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ABOUT THIS TIME OF YEAR.

Now doth the pensive painter’s brush
Renew the merchent’s sign, *
And, perchased above the sidewalk,

cause
Regilded age to shine.

Now doth the busy housewife tear
The carpet from the fl

e floor,

And scrub with mop and whitewash
brush
The peacefal dwelling o’er.

, And now the husband seeks divorce
From home and kindred dear,

Atid weshes down house-cleaning dust
With draughts of potent beer.

Now ‘doth’ the editor sneak out
When long-haired poets bring
Great rolls of manuseript to him

Contsining songs of spring.

And now the speculator bold
Goes lorig on future wheat,

And tells of growing crops destroyed
By frosts and storms of sleet.

And many other things take place
About this time of year,
Which cause mankind to hold the

Spring
Above all seasons dear.
—Deirost Free Press.

7 Jnteresting ' Stary, ‘

WIRED LOVE.
A ROMANCE

oF .,
DOT SAND DASHES.

BY
ELLA CHEEVER THAYER,

“The old, oid story,” -In a ney, new way.

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.
“I—I beg pardon, Iam sure, for
calling =o late, but my business will
not wait, and I wanted Clem as witness
—he and Cyn—so as to make no mis-
take now!” then turning to the aston-
ished Naftie, he went on,

“Nattie, I—I—my feelings for you
have long boen of—of adoration—ae,
please, hiear me—"" s She made a gos-
ture to interrupt him. . “To-aighs, in
this room, I addressed another—Ce-
leste—"" here he mpaned, bat recovered
himself and went on, “in the dark, you
know, with words intznded for you. I
1 want to know now, what, had I not
boen so deceived, you would have
said ?”

“But what differcnce can it make
now ?” ask.d Nattie, hesitating, snd
wishing to spare him, as he pansed for
a reply.

“Evcry difference !” said Quimpy,

“I will remember,” said Clem, glanc-
ing at Nattie, “There are worse mis-
takex made in the dark thab on the
wire, it seems !”

“Far—far worse!” groaned Quimby,
as Nattie turned her head aside.

“But now, peally, Quimby 1" urged
Cyn, seriously, “do be semsible. < Do
not be foolish enough to marry & wom-
an you do 6ot Want, because you can-
pot have the ene you do !”

But Quimby, with the fear of old
Fishblate, _;:‘a breach  of promise
suit, and a dread of explanations in his
mind—moreoter, having firmly decided
that a little more or less of misery did
not matter, could not be persunded to
take any stepd” himself," or allow -them
to be taken, 8 free himself from the
result of his lafest mistake.

Therefore, came about, to the
Surprise of thole not in the secrot, and
the unconcealed exultation of ome of
the parties immediately concerned, that
the engagement of Quimby snd Oeleste
was announced,

CHAPTFR XV.
ONE BUMMER DAY.

The weck $hat decided Quimby's
fate so unexpectedly and brought him
so much woe, to Cyn bronght good
tidings, Her smccess at' the concart
had been so degided that, she. was the
recipient of many offers for the coming
scason, and was enabled to acoept those
that promised ‘most sdvantageously.
No one was more honestly glad thaa
was Nattie in her congratulstions;
Nattie, who had fought and overcome
that selfish pain_and bitter wonder of
hers, why Cya ghould have everything
and she nothing.

Sinee thé approach of summer, a

much-talked-of project among them had

been a little picnic party in the woods

and as Clem now proposed to get it
up in honor of Cyn's success, the plan
vas immediately carried out. Mrs
Simonson, with a feeble protest, because
Miss Kling was not iavited, accompani-
ed them. The ‘them,’ of course, conasist-
ed of Cyn, Nattie, Clem, Jo, and the

newly betrothed ones.

Nature was kind to these scekers of
her sol'tudes, and gave thema perfect
day; one of those that occur in our
mncertain climate lass oftn than might
be wish-d, but that peaetrate every-
where with their sunshine, .when they

wildly. I beg you to—to answer me
traly, in order that I may keow wihat
cours2 to take!’

“Then since you wish,” replied Nat-
' tie, with a pitying glancs, “I will tell
you that a8 3 friend I think very high-
ly of you, and always shall. Baut, that
is all.”

“Theh come on, Celeste !’ exclaimed
Quimby, in & burst of despair. “She
—she says, she loves me, and I—I may
get msed to it in time! all but her
toeth,” he added, in his strict honesty,
“to those 1 never can!”

Cyn felt & mischievons desire to hint
that time might relieve him of his ob-
J.gtion, but restrained herself and said,

*Buf you can explain the mattr to
ber, you ksow I”

“Just what I have been telling him,”
gsid Clem. ‘‘No woman would force
| hersélf oni  man under such circum-
stances 1” '

WOLFYI11TN. &

«She would, T feel it!™ answered the
anconvinced Quimby: “Miss Rogers
—Natsie, J—1I thaok  you, I—-I shall
always remember yon as something un-
attainable and dear, and hope somebody
more_worthy may be to you what I
would have been if 1 could. But I—I
was born o make mistakes, you know,
and T—T am used to it=and ought w0

be thankfal it wis vot Miss Kling!” | say. ; _
] am very, very sorry ' murmured “Wd? really, I'must say,” remarked

Nattie, -_da--wm'mém
«Moral—aever mkelouind.?: nd Nattic as o0
dask 1" sid Cya, Jooking with solemn | not eogaged
“Be sure S sl the s n he |
{ voom i lighted if evor you proposei” -

do come, even intd our hearts where
sunshine scldom glances. So, for the
nonce, our friends forgot all their little
troubles ; even Quimby brightening
up, and ceasing to think of his engage-
ment, as they stood underpeath the
green trees, by the banks of a emall
river ; sunshine everywbere, and the
music of birds in the air.

«Is it not glorious ?” eried Cyn, like
a child, in her exuberance.

“Why not camp out here, snd stay
all summer 7’ ecstatically suggested
Clem, as he fondled bis fishing tackle.

“Bat it might not always be like
this,” said practical Mrs. Simonson.

“When the sun shines we forget it
may ever storm,” said Jo, and looking
admrringly at Cyn as‘he spoke.

«Ts our artist ‘s  philosopher, as well
as all the'rest we know he is 7" asked
Cyn, langhing.

GA very little one; five feet six!”
replied Joe. ;

“Well, we will have no shadows to-
day,” said Cyn.

“No shadows today!” echoed Jo;
then tarning to Mrs, Siménson, -asked,

‘] bope' you do: mot ‘still regret Miss
Klirig " '

«] suppose she would spoil it all "
that good lady committed herself to

gard for the Tor—for your father” said
mischicvous Cyn. .

“That is exaptly it " replied Ce-
leste. © Too high a regard! Truly
she behaves very tidiculously | Why,
she postively waylays pa ! so ‘indeli-
cate in & womam, you kmow ™ with
sublime nuconsciousness of ever having
indulged in the pastime of waylayin
hersell “Such an old creature too !
she is always coming and wanting to
mend old clothes and stockings 1 Poor
ps actually has to lock himeelf in hi

room some times I

was t00 much for the gravity of the
company, aod there wasa geueral lnugh.
Tt is true, asserted Celeste.  “Now,
isu't it, Ralfey’?” appealing o Her be-
trothed with appropriate bashfulness.
Everybody stared st this. No one
before ever really kuew that Quimby
possessed a front doot to his name, and
he, as any one at the cognomen Love

log, and clutched his legy to' that ex-
teot that they must have been' black
and blue for a week afterwards.

Clem saved the discomfited “Ralfy”
the necessity of replying, by interposing
with, _ :

“Clome! coma! let us not talk on such
incongruous subjects this lovely day!
Jet us rather talk sentiment 1” atd he
gave a prodigious wink it Jo's diréction.
1 fear we are not & very sentimental

course Quimby and Celéste!”
“Oh FI—I awnot, T assive you; I
am not in the least you know I pro-
tested Quimby, takings mﬂontﬁelog
“never felt less no in my Tife.”

“Why Ralfy!” exclaimed Celeste,
reproachtully and to his distress weat

down by his side, but for the uncontral-
able rolling propensity of that log, which
made it impossible.

How isit with you, Jo?" queried
Cyn: “can you not foronce forget your
horrible hubby, dnd “be s little senti-
mentdl, in honor of the day I”

Jo who was throwing sticks into the
waterto the graat distarbanceofthe bugs
and plainly-shown anpoyasce of a frog,
made & somewhat surprising reply.

Seriously, he said,

«T fear if T should attempt it, I might
get too much in earnest }”

“Oh ! we will risk that’; so please
begin !” said Cyn, but staring at him &
little ss she spoke “Jo sentimental !
Just imagine it I"

Will you ask it? He asked still serions.
#pand with so pecaliar an “expression
that she could reply only by another
astonished stare.

“But really, it does not pay to be
sentimental, as you sll ought to have
found out long ago ! as Joand I'have!”
Nattie said, jestingly, yet with an un-
dertone of earnestness.

“Then,” said Clem, dryly, “since it
is so with ‘us, let us fisk!™ and he
threw his line futo the stream.

Cyn, Jo, and Mrs. Simonson' follow-
ed his ‘example. Quimby declived
joining in the sport. and perhaps, Tiken-
ing himself to the fish, balanced him-
self on the Jog, and looked on with a
pathetic face. Celeste, as in duty
bound, remainéd by his side. Nattie,
too, was an observer only, and from the
expression of her face was decidedly
pot amused.

. “I think it is oruel 1" she exclaimed,
as Jo took a fish off Cyn’s heok.

tie’s observation. “It is eruel I"

able to get a bite.

a skiony little fish.

“«Yes! it is all fate!™ excldi

| Quimby vehemently. \Yc"mheip : _

The vision “poor pa” thus pursued ]

had discovered, fell back ot s rolling |

party I” langhed Oyn; adding exoept of

«T—1 {quite agree with you I" Quim-
by replied quickly, in answer to Nat-

“But perbaps the fish were made for
e iy e 9
rs. Simonson, not  yetbeem | 7y, 1

“Yes,” soquicsoed pmyggp_"
‘They are mo
worse off than we' poor ' mortals. after | .

‘all. We must, each fulfil our desting,

“You 'believe in fate then ? I dou’t
thidk T'dot” said Oyn, with a glante
half-humorous, half-pityiog, at its vie-
tim oft the log; “what incentire would
we have to an effort, if we were sure
everythiog was marked out for us in
advanoe 7"
«That is & 'question requiring too
much effort for us to discusson a warm
day,” said Nattie..
“Clertain’ circumstances munst bring
sbout ' certain results, you will
acknowledge,” Clem gravely renarked.
“But it is said that every soul that
is born has a twin somewhere ; and if
w0, that maustbe fate | ‘said ‘Mrs. Sim-
onson.
“Miss Kling’s theory, I believel”
laughed Nattie.
“Ifit is 8o, the right ones don's of-
ten 'ocoute - together,” ‘smaid Quimby
gloomily, :
“We are an exception, then, to the
gefleral rule I simpered Celeste.

“Poor fellow I said Cyn, inalow
voice, to Nattie. :

«After all, there is something in
fate,”  Nastie sighed. -

“Perbaps.s0,” she said, ¢

“Well, we will not get
over fate,” smd Jo, cheerily; then,

ina lower voice, as he glanced lt@yn,
be adled—ymt> / = @
“And de-sot fri avay whit few

. Although this mandate was obeyed,
and for a time _silence re'g’ed,.itﬁ&
not long: before they were all singing a
a gay song, started by Clem bimeelf, '
Quimby joining, in the chorus with »

foeble tenor. But they werditired of
P ey e

up close to him, and would have sat | fidhingby chat. tisee, and

as if & little refreshment would .not be
.out of place, and would indecd ephance
the loveliness of nature, so a_fire was
made, sudilanch-baskets unpscked.:

I will take a good msny of those
fish  for & mouthful,” declared Clem,
who was cook.

“Youn may have my shave, [ can't
eat creatures | bave seen squirm,”
said Nattie. ;

“Ah,. you fastidious young woman !
what shall I eyer do with you, if you
are cast away on s desert island with
me?” exclaimed Clem, in mock des-

pair,

“Set up a telegraph wire, and then
she would need nothing more,” insinu-
ated Cyn.

“And get snubbed - for my pains!”
muttered Clem, sotto noce. But Nat-
tie caught the words, and an expression
of distress passed over her face.,,

“This reminds me of that feast!”
Cyn declared, as they sesied. them-
selves wherever convenient, with a
dish of whatever was bandy.

“Only more s0,”_added Clem.- ?

What feast ?” asked Celeste; curious-*

ly.

“One we had once,” Cyn replied
evasively, glad there was something
Celeste did 8ot know about. In fact,
in the matter of curigsity, Celeste was
an embryo Miss Kling..

“] am sorry we have no CRarlotte
Russes to-dsy, Quimby;” remarked

ent innocence, y
Quimby comld only reply with a

groan. The recollections awakened

were too much. { i
“What js the matter naw, Ralfy "

Quimby groaned, tod then mur-
mured something about the toothache.

w3 fy
solepm \

ﬂd&’m. _ Celeste, o« -+ 7 v

fish thére are\bere, with Jour theories,” &\
commanded Clem. 2




