that seemed all elbows and
shmp protiuding angles, now and again re.
gsimng breath aud strength after the encounter
in the quiet desolateness of svme unfrequented
street, she at length arrived at the address
printed ou the bit «f paper so carelally treas.
ured.

Here, after making kucwu her errand and

exhibitiug her perfect work, she was immediate-
Iy enguged as one of the many hands employed
in the creation of the artistic needle work for
which this firm has become werld-renowned,
and over which half the cultivated members of
the earth’s family — the ones who Inow — have
gone wad.
Betore allowing her to leave, her employer
beckoned to one of the many accountauts en-
gaged in adding the loug columns representing
the enormous profits of the firm, and subtracting
from them the proportionately small sum given
as a recompense to those whose skill and labor
had been, metaphorically speakiug, the geese
which laid these golden eggs, aud motioned him
towards the waiting woinan.

“Your pname?!” usked the beckoned one,
with a kindly smile ut the pale face now before
him.

The wonan stammered aud hesitated.

** Mrs—-—"" she began at last. ** No 1 1 mean
tiwindoline Darey.”

““ A false name,” theught the man, as he en.
tered it at the ioot of the long list, but he will
smiled at her, as Malcolm Goodale always smiled
at auy woman who seemed to ueed friendly
sympathy.

*“Now your place of residence, please,” he
added, looking up from his pouderous volume.

Gwendoline startvd and tlushed.

The young man instantly guessed at the si.
tuatien.

“*Ycu have no preseat heme,” he suggested,
pleasantly, as if such a fuct were a wmatter of
small moment. ¢ Then | would advise von to
let me take y,u to my boarding place,” con.
tinued this befiivnder of helpless womanhoad,
this modere kuight sans peur ¢t sans reprocke.
** Many of the embriidery girls stey there, and
it's a pleasant enough place, clean and home.-
like.”

- » ” L Ed -

Two years had passed since Gwendoline's
leng, solitury journey from West to East. Two
vears, duting which her skilled hand, quick eye
aud artistic mind had terved to keep her, rot 1n
the Juxuries, but in more than the bare neces-
sities ot lite—the tood and shelter for mere phy-
sical well-being.

That she was havpy in her new home and
emyloyment noue could doubt who suw the old
Lleom returning to her pleasant face, the old
werry sparkle to her devp, blue eyes.

And vet, with it all, there still (lung an air of
n.ystery, of secret sorrow, alout her. A month
of careiesy, happy living, when every duy scemed
to bring new pleasure:, every week had in its
train new enjovyments, wheu her fellow-workers
and companions would be attracted towsrds her
by the very bucyant joyfulvess and f.eedom
from care that seemed to encirele her, would be
followed by a fit f such deep despondendy, such
bitter pain, that all weold shrink away aga n.
repelled by the sudden change, the upaccouu.
table deneanor.

Through all the varied experience of the past
mounths Maleo!m Goodule had bdfriended her.
His first inteiest had never flagged. Hiy help
apd advice had been hers in all her troubles and
perplexities.

With all his love of ease and comfort, his
langhing, careless gcod patere, he could never
see 8 wuman suffering for the lack of aid without
offering his assistance in the difficulty. He might
regret it, he might ch:fe angrily against the
self-imposed duty afterwards, but the fiist im-
pulse was slways to tuke some of the burden
from the feeble hands.

In this instance there was something more
than a mere kiudly impulse. Now it had be-
cotue a pleasure to Jeud his strong manhood to
another.  To see the flush mountiug slowly iuto
Gwendoline's pale cheeks, to sce the fearful
shadow daily retreating fiom her eyes, were all
the return he asked tor his services—serviees
that had been taxed not a httle during the utter
stiangeness sn+ unusedness of ber first Winter
in lier new home,

There can te but one ending to such com.
pavionship.  The result must mevitably be the
same when a Jonely, friendless girl finds ber one
support, her only counselor, in a man of her own
age ; who, in his overflowing good nature, gives
comfort and cheer to &l who stand in need, but
keeyps something deeper and higher than mere
outward service for her alone.

Of course, the women, her fellow boarders,
noted this fact.  One might as reasonably hope
to control the wove mentx of the heavenly bodies,
to * bind the sweet influences of Pleiadrs or
Joore the hands of Orion,” as to concenl an active

love story frum the fewminine eyes, thst are so
quick to nhserve its first tokens. They were not
slow to disclose to Gwendoline, by smiles and

innvendos, their kuowledge of all that was oe.
curring. For a time she seemed unable to com-
prehend the meaning of their byplay, but oue
day when she heard her name connected with
young Goadale’s, in an unmistakeble way and
with unmistakable significance, she seéemed like
one waking trow & happy dream to the bitter
realities of life again.

At last o crisis cawe.

One evening, wet, rainy and disagreeable, as
she returned from carrying to her employoery her
latest handiwork, a masterpiece in its way—s
screen, on whose rough, silky groundwork
bloomed a cluster of pure ox-eyed daisies and
feathery maiden-hair fern — as she struggled
bravely on, proving the truth of the reverse of
the axiom that ** two things cunnot occupy the
sume space at the same time ™ by the fact that
both hands could not be used to ‘steady the
wind-blown umbrella, and yet one perform the
office of hfting her dragging skirts trom the
pavemeut, she ?wabl well-known footsteps hur.
rying towards her, aud in a momeut wore they
had overtaken her, and Malcolm was at ler
side,

She gave a sigh of relief as he took the bob-
bt g umbrella vut of er weary hands and held
it tiumly in his own,

** Qh, how nice it seems,” she said, looking
up at him with a smile as she rescued her al
ready damp garmeuts trom further damage—
“‘how nice 1t is to have somebody to take care
of one.”

“ Do you think so, Gwen " he a-ked, a light
flashing from his fuce.  “*Then, my dear, 1 am
sure you will he willing to grant me the privi-
lege of taking care of you always. You must
know how much 1 love yeu, how gladly 1 would
relieve yeu from sll care and sorrow, how
willingly I would shield you from all hardskip,”
his young, rather weak face wearing a more
steady, more determined look in the strength of
Lis purpose to te all Le had saidd, ay, and far
more to the woman by hisside. ‘I nm certain
you care for me,” he added, a ring of triumph
in his clear voice, as he looked down, sure of
his answer,

There was no happy light in her face. Her
lips were set and bloodiess, the old fear had ro-
turned to her eyes.

* Why, Gwen, my darling ! he uasped,
startled by the sudden transformation. ¢ What,
what {s it

“* Don't ask wme, don’t speak to me ! said the
girl, almost fiercely, aud as the door of her
stopping-place was now reached, she sprang
from him and rushed away-—to be alone—away
from him, from every one!

““What have [ ever doue!” she thought,
bitterly, as, locked inte her little room, she
buried her face deep in the pillows of the nar-
row bed, and clinched her hauds till the stretch-
ed conds cramped.  ““ Why must wy life be so
ditferent, so unlike others? How happy, oh,
bhow Lappy 1 might be if only 1 dared  But |
capnot—I canuot I Her strained eyes burning
hot, a shower of golden spatks falling endlessiv
Vefore them, buried as they were in the soft
down.

Lying thus she heard a foots'ep comivg along
the hall, then a soft krock at her door.

“Gwen!” called the voice of one ol her girl
friends. “Gwen! | have something for you.
Sowething from Mr. Goodale,” with a laugh.

There was no answer, and the girl without,
never guessing of the anguish, the hopeless
misvery, of the girl withip, slipped a smull mis-
give beueath the warped door, and went away,
saying to herself, ** She will find it when she
comes,”” wishing that she, too, might find the
beginning of her life’s romunce.

How many hours passed by while she lay there
in a sort of bodily stupor, only the puor racked
brain Highting hopelessly against its new burden
of sorrow, Gwen never knew. Long wfter the
lighted street.lamp had throwu 1ts bright retlec-
tion across her floor, she slowly rose and, light-
ing her own gas-jet, picked up the small note
from beneath the door-sill and read it.

It was what she kueéw it must be—an expostu.
lation sgainat her strange conduct ; an answer
asked for ; a right demanded.

She sat motionless for 1 moment, then a look
of stern determination hardened her features.

“ [ must tell him,” she said to herselt. ¢ [{e
is right when he claims the knowledge. But,
oh ! my God! how hard it is to tell it—the
shameful story 1"

She took up her desk, itself a keen reminder
of her lover, for he had given it as a Chiistinas
present to her—a welcome gift at the time—
when, though the very poorest were giving and
receiving loving tokeus, she in her loneliness
had felt herself set apart from the merry throng
in their holiday gladuess ; and, with a white,
rigid face wrote.

In few words and brief sentences her secret
was told. A pitiful tale of wrong done under
the guise of religivus sanction—of' gorrow and
migery that must haunt her until death brought
a merciful relief,

The duughter of & well-to-do English furmer,
her chilithood’s days had been passed in inuo
cent and penceful solitude,  Then pothing had
given warningof the cruel fate that was to eluim
her. It was not until after the death of both
parents that any cloud of trouble or care, even
““the size of & man’s hand,” had appearcd upon
her horizon.  Since then a tempest had over.
whelmed and engulfed her, body and sonl. A
prophet from the Westeru World had come to
the small village where she had stopped after
her bereavement, and, hearing of her land: d pro.

} rty, her farm with i1g ncres of golden grain,
EZ: orchards with their fruit-bent boughs, had
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used the full measure of his eloquence in ex.
pounding to her the new faith. .

Small wonder that, coming as ho did in the
newnoss of her first sorrow, she listened to his
subtly worded phrases—listened and believed,
Small wonder that, soothed, Hattered, persuaded
by his oily tongue and muck sympathy, she
conselited to give up her English home to go
with humn. .

She thonght with the apostle of old that in
acting under this mnn's advice she was *¢ doing
God's service.” She found, when bound by ir-
tevocable tiew, that she was in the very hot-
house of corruption ; that thouh in a land that
drew up loug cudes of law sgainst bigamy, she
had been led inte ‘a community that recognized
no such law, that elaimed the freedom to worship
God nccording to the dictates of their own con.
seiences, and yet violated openly nnd professedly
one of His solemy commandments.

The horror of the dawning truth had almost
waddened her 3 had crushed from her brain all
thought and purpose save that of esenpe.  This
she had at length accomplistied, but time alone
could obliterate the fear, the awful dread, thay,
though living under the much vaunted freedom
o! the Stripes nud Stars, she could, if retaken,
if discovered thiough all her saleguards of nume
and dhistant habitaion, be forced back into the
sinful life, into the home over which three othery
beside herself ruled as mistresses in leu of their
murriage vights.

Tiwe had gradually obliterated this haunting
truth, time snd the cheery presence of ber uew
triend. .

With the sorrow of to-day it had all come
back.  With every fmpulse of heart and nature
she turned to the new life otfered her, only 1o
realiz= mare cruelly the aature of the tre that
held her back.

For one wild iustant an alternative conrse
tHashed o’er her mind.

What need to tell all this, to inflict pain on
another ¥ WEy not taks the goods the gods had
sent her? Surely the ngh Power, ifthere were
any high Pewer that controlled the world, had
torgotten her.  Why not exclaim

* Evil, be thou my gomd 1

And so ex-hange her preseut lot for one far hap-
pier, fur miove satisfying !

Her early training, the remembrance of her
tuother, all her home-life and home lessons for-
bade such a course,

The thought of the easy path to happiness for
herselt aud another that luy through a divoree
court never datkened her wind.  She believed
too implicitly in human inability to aunul the
hinding foree of the words she had spoken on
her wedding murn.

And so, with a mind torn between duty and
inclinations with hands that trembled and a
heart that moaned ju its agony, she linished and
folded her letter,

O, wy Juve—my love,” she sablied, as she
wrote the familiar name, ‘“ how can I give you
up

For the next week there was a lull as of the
calm that suceeeds the tempest, Gwendoline
went about us onein ndream.  Maleolm was not
in bis accustomeld place ; she was spared the sor-
row of seeing his anguish.

Then he came back to her, haggard and worn,
rebelling against her decree, clutming his own,
bringing nil the sophistry of the age 1o bear on
Lier tirm resolution.

“You are not that man’s wife, Gwen., You
must ackuowledpe that. You are but one of
four ; he bas no clsim on you.”

““ | was bis first wife,” she answered, striving
to keep her brain clear through this last severe
test. ¢ Jaan his wife, 1 cannot live with hiw.
] cannot cleave to him in Gy evil ways—his
selfostyled religion ; but | cau marry no other,”’
bier hips and voice trembling over the last words,
hor eyes Hashing one answering gleam of love ut
at the man she was thus reneuncing.

A wicked light shone on Malcolm’s excited
face as her finn opposition spurred him on to
sharper resistance—to cioser argument.

1 will win her yet,” he muttered, as he
turned to leave her, watching the slight tigure
with its bent head and hidden face. ** She ¢an-
not hold out. To-morrow she must surely
yield.”

But with the coming of the morrow the youug
Englishwoman’s pluce was vacant; her handi-
work wag left for another’s completion. Sue had
ngnin sought for safety in flight.  She had van-
ished as she had appeared, leaviog no clew, no
trace by which she might be followed ; leaving
ouly in oue heart the bittor memory of her love
and loss ; bearing with her only tne shame and
puiu of her sorrowful secreot.

Mps. Aveusrta Evaxns WinsoN, the novelist,
of AMubaina, has o very fine daiey in which she tukes
much pride. Her Jdersey cows take prizes.  She
personslly attends to the making of juins und jollivs,
wned her guests at Mobile proise ber exceltent home-
made wine.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice, having
AR M ¢ b
hind placed in his hands by an Fast Luhn missionnry
the tormuln of a sinple vegetablo ranedy for the
apeedy nwd permanent enre of Consnmption, Bron-
chitis, Catarrh, Asthma amd all thront and Lung
Affections, also n poxitive and rudiea! cure for Ner-
vour Debiliy anid all Nervous Complaints, attor
having tested itx wondertul curntive powers in thou-
annds of enses, has felt it bisduty to make it known
to his suffering fellows,  Actunted by this motive
and n dexire to reliove humnn suffering, 1 will sond
free of charge, to all who desire it, this recipe, in

Gorman, Fronch, or Euglish, with full dicectiona for
. pmrurmu and using. Sent by mail by addrossing

with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noves 149
Power's Block, Roohester, &.




