, thereby signify hér acquiescence in his deci-
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Boetry.

T.HE FACTORY GIRL.

. mr J. A. PHILLIPS,
_8he wasn't the least bit pretty,
_ ~And only'the least bit gay ; '
And shé.walked with a firm, elastic tread,
In a business like kind of way.
- Her dress was of coarse, brown woollen,
" Plainly but neatly made,
Tiittimed with soixe common ribbon
Or cheaper kind of braid ;
And a hat %ith a brokenjfeather, .
And shawl of a modest plaid.

Her face seemed worn and weary,
Axnd traced with lines of care,
As her nut-brown tresses blow aside
- -In the keen December air ;
Yet she was not old, scarce twenty,
And her form was full and sleek ;
But her heavy eye, and tired step,
Seemod of wearisome toil to speak ;
Blie worked as a common factory girl,
" For two dollars and a half a woek.

Ten hourg.a day of labor
-In a close, ill-lighted room,
Machinery’s buzz for music,
. Waste gas for sweet perfume ;
Hot stifting vapors in summer,
CLill draughts on & winter's day,
No pause for rest or pleasure
On pain of being sent away,
80 ran her civilized serfdom—
Four cents an hour the pay !

** A fair day’s work,” say the masters, -
And “a fair day’s pay,” say tho men ;
There’s a strike—a rise in wages,
- What effect to the poor girl then?
A bharder struggle than ever
. The honest path to keep,
And to sink a Little lower
“Some humbler home to seek ;
Por rates are higher—her wages,
Two dollars and a half a week.

A man gets thrice the money,
But then a ““man’s a.man,
Anda woman surely can’t expect
To earn as much. as he ecan.”
Of his hire the laborer's wortby,
' Be the Iaborer who it may ;
If a woman can do a man’s work
“She should have 3 man’s full pay,
Not be left to starve—or sin—
On forty cents a day.

Two dollars and a half to live on,
Or starve on, if you will ;

Two dollars and a half to dress on
Aud a hungry mouth to fill ;

Two dollars and a half to lodge on
In some wretched hole or den,

‘Where crowds are huddled together,
Girls, and women, and men ;

I she sins to escape her bondage
Is there room for wonder then ?

' Enles nud Shetelies,

EASY TO BE MISTAKEN.

¢ Will you let me have it, John ?”

“ No, Georgie, I can’t.”

John Randall uttered his refusal of his
wife’s request very decidedly, as if he felt
that the request was -unreasonable ; and yet
there was an undercurrent of grieved impati-
ence in his véice, and a look of perplexity and
self-dissatisfaction in his eyes. He wanted to
see his wife rise from the breakfast-table, and

sion, before he went off for his morning walk
to-the mill.

Georgie, however, did not rise. Her looks
., did not express acquiescence. She was a very
pretty woman—rvery pretty ; tall, alight, very
fair, with large, clear, steady eyes, and pro-
fuse brown hair. Besides her beauty, she had
"an air of delicate, graceful composure rather
peculiar, and a voice that snggested alto fute
notes. For all this she was simply the wife of
" o master machinist in the great Haliburton

"Print Works of Millville, and mistress of ono
_of1 the small, white factory tenements, whose
E .lon"' rderly rows constitnted Millville proper.
:Georgle did not belong to the factory
ele.'me nt, although she had married into it.
Sh'“had been brought up by a relative, upon
whom she had been left dependent, and whom
ire called Aunt Appleton.
: «A\mft Appleton lived at the other end of
_Appleton——the west ecnd—among the Halibur-
‘tops,” the Dilloways, and the Verses.
*.‘Perhaps, under the circnmstances, Georgio
might have looked ‘a little bigher than John
" Randall. But then John was a8 good as gold-—
: trong, steady, manly, true,
Aun Appleton had the scnse to rejoice at
the' perception 6f her pretty and protege, the
. generosity to give her a liberal cutft—her
furmture, 8 complote wardrobe, a nice wed-
ing”
It had been very ngreeable to Georgie to
-thege’ ‘things. She was fasfidious to the’

She- enjoyed ndvnntnges, of - posxhon——,
. clothes, Her prestige among the wives {8
; he .
txdmua—perbaps a little too 1astxdunu X

’aau de roached his lasg button
, v‘at' ‘shiny button on g4’ wmew

toxt for lingering, At this last moment his

wife raised her

yu, clearly, unflinchingly, to

his face.
“Why not t”lsho askedrm her own
voico.
1t is nover pleunnt for o’ man t li osllod

to an account—to an account a.bont ‘mone ¥1.

{and of: ‘course it was:money "Greorgié wanted)
by » woman, aud that wotan’ iis wife, ‘John's
face flushed a little ; & hot-retort pricked the
very tip of his tongue, but he did not utter it.
He was a very patient man, naturally ; and
then he had that. deep, purelove.for his pretty -
wife which overreaches all slight shocks.

1 have excepded my.salary every month ,
smce we were married, Georgie,” he saidd
¢ The first of January will be here in a few
wooks, and I shall not be able to mecet all the
bills that are due. I don’t feel that we oucht
to trifle away a penny of money. I don't
believe you do either.”

1 shall say no more about it,”
od. I ought to wear a new pair.of gloves to
call on Paul’s bride, but if you can’t give them
to me I must do without them.” -

John Randall’s brain was fine enough to
understand that this was not the acquiescence
he wanted. He would like to indulge her,
but there was the fact that, if he begun it, he
should be always behindhand, always poor.

This was his fact. Georgie had hers, also—
that she was always to be denied and disap-
pointed. She didn’t mind so much wearing
the old gloves on this occasion ; that which
tronbled her, which was wedging itself pain-
fully into her convictions, was that she would
have to give up all the little luxuries and
elegancies that she so craved ; that her future
was to be a plain matter-of-fact routine, de
prived of those gratifications in whose absence
ghe felt a sort of mom‘atar\'atlon

“It don't seem as if you ought to be dis-
appointed, Georgie,” said the husband, finally.
““You know just what my salary is, and know
just how far it will go. We used to talk
about saving something every year, so that I
might better myself one of thése days. I
don’t like to deny you.”

¢ Never mind,” she said rising.

She was one of those women who say too
little rather than too much.

John went off to his work. Bridget, the
girl-of-all-work, came in to clear the table.
Georgie dusted the parlor, and made the pud-
ding, fed the canary, gnd then placed the
sewing machine in the window, facing the
dull, leaden light of the November day, and
sat down to stitch wrist-bands. She had been
married more than a year, and was making
her first shirt for John. She was very
thoughtful—a dogged pain on her face all the
while. ] .

o Perliaps I shall stay to Aunt Appleton’s
to tea,” she said to her husband at the dinner-

table. ““If I do you will come for me, won’t
you?’
He reflected a moment.

“I told -you last night, Georgie, that I
should have to be from home an hour or two
this evening. There is to be a meeting of the
officials of the mill at half-past seven. I
should be too tired to dress and go up to your
aunt’s afterwards.”

“1 had forgotten,” she said quietly, so
quietly that he thought she did not care.

When he was gone she went to her bed-
room to arrange her toilet for the call. She
put on the best she had, of course, She had

‘s gonius for dress; and, despite the mended

gloves, she looked as stylish as she did pretty.

Just as she approached her annt’s gate, old
Mrs, Haliburton, in her velvets and steelest of
steel-colored silks, was being handed from her
carriage by her son. The Haliburtons were
tho owners of the mill in which John Randall
was employed. Stephen, the only son, and
just returned from a five years' residence
abroad. These two facts cansed Georgie to
scrutenize the mother and son somewhat
closely ; and, doing so, Stephen Haliburton
raised his hat to her.

“A pretty face,” he remgrked, cnrelessly,
to his mother. ‘I suppose it is some one 1
have known or should know.”

~ Old Mrs. Haliburton, with her keen eyes
and beak nose glanced sharply back toward
Georgie, whom she had not perceived, and
nodded. )

“It is that young person whom Jane Ap-
pleton brought up. She is married now to one
of our men, I believe.”

Georgic found Panl Appleton and his bride
holding a sort of formal reception. The rooms
—where her own wedding had been solemnized
a year before—were quite filled with gnests.
A very dainty and graceful bride was the new
Mrs. Paul, in her lavender train and point-
lace shawl. Georgie tried not to feel the least
tinge of envy as she looked at her.

Aunt Appleton had always a sense of gratx-
tnde towards her protege for having forborne
to fascinate.either of her own marrmgeuble
"boys, and this gratitude cropped out in active
kindness under the exultation she felt over
Paul’s match.

Georgie moved easily about the well-fur.
nished rooms; somehow she seemed just
fitted for such surrotindmgs :The'subdued,
well-bred inanners, the faint perfumes, the
refined facoa, oand-the rich dresses, wero like a
stlmuhnt to her. She ‘needed such quicken-
ing “to. befully herself. Her composed, deli-
.cato -heauty - unfolded to porfectaon in tlm
Atmosphcre. AR
She ‘had. been tellung to one and another,

ing in - hgpq“;nd ‘trimmings  wifh her
q"tiiék' 'nrtist's oye, md in s pause ‘was Jnst_

she return- -

roﬂ»ctmg on:the hang ot the new curtaine,
| when a voioo ‘said, .near her':

“I seem not to able to recall you at all,
Mres. Rmdall : foust have known you
before 1 Went aws; My myther has just told !

ton,” _Georgio - -returned quiotly. ‘I was
hnrdly grown up .when you left us five years
ago.”

““Five yoars? Ah, truc enough! Won't
Lyon., take. this,, chair? What_ s lmzoly. lily,
Why, it is not real ¥

nature, though—almost a plnglzmsm don’t
you think so, Mr. Haliburton ?”

¢“Why, yes. It must be kjuihc difticult to
make. thenr,
price.”

Under her serene smile a quick thougnt
went through Georgie Randall’s mind. She
began to cxamine the gentleman beforo her
with interest. .

Stephen Haliburton was a gentlewnan by
habit and a man of the world by force of ecir-
cumstauces. But nature intended him fora
dilfgent, painstaking, persevering man of busi-
ness. ’

If he was not a great or a very good man, it
was because he had so much time, so much
money, so much flattery. Ho was spoiled by
his opportunities, yet he needed only the right
influence to elevate him beyond himself, He
was thirty years old now-—he was past the
age when a man disdains to be led by a woman,
But Stephen Haliburton had never disdained
it. He had always been led by the keen-
eved, beak-nosed woman in stee) silk, who, as
Georgie talked with the heir, sat holding her
wine-cup up to the firclight not far off.

The heir seemed to like Mrs. Randall’s,
talk ; perhaps because there was so little of
it. In rcturn he was rather uwreserved—
gossiping about his plans and his prospects. .
He said that he was glad to gethome. He!
meant to settle down at Milleville now ; look
after his factories and the operatives, and in-
troduce some improvements. Ho wanted a:

he hadn't scen a pretty print from the factory. *
Didn’t Mrs. Randall agree with him ¢’

Yes; she agreed with him. It was a
strange basis for parlor gossip—oils, chemi-
cals, designs for calicoes. He was surprised

—she was a little surprised herself. The most
delicate pink began to flush her cheeks, the
irises of her eyes grew into great black flakes
full of lustre. All at once, at last, she turned :
a casual glance without the window.

¢ Why,” she said, with a slight start, “it
1 must go at once.’

She stepped towards the window. Gieat:
plashing drops were falling upon the flag-
stones. The dull November daylight was
almost gone. .

Mr. Halibarton arose also.

“Did you walk?” be inquired. *‘Let us
take you home. My mother will be going
soo0p.’

The little stir -\ttrarted \Irs Appleton,
who—most of tho guests having gone—was de-
voting hersclf to Mrs. Haliburton.

. ‘“Stay to tea, Georgie,” she suggested.
¢ John knows you are here—does he not ?”

“Yes; but it is raining. I think I had
better not stop.”

" ¢¢I have been asking Mrs. Randall to take
a seat with us, mother,” interposed Stephen
Haliburton.

‘“ Ah, yes !’ said the lady, with contracted
nostrils and prolonged lip again. ““I shall be
bappy.”

And then the keen eye overlooked Georgie,

as if to'ask if there were any just cause why
the Haliburton ‘carriage, the Haliburton
horses, and it might be the Haliburton hair,
should traverse the length of Millville to take
home this young person, who had married one
of the Haliburton employes,
- Georgie stood unmoved, a little concerned
‘a8 to whether her last dressand bonnet should
walk or ride, notv at all concerned as to her
own disposal. ‘

The factory bell had done nugmg, and J obn
RandaR was in sight of home just as the carri-
age of his employer stopped at the door, and
-his wife stepped from it. He did not, how-
.ever, overhear her say to Stephen Haliburton,
“If you call to- morrow afternoon, I will show
you what I mean.” '

‘Had 'you a pleasant sfternoon ¥’ her hus-
band. asked, hy and-by, as they sat at the tea-
table.

“Very pleasant,” she said thoughtfully

bring you home,”

*‘ Yes, I should have spoiled my dress.”

It was always with 4 little effort that John
Randall conld get his wife ‘to talk, and she
seemed peculiarly silent -to-night, and absent
"as well as silent.

Her oyes were brighter, too, than common
—her. face o little flushed. Hé was too
generous, too unbelﬁsh aman to begradge ‘her
eveh a hnppmeas in which he had no psrt,
but’ lomethmg in her abstraction ﬁllcd him
.with uneasiness. Tlie uneasiness was not de-

met Stephen Haliburton just leaving the
houae, nor when he found Georgie with the

the night before, -
- That was the begmnmg ol John Randall'
vtronblo. L . S

“1 rememberuyon perfectly, Mr Halibur-

“Nq ;» these, wax flowers, ave . very, like |

1 dare say. they.bring.a good

better-class of work-—more tasteful designs;’

to find how much she knew about it ; and she |

is almost dark. .And T believe it is raining. !

“It was very polite in Mrs. thburton to

creased when, reaching home a little before
the ‘usial hour the. following afternoon,  he:

samo brightened.eyes. and holghtened color as |

' It was not so0 pmch common Jealouay—
| man’s instinct ofﬂ. 'revolt at another man's
’ ndmlratlon of his handsomo wife—as it was b
fom-ﬁs deayemte& eath-like fear—that! ‘Geor”’
gieiT de} ‘somethmg e could ‘not; give to
; appy. He. cbuld: ‘not give - her
Tﬁ_e could ‘never uy ‘such things as
i ’_omd tephon Haliburtor'! must be able
y to iwoman. _ But helgved hor’ so! O
heavens ! ho loved hor so! How could he
' endure that anything should cowme between
: them ?
~ I won’t wrong her and tease her with sus-
picions,” he said to himself in the depth of the
night. ¢ T'll just fight my way the best I can
against it. Dl Lkeep on stcady Perhaps
she’ll see it right by-and-by.”

Poor fellow ! he did not realize how his own
determination implied the dreary thought that
ber heart was tarned from him. Me raised
himself on hif arm to look at her as she slept ;
and all through what followed sho retained the
pure, calm face, as it pressed the pillow,
whitened by the moonlight that glinted the
frost on the window-panes and flooded the
room, o ’

She scemed colder to him after this, and ho
kept ailent.

Ho knew that she mct Haliburton at her,
aunt’s ; he knew that she went to the sea-side
the ensuing suminer for a week'’s visit to Mrs.
Paul Appleton, there he was also.  He knew
that sho secmed to be living a lifo apart from
him ; and once—that was. when the iron
entered his soul, when ho went to her little

engagcment—for a sheet of note paper, and
found it locked, and asked her carelessly
enongh for the key, she flushed and said she
; would get the paper for him.

But he kept true to the promise he made
; himself. He Xkept on * hghting his way
,against it as best be conld,” hoping, with a
sick heart, that she ““might see it right by-
and-hy.”

The months wore away. The second year
of their marringe was nearly conpleted. Jobn
" had been very careful—as careful as Georgie
: herself—that there should be no outward and
vigible sign of misunderstanding or coldness
between them. No suspicion had come to any i
" that the second year of their warried life had

been less happy thun the first. Nov had he
ever omitted to give her any little indulgence
+ within his power. He had prepared a surprise
for her on the coming anniversary of their
. wedding during the year.

The auniversary fell upon Sunday ; and so
 theirlittle commemoration of the day must
come the preceeding evening. No allusion

l had been made to any celebration by cither of
; them ; but John felt sure, some way, thot she
could not let the time pass without any sign.
i For his own part, he had half resolved to at-
tempt some explanation of their estrangement.
i Any thiog, he thought, would be better than
this chilling reserve. With his mied divided
between the anticipation of relief and jealous
dread, he went to the counting-house that
Saturday night to reccive his money. The
cashier looked up with a certain embarrass-
ment at his approach.

¢ Ah, Mr. Randall—the accumulation you
have left in my hands? 7o be sure ! And, by
the way, Mr. Haliburton spoke to me that
therc were to be some changes made, and—and
—bnt there he is himself, sir.”

Jobn Randall turned, with a feeling akin
to desperation, to meet his employer. It had
gone tbrough him like a thunderbols, as the
cashier spoke, that he was to be displaced.
Stephen Haliburton simply said, as Jobn faced
him : “T'll not detain you now, Mr. Randall.
1 shall ¢all this evening to let you know of the’
changes I feel obliged to make.”

And the owner bowed and left him.

With the money in bis nerveless hands,
‘Jobn Randdll walked homeward like a man
dazed. He was to lose his place. For what
‘reason, he could not conjectnre. But to lose
it, was to lose reputation, courage—everything.
He had never imagined such a possibility as
that. The money that he carried—ho shonld
not dare to make n present of it to Gicorgie
now. He might bave to wait for other em-
ployment. It might be needed for their bare
every-day need, before he got work again. A
chill like death struck his soul. )

Georgie, evidently, had not overlooked the
recurrence of their wedding day. The cosy
rooms of the cottage all worea- little air of
festivity. Some slender vases held the glean-
ings of - the flower-beds; chrysanthemums—
blood-red, white and purple—verbenas, an(l

scarlet geraniums.

She came to the door that night to meet
him—one of her * company ” dresses on, some
knots of velvet fastening her collar, and seem-
ing to give a glow and brightness to her white
ekin. He took her hand : she raised.her face,
-anG with & ‘wild heart-bound he kissed it, as
he had not for years. before. She was coming
back to him again, Chat was the thought that
thnlle(l him, - Her mfatuatlon-—xf such it had |
been-was ut ant end. She was his once moré !
And then, close upon his new happiness, came
the dreary recollection of his lost situation,
He thrust the soney in bis pocket. By-a.nd-
by he would tell hor all.

"4 Yon ‘Wwon’t mind waiting supper for an
hour, will you, John ?” she asked, as she'let
him in. +*I am-going to give you-something

will be in,” -

was not for him, ‘Ahen, that all thess prepara-
tions were made; " Georgie had . never. Apoken
Mr thburton’s pame to lum before He

T

» coanngly.

desk, a present ho had made her during their ;.

nice by-and:by, and——l tlunk Mr Hahburton .

- John Rendall’s: blood frozo -opoe more. It

could foel that she was ombemesed a8 the

did ‘o,
“Lywan't you to drm, Jolm,” sho added,

“I havo laid everything out for

you.?

It scemed to him that he would have turned
upon her but that he felt so broken by the
thought of losing his place, and. resented her
gayoty, her indifference, her scerecies— all that
made him a0 miserable through thislong year.
But he had not the spirit.

He went to dress as she had asked him,

“When he roturned to the parlor Stephen Hali-

‘berton and his wife sat upon the sofa sido by
sido, It was rare indeed to see Georgia’s fair .
faco so illuminated. Her cheeks wore glow-
ing, her eyes wero sparkling.

As for Mr. Haliburton he was always the
quiet gentleman, with no sense of being out of
his placo, no apparent suspicion of what was
rankling in the heart of his employee.

What a nice little suppor Georgie had ready.
Yet nobody ate, .

Finally the supper was over, and they went
back to the parlor.

Georgie disappeared for 8 moment, :md, re-
turning, approached her husband, glancing
shyly at the same time to her guest, whose
faco brightened beyond its wont, as he caught
her oye.

*Wo meant to make it very formal, John ;
but I se¢ Mr. Haliburton tltinké 1 might-as
well tell it in my own way.”

She paused, and a sober pallor overspread
her husband’s face. :
“ What was coming?” his eyes asked, with
no faith that it was anything to lighten his
secret burden.

Georgie nervously folded and unfolded a
slip of paper which she held.

“Thisis for you, Jobn ;" and she held it
shyly towards him. My anniversary gift.
I have been working for Mr. Haliburton, too, ’
this year. And I have thirty guineas hore—
the price of the designs I bave made for the
calicoes.”

¢ (eorygic !”

“You never suspected it ? 1 did not want
you to till 1 knew whether I could succeed.”

Johin Randall had no voice in which to word
his amazement or his gratitude for his restored
faith, which, though his wife did not suspect
it, was by far his most precious anmiversary
gift. She went on ;—*“I could always use my
pencil nimbly, you know, John. Andit had
occurred to me one day why I couldn’t do
something with it for profit. I spoke to Mr.
Haliburton, and he was so kind—you must
thank him, John—he took so much trouble
with my ernde attempts ; he did so much to
encourage me. And now 1 am fairly in the
way of work. I shall work better, fo know
that yon know of it. I want to be design for
carpets by-and-by, as- for prints ; they pay so
well—a percentage on the sale.”

She stopped short, suddenly conscious of

t how much she was saying.

I bave a surprise, also, for you Mr. Ran-
dall,” added Stephen Haliburton, quietly. I
hope it, too, will prove agrecable. The uni-
versal testimony of the mill oflicialy, as to
your efficiency and trustiness, make me feel
that 1 am not showing you a proper apprecia-
tion, and I desire to give you a somewhat
more responsible position, with an increase of
salary!”

The very glory of hcaven seemed to be
opening a way to John Randall out of all his
trouble,

I am too happy, Mr. Haliburton, to talk
much,” he said in his straightforward way.

¢TI have been depressed lately-—the sudden

removal of all cause for low spirits.”

He stopped short. Two big tears rolled
down his cheeks. ~Stephen Haliburton alone
perceived what Georgie never suspected, that
her secret bad made her husband jealons. He
g-asped John’s hand.

“My dear fellow, it's too Lad ! I feaved it
a little once or twice. Of course I could not
hint to Mrs. Randall.”

“\What, John?” ¢ What, Mr.
ton 27 ’
. “Nothing, Georgie, that yon will ever

know.”

They were alone together, by-and-by, with
their new-found happiness. Perhaps Georgie
was equally relieved that there was no more
need of mystification. ’

% ‘ Whatever made you think of it Georgie ?’
her husband asked.

““Why, John, it was that day about the
gloves. I set myself considering why you
should have all the toil, and 1 21l the indul-
gence, I pondered how I could mwke or 8ave
something.”

“Iam }mppler than I ever 4hought I could

Halibur

,be again, dear.”

4 Do yon know I have fancxed you were un.
bappy lately, John, because you thought I °
was longing for things you conld not give me?
I could hardly wmt for to-night to come ta
toll you all.”

¢ My darling ! o : '

And he folded hig arms about her, with his
face.on ler. shouldor; and in the brightness’
and silence of the room, with its oder of flow.
era'and glow of leuves, they folt their way .
through ‘the commg future,. s.\fe, eonﬁdcnt
out of the reach of any bittor trouble, since:
they lcn ed aud trusted one nnother
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