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THE STORY OF TWO OF THEM.

‘¢ Thon, cnvlnﬁleavo. ho spako
Of lifo, which all can take and none can give,
Lite which all creatures love and strive to keep,
Wouderful, dear, aud pleasant unto each,
Fiven the meanocat, yea ; a boon to all

Whero pity is, for pity makes the world

Soft to tho weak, and noblo for tho strong.”

This is a short story to bo read tothe chi'dron, if their mother approves
end if tho eldest sister doesn’t otject. Theroforo it is told in words that
aro simple and of few syllables,

Once apon a time there lived a young bird. Thisbicd know neibing but
Joy and singing. Sho had soon the bosautiful green leaves when sho first
awoke to life and thoy had become part of her life, tugether with the gol-
den, shimmoring sunlight, the dark forest pool, and the strange, soft, waver.
ing shadows of that place. Somelimes in the night, when the other birds
wero asleep and the groat forest was quiet, this littlo one would take her
yellow head from under her wing and fiod the world coverod with darkno:a.
Black shadows, gleaming spatls, flitting hither and thither (she thought they
wero bits of the sunshine trying to get home) and away, up, up, through
the tree tops, tho marvellous shining stars. She heard tho uight wind mov-
ing among the branches, and it was asswecot music to her cars.

Sunshine, {l .wers, rippling water, the strange night wind, her own voice
tuned to hsppiness and filled with joy, theso made tife and the werd. O,
happy bird | But this was not all. ‘There came to her tho heaven of love.
Porhaps it was a reat hoaven. Perhaps sho was only ** meking believoe.” 1t
is more comfortab’e to think that way eometimes,

¢ Ho is such a brave, handeome lover,” whisperd the litt'e bird. « His
vo'co is the cheeriost in all the forest. He loves me,” and she put her haad
under her wing that none should hear hor 88 she chirped his name.

Marvellous, besutiful, blessed boyond all iniagining, was this joy which
had come to her. Being a bird she had no name for her happinees, but the
ropture of it thrilled her heart and broke forth in ¢'ear tumultous song. A
pealm of praiso, A chant of limitless joy. Higher, higher, higher, her
voice throbbing with intensity of paession, and through 1t all there ran a
solemn strain something akin to the night wind and compreheuded not by
ths joyful singer. O, happy, happy bird.

‘Tho nest was built, Al the old birds eaid that it was a credit to the
builders and its construction beyond all criticism. * It will scon be more
than s nest,” chirped the lover, * it wiii Do our home  A..ittle moro lining
and it will be soft encugh. The day has been too short.”

And next to this came the mystery. The old birds weresilert for many
days and fliited timorously round the deser.ed mest. * Where havo they
gono 1" queried the young ones.

He bad a handsomo cage, had the lover, and when he ca'led and im-
plored his lost love, evoryone said he bad a most wonderful voice. But
this story is not long enough and words are not sad enough to translste
the heartbreak of bis song

His mistress was a pretty, gentls girl. * You dear bird,” she would say,
¢ You bright, besutiful bird, I tove you for your own sake as well as for the
giver's. When I go away,” here she blushed and her eyes shone, * when
wo go away you must come, too. And the bird in h's cage sang alond, for
something in this girl's voice reminded him of the forest and ihe empty
nest and of the one who helped him build it.

Now, tho pretty girl was ready for a bsll, and sho danced into the room
to show her new dress. I can'i tell you bow it was mado or what it was
made of, because I am not learned in theso things; but it was black and
filmy with a shine snd gleam of yellow. She was dressed to represont some-
thing. Ths bird in tho cage eaw the night shadows and the moonlight of
the forest. And in her hair—among the Jittlo cur s—wss nestled somothing
soft and yellow. :

Close your eyes, O, little prisoned bird for there are somo things most
pitifal to gee.

“ Something must have startled him,” they said. Stsrtled him? Yes,
startled bim so that his wings were broken in their frenzied beating against
the bars ; stariled, so that tho cry he gave touched them with something
very like feaz, it was so buman ; and when they took him from the cage,
that strange spell which takes the broath and motion from all living things
was upon him.

Yes, something had cortainly startled him.—Mary E Frercoer.
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SAM AND BECKIE.

They were New Loglandors snd were talking about their old frionds
and neighbors in New Hampshiro, and particularly about *¢ Sam.”

 Sam,"” said the elder of the twain, ** was in many respects different
from tho rest of the boys. You rememboer whom he married? When the
old man, his father, found that he was shyiog around with her, he called
bim ¢xc day into the baro and said :

“+¢Sam, d'ye intend to marry Beckio ?* Sam never said a word, so the
old man said : ¢ Me boy, ye know sll about them. I can't tell yo nothing.
Yo know how tho sisters have tutned out, and not ono of them is now liv-
ing with hor husband.’ Sam was as mum as a pantomine, and just as soon
28 ho was ready him and Beckio got tied.

# Thoy lived on a farm, and overything went on smoo:hly for abount a
year, and it camo to hog butchbering time. Sam got ready to have the usual
psrty for the occssion, and just as he was sharpening up the knives Beckio
came out and said: ¢ Sam, I'm going home.! Sam protested in his quict

way, but it was no use, so he said he’d got a man to row hor across the
pond. It was about half a mileover. Shossid : ¢ No, you don't ; yo'll row
mo yourself ' Sam told her ho couldn't, and Bockio fired up and said :
¢ Then I'll drown mysolf.’ Sam said he'd go with hor if sho wanted to do
that, so the boat was got roady, sho got in and they rowed out till tho wator
was twounty foot deop. Thon Sam stopped snd said ¢ * Woll, Beckio, this ic
a good place for you to drown yorsolf ' Sho didn't opon her mouth Ho
waited a while and then said : * Como, Beckio, I'm in a hurry to git Lack.
Sho novor looked up. Sam put down tho oars, caught hold of her and
pitched her in, Sho grabbed for tho boat, but ho wouldn’t lot hor get near
it. Whon sho was almost dono out sho eaid ; * Ssm, Jot mo in that boat
and ye'll not hear anything from me out of the way.’

% So ho pulled hor in and thoy went back home. Sho changed her
c¢'utlicasnd ontortained tho gucsts. Tloy sre now noarly eighty ard you
nover saw & Lappior 'd couple I donttlink they over apuko of that
duckin’ sinco iho dag she was guin' tu devwn hersuf.”—T'ras Siftings.
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THE RETURN.
THE POOR AND MUMLLE BUITOR OF IME IAST UAD A FAVCR Tu REYURST.

‘You do not know me?'

Tho spesker was a man in the very prime of lifo, his weather beaton face
bronzed and burrowed by exposure under the fierco heat of a tropical sun,
snd as ho stood with essy giace before the president of tho great railway
company into whose prosence ho had been admitted he ropresented the vory
typo of thoso mon in whom physical courage blends with personal beauty,
and to whoso unflinching spirit thore is no obstacleto tho sccomplishmont of
their purposs. The distinguished man whom ho addrossed pausad for a
momont to look with dosp scrutiny into the faco of the stranger, and thon,
thoughtfully leaning back in his chair, ho replied briefly :

¢ No, sir; I must say that I fail to recognizy you.’

‘You do not remsmber,’ replied his visitor. * the beardless youth of 10
years ago, the poor and obscure clerk, who, guided by the purest and decp-
est love that over found its passionate utterance in tho breast of man, soughs
your daughter’s hand, and wkom, sir, you rudely repulsed and drove inscorn
from your houso without one ray of hope and with all the light gono o1t of
his life? Littlo did you dream, sir, whon you sent me forth aloune on that
dark and rsioy night of the fier¢e sprit jou had aroused, for 1 come of a
race where the indomitable pluck of the Puritan still lives and which has
never yet acknowledged its mas'er. .

¢ Humilisted, but not utterly crushed, I sot out to grin the fortune that
you coldly informed me tas tho price I must piy for my love. I left the
humblo roof thet had sheltered me, I bado goodby to home and friends and
in distant climes I sought for the gold I had sworn to gain. With tireless
onergy I trod tho unbeaten paths of fur countries. Inthe jungles of the
east I have tracked the deadly tiger, and stricken with dissaso I bave lain
for months tossing upon an obscure co*in India. Noeveronce my undaunt
ed purpose flagged, until fina'ly ia the mines of Brazil I found the thing
that I h.d so .Jong sought. I labored as no snan ever labored before, and
now,, sir, I stand before you rich beyond the dreams of avaricoe, not as the
humble and abashed suitor of a d cade ago, but as the proud ropresentative
of willions.”

The lo.k of recognition that came into the agoed fsce of the elder man
bad sudd nly given placo to a deadly pallor, and as the speaker ceased he
sank back in his chair utterly overwhe!med

¢ Alas, sir,’ ho murmured, as with a despairing gesturs heseized the hand
of the yeuthful miliionaire, * a as, Mr. Caxton—1I bo ieve that is tho pame—
I foar itis too late ! )

+Teo late I’ ropeated tho other. ¢Too late! Why ¥——

¢ Yes,’ interposed the old man ¢ Weary and wora with hope deferred,
my poor daughter, whose loving hzart stood the test of 8o maay years of
waitiog for your return, has succumbed. Last weok she was married.’

A look of intenso rolief came into the travel-stained face of his listener

¢ You mistake me, sir,’ he said, kindly laying h 8 hand on the shoulder
of tho othor man. *JI am sincerely glad that your daughter his married,
and I trust she has done well. That, sir, was not the object of my visit’

¢ Not the object of your visit§ repeated the venorable raitroad man, his
hand trombling slightly as he passed it over his forohead. Than, recovoring
bis composura and resumiog his businessiiko sir, habitaal with him, hosaid,
¢ Thon may I ask, sir, what you cams for},

¢ Cortainly,’ replied the hardy travoller avd ropresentstive of millions.
+1 wanted to sk, sir, if, in view of our former ralations, you couldn’t waive
a point in my caso and accommodate myssif and family with passes through
to Chicago.,'—Tom AMasson in Truth.

AT HOME AND ABROAD.

PHY$ICIANS. travellers, ploncers, settlers, invalids, and all classes of psoplo of evory
degroe, testify to tho medicinal and tonio virtues of Burdock Blood Bitters, the mo:t
pogulnr and effectivo wedicue eatant. )t cures als Jucazes of tho stumach, liver, Lowels
and bl .

Everything Can be obtained at...
Amntling KELLEY’S
R . db 122 GRANVII.LTLE ST.
equire %3 Tdcphoc  PRICES AWAY DOWN
by 602, Correspondence Solicited.



