—

Nothing te Wear,

“ Nothing to wear, my darling, nothing at all
to wear"—

This is the song she sings to him and fills him
with despair,

When_he goes out to toil each day and earn
their daily bread,

She hangs around his weary neck until these

» = _VWords are said.

And when he comes home late at night she sits
upon the stair,

And warbles out, “'You know, dear Charles, I
haven't a thing to wear.

The polonaise I had last year, I tell youisa

sl%ht 5

My old black 'gretnadine is worse ; it makes me
00 Ti] 5

My black silk is so shiny, and I feel so morti-

ed ;
And then, for summer, I must have something
in white beside,”

And s0 she singu her little song throughout the

livelong day—

“nothing to wear, my darling, nothing to wear,

Say.

And Cha’rlcs is at his office, and his face is

blanched with fear,

Because he cannot pay for all the things she

got last year,

TWICE MARRIED.
HEN the idea of a removal
to Virginia was first mooted
in the family of General
Percival Smith, ex-brigadier
in the United States service,
it was received with con-
sternation and a perfect
storm of disapproval. The

‘young ladies, Norma and Blanche, rose
a8 one woman—loud in denunciation,
vehement in protest—fell upon the scheme,
and verbally sought to annihilate it. The
country ! A farm!! The South!!! The
idea was untenable, monstrous. Before
their outraged vision floated pictures
whereof the foreground was hideous with
cows, and snakes, and beetles ; the middle
distance lurid with discomfort, corn-bread,
and tri-weekly mails; the background
lowering with solitude, ennui, and colored
servants,

Poor Mrs. Smith wished it might

the end, or  anywhere near
the end; for the soul within her
was ““‘vexed with strife and broken in
pieces with words,” The general could—
and did —escape the rhetorical consequences
of his unpopular measure, but his wite could
not ; no club afforded her its welcome
refuge, no ‘“down town” offered her

a sanctuary.  She was obliged to stay at

home and endure it all.

After the indulgent American custom,
she earnestly desired to please all of her
children.  In her own thoughts she existed
only for them, to minister to their happi-
ness ; even her husband was, unconsciously
to her, quite of secondary importance, his
strongest present claim’ to consideration
lying in his paternity. And this preference
must be indulged, the more particularly that
Warner—the elder of her two boys, her idol
and her grief—was slowly, well-nigh im-
perceptibly, but none the less surely, drift-
ing away from her, A boyish imprudence,
a cold, over-exertion, the old story which is
8o familiar, so hopeless, so endless in its
repetition and its pathos. When interests
were diverse, the healthy, blooming daugh-
ters could hope to make little headway
against the invalid son. They had all the
sunny hours, of many long “years before
them ; he perhaps only ~the hurrying
moments of one.

For Warner a change was imperative—-so
imperative that even the rebellious . girls
were fain to admit its necessity. His con-
dition required a gentler, kindlier atmos-
phere than that of New York. The poor
diseased lungs craved the elixir of pure air ;
panted for the invigoration of = breezes
freshly  oxygenized by  field and
forest, and  labored exhaustedly in
the languid devitalized breath of a
city. General Smith was a man trained by
military discipline to be instant in decision
and prompt in action. As soon as the doc-
tors informed him that his son’s case
required—not wanderings—but a steady
residence in a climate bracing, as well as
mild, where the comforts of home could
supplement the healing of nature, he set
himself at once to discover a place which
would fill all the requirements. To the old
soldier, New England born and Michigan
bred, Virginia appeared a land of sun and
flowers, a country well-nigh tropical in
the softness of its climate, and the fervor of
its heat. The doctors recommended
Florida, or South Carolina, as in duty
bound, and to the suggestion of Virginia,
yielded only a dubious consent ; it was very
far north, they said, but still it might do.
To the general, it seemed very far south,
and he was certain it would do.

In those old campaigning days, the fancy
had been born in him that some time in the
fature he would like to return and make his
home here, where *amorous ocean wooed a
gracious land”—thbt when his fighting days
were over, and the retired list lengthened
by his name, it would be a pleasant thing to
have his final bivonac among the gallant foes
who had won his admiration by their daunt-
less manner of giving and taking blows,

The idea that any portion of his family
would be displeased by the realization of his
fancy, or feel themselves aggrieved by his
arrangements, never entered into the veter-
an’s calculations; he returned from the
South with his purchase made, and his mind
filled with anticipations of the joy the un-
lading of his precious honey would occasion
in the domestic hive, and when he was met
by the angry buzz of discontent instead of
the gentle hum of applause, his surprise was
great, and his indignation unbounded.

“What the devil are they grumbling
about ?” he demanded of his wife, ‘¢ Shir:
ley’s a fine plantation. The water is good,
the air superb ; there are excellent gardens
and first-rate oyster beds. The house is old-
fashioned, but it’s comfortable, and a little
money will make it more so. What's the
matter with them ?”

““The girls are young, Percival, ” explained
the mother, putting in a plea for the rebels.
“‘ They are used to society and admiration.
They don’t take interést in gardens and
oyster-beds yet ; they like variety and ex-
citement. The country is very dull.”

‘‘ Not at all dull,” contradicted the gen-
eral. ““ You talk as if I were requiring you
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on which the fingers of some
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r of separation.
The affair was managed gracefully, and
with due deference to the amenities.  There
was gossip, of course—there always is
ip—and public opinion was many sided.
ed around which played the M
gamut from infidelity to bank-
ruptey ; these lived their brief span, and
then gave place to other rumors,
unfounded, and therefore equally enj
The only fact authenticated was the fact of
separation, and the most lasting conclusion
arrived at in regard to the matter was that
it had been managed v

Mrs. Smith, who recognized the necessity
of the stronger element to
impart to social
1. Yes, I guess so,” replied her husband,
masculinity from over-associa-
palled on him ; “ there’s alwa
men about everywhere, except back in the
home villages in Maine—t| ey’re scarce
enough there, the Lord knows!
about in the little village near
Wintergreen, they call it.
young fellow attracted m
y ; he was sitting o
, down on the wharf, superintending
some negroes load a waggon, and I couldn’t
t it out of my head that I'd seen his face
He was tall, and fair, and had lost
I must have met him during the
lthough I'll be hanged if I

and in the envy of other
glided smoothly, gayl it, resting her arms on the
-sill, and gazed out over
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can place him.”

Mrs. Smith looked interested.
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¢ it’s a pity your memory is so
hy didn’t you “inquire his name of
ight have helped you to
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windows for a bra
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someone, that m
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living representatives—
who had " not changed her
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All three of the Masons hac
forms ; the father had been kil
e at Malvern Hill, the elder son had
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memory is excellent,” retorted the
shortly ; for a man must resent
such an insinuation even from the wife of his
‘ I've always been remarkable for
y strong and retentive memory,
y well—but it isn’t super
At the lowest
guess I've seen about a million men’s faces
in the course of my life, and it's ridiculous
to expect me to have ’

le, the younger,
those sad mem-
er-taste of war.,

as you know ver

em all sorted out, and
y mind like a picture catalogue.
memory is very fine.”

8. Smith recanted pleasantly.
husband’s memory was good, for hisage, she
was willing to admit, but it was not flawless,
About this young man, now, it seemed to
her that if she could remember him at all,
she could remember all about him.
hitches in recollection were provoking. It
would have been nice for the girls to find a
young man ready to their hands, bound to
courtesy by previous

and to which
looked, as a matter of course,
in this instance.

Of the two daughters, Grace h
fulfilled her destiny in true
fashion, by marrying a distant c
of her family, a"Mr. Royall (
had been a playmate of
whose plantation layin an
With praiseworth
Garnett was dup
placidity of her
tent to rule her
and minister to her
her energies to the

People wondered a little,
and then remembered. that the Thornes
were a Roman Catholic fai
cluded that the youn,

mily, and con-
g man had religious
With Mrs. Thorne the matter
was plain enough ; she had no reason, as
yet, sufficiently stron
absolute release, and
over Thorne’s income b
tion as his wife.

When his domestic affairs had reached a
crisis, Thorne had guietly disappeared for a
Year, during which time people only knew
that he was enjoying his recovered free-
dom in distant and liftle frequented places.
There were rumors of him i
in Siberia. At the expiration of
the year he returned to New York, and
place in society as though
nothing untoward had occurred. He lived
at his club, and no man or woman ever saw
him set foot within the
own house. Occasionall
stop the nurse in the park, and caress and
His life was that
gle man. In the society they both
frequented, he often encountered
8 behaved to her with scrupulous
oliteness, even with marked courtesy. If
e ever missed his home, or experienced
regret for his matrimonial failure,
the feeling hidden,
world an unmoved front.

In default of nearer ties, he made him-
self at home in his aunt’s house,
it as familiarly as he had done
before his marriage.
passionate nature, there
the love and admiration
women was a necessity to him. He could
to make women love
him, than the kingfisher can help thrustin
down his beak when the bright speckle
sides of his prey flash throug]
As he entered the room, after an absence
of weeks, with a smile and a pleasant word
ounger members of the
circle fell upon him clamorously; full of
themselves and their individual concerns.
Even Warner, in whose mind lurked a
jealousy of his cousin’s influence, forgot it
for the nonce, and was aseager to talk as
the rest. Nesbit found himself istening toa
demand for advice, an appeal for sympathy,
and a pean of congratulation, before he had
made his salutations, or gotten himself
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Having accepted ** Pocahontas ”
as the name by which their
they never swerved from it ;
its length and harshness and
y the discovery of historians that
8 i8 no name at all, but sin
pet sobriquet applicable to all Indi
whose signification is sc:
Historians might

Blanche looked up from her crewel sun-
wers with reviving interest, but Norma
walked over to the window, and stood
panes, and regarding the
passers with a lowering brow.

‘I wonder what Nesbit

k to his little son.

rest taint in their blo
took refuge in the s
toaca ” ; but not so t}

Thorne will think
she remarked, after an interval of
giving voice to the inwardness of

“He’ll hate it !” spoke Blanche, with
conviction; ‘“he’ll abho
I know he will.”
her sister’s lead,

r it, just as we do. and presented to the

Blanche always followed
and when Norma was
cross considered it her duty to be tearful.

She was only disagreeable now because
In his strong, almost

Percival, the youngest of the was one great

spoiled and lively Iad of 12
rospect of change was rapture,
t remark indignantly.
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Pocahontas followed

anything of the kind,”
Mason family with the u
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Grace trampled on ‘the protest : ““ Not
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1 wonder you should ob,
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ke him teach me how to shoot
—see if I don’t,” regarding his mother from
under his tawny &
cival’s nature was adventur.
he had red hair.

““ Nesbitt got back last night,” announced
Warner from his sofa beside the
“I saw him pass the house this
is now, coming up
If his opinion is a matter of
you can call him over and
makes any differ-

ing to tell him all

‘“ you talk as if the name
were a talisman ; as if virtues were trans-
Isn’t that silly 77

responded Grace promptly ;
ease to be ourselves after
still take interest in 'the
rld, in our families and de-
We may not be able actually to
transmit our virtues to them
guardian influence we can he

: Grace,” she saic §
‘““Hold on!” he. cried,

hand in protest. 1 talk at once.

ous and unruly ;
‘““unless we ¢
death, we must

His eye turned to his favorite, involin-
things of this wo

tarily, and an almost imperceptible bright-
eniné, a lifting of the clouds on tha
lady’s horizon began to take
answered his look, and (assisted by the
irrepressible Percival) unfolded to him the
Thorne, with good-humored
enthusiasm, threw himself into the scheme,
ronounced it delightful, and proceeded to
indulge in all manner of cheerful prognos-
Percival was enchanted, and,
himself close beside the arm of
chair, commenced a series of

morning. There he
, but surely by

Ip them imitate
ualities, Guardian angels
are a great deal nearer
Is, and [ believe the dear
Lord appoints them wherever he can ; and
if 80, why shouldn’t the good women who
are in heaven take inte
willbeartheir name?
and it must hurt them

such importance,
I don’t see that it x
ence what he thinks, my.
art of the sentence
eeded undertone.

pped sharply on the glass, and
to a gentleman on
pavement, her brow clearing.

of our own bloo¢

was muttered in an un- than outside an,

res in my baby who
It 8 their name still,
to see it soiled ; of

wer of generosity and self-sacrifice.
oor child ! “with Jim I could have trusted

her ; but she couldn’t love him, so there’s
nothing to be done.”

42 Wiy couldn’t she ?” demanded Berkelyy
argumentatively. ““ She’ll never do any

tter ; Jim’s a handsome fellow, as men go,
brave, honorable and sweet-tempered.
What more does she want ? It looks to me
like sheer perversity.”

““ It isn’t perversity, Berkely,” she said s
““ I hardly realize, myself, why the thing:
should have seemed so impossible. Isu E
having always regarded Jim as a kindly old
pPlaymate, and big, brotherly friend, the
1dea of associating sentiment with him
appeared absurd. Had they ever beem
separated the affair might have had a differ-
ent termination ; but tfxere has never beem
a break in their intercourse—Jim has always
been here, always the same. That
won’t do with a girl like Princess.

In the afternoon Pocahontas, roviding
providing herself with a book and a yly
colored fan, established herself comfortaﬁ!‘ in
the oldspilt-bottom rocking-chair in the dee;
shadow of the porch. She was thinking of
Jim, and feeling pitiful and sad over her old
friend who must break away from ever
home association, and far from kindred &ni
family, among strange faces and unfamiliar
surroundings, make for himself a new life.
She was sorry for Jim—grieved for his pain
in parting, for his disappointment in regard
to herselﬁ for her own inability to give
him the love he longed for. She would have
loved him had it en in her power ; she
honestly regretted that the calm, true,
sisterly affection she felt for him could not:

converted into something warmer. Her
friends wished it; his friends wished
it. It was the natural and pro-~
per thing to have happened, and yet
with her it had not happened.

Pocahantas, rising, advanced out of
the shadow to meet them—dJim Byrd, and a
tall, broad-shouldered man with a great
silky red beard, her brother-in-law, Mr.
Royall Garnett.

ocahontas mocked at Grace’s idea, but
it pleased her all the same, and nnconsci-
ously it influenced her more than s ¢ knew,
She loved the legends of her house, delighted
in the fact of descent from brave men and.
true women, The past held her more than
is common with the oung people of the
present day, and she sought out and
treasured all the records of tie SiXx women
Wwho had borne her name, from the swarthy
Indian princess down to the gentle gray-
haired lady who held the place of honor ati
the Lanarth breakfast table.

““Princess, ”said Mrs, Mason as she distri-
buted the sugarand cream, *“ I wish you’d ring
the bell. "Rachel must have breakfast:
ready by this time, and I hear Berkeley’s
step outside.”

Princess rang the bell quite meekly.
Aunt Rachael was an old family servant,
faithful, fat and important, and Aunt
Rachel hated to be hurried. She said “ it
pestered her, an’ made her spile the vittles.”
She answered promptly this time, however,
entering with the great waiter of hot, and
tasty fishes before the bell had ceased
its faint tintinnabulation, Berkeley, a tall,
fair man, whose right sleeve was fastened
against his breast, entered also.

“I saw Jim Byrd this morning,” he re-
marked as he seated himself, after the cus-
tomary greeting to his mother and sister.
‘““He c&lﬁad here on his way over to Ro
Garnett’s, where he was oing to bid gooc:{-
dye. I asked him in to reakfeast, but he
couldn’t stop ; said he had promised Grace
to take breakfeast with them. He has to
make a farewell tour, or old friends’ feeli
will be hurt. It’'s  rather uwufﬁ
and hard on Jim, but he couldn’t -
bear the thought of the neighbors feeling
slighted. I suggested & barbecue and a
stump speech and bow, but - the idea didn’t
seem to appeal to Jim. Poor old fellow !

“Coul(fn’t he contrive to hold Shirley,
rke ?” questioned Mrs, Mason, as she
passed his cup. ““He had retained posses-
sion 8o long, there must have been some
way to hol(% it altogether.”

*“ No ; the thing was impossible,” replied.
Berkeley ; ¢ the plantation was mort, ged
to the hub before Jim was %‘om.
The Byrds have been extravagant for
enerations, and a crash was inevitable,
Id Mr. Byrd could barely meet the
interest, even before the loss of Cousin
Mary’s money. During the last years of
his life some-of it was added to the princi-
gﬂ, which made it harder work for Jim.

ut for Jim’s management, and the fact
that the creditors all stood like a row of
blocks in which the fall of one would inevi-
tably touch off the whole line, things would
havefgone to smash long ago. Each man
was afraid to move in the matter, lest by sa

and crossing, in obedience

gayly in response,
entered the house fam

to her summons,
without ringing the bell.

CHAPTER II.

All turned expectantly toward the door,
using in their several occupations ; even
es were raised from his book,

pers, which lasted as long as
Norma’s brow cleared more and
more, and when Thorne declared his inten-
tion of paying them a long visit during
hunting season, she allowed a smile to
wreathe her full crimson lips, and snubbgd
poor little Blanche unmercifully for still
ry | daring to be lachrymose.

CHAPTER III.

Backward and forward, from pantry to
sideboard, from sideboard to china closet,
flitted Pocahontas Mason setting the table
Deftly she laid out the
pretty mats on the shinin,
ranged the old-fashioned :
saucers, and placed the plates and napkins.
She sang at her work in a low, clear voice,
more sweet than powerful, and all that her
hands found to do was done ra
skillfully, with firm,
and an absence of jar and clatter.
centre of the table stood a co; 2
wood pitcher, filled with geraniums and
roses, to which the girl’s fingers wandered
lovingly from time to time, in the effort to
coax each blossom into the position in which
it would' make the bravest show. )
corner, near the waiter, stood a housewifely
little basket of keys, through the handle of
which was thrust a fresh handkerchi

course they must take
angel, the child on earth who
should be my special charge.”
““Then, " according to your
Grace, six good women,

have baby and me in con
love of our ugly name,
and I don’t consider it orthsdox ; bu
pretty, and I like it.

bore my name !
| haven’t bothered Jim much outside of wring-
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nov holy angels,
stant keeping for
ciful, ' you know. Nina’s marriage last spring
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believe, Berkeley.
this summer and she
not tell me about it ;
I could guess pretty a
disappointment
remember when the
love each other first
Mary Mason and I w
well as cousins,
our children should marry.”
Berkeley knew that his mothe had wished
m to marry Belle or Susie, anl that this
Wwas not the first time that sh had been
disappointed in her desire for anther Byrd-
Had Temple ived,
e been his wife; the two
had been sweethearts from baby
ghed regretfull.
loved him n the way
e isa terrdle risk for
She is 0o straight-

but fron little things
ccuratel’. It's a great
y Mason persuaded Mr. Byrd into that specu-
hope thd they might
dawned m my mind.
ere warn friends, as
and it seemed 1atural that

He was a slender, d
nificent dark eyes, w
ression so enthralling
, criticism of the res
one.man in fifty

as to disarm, or accustomed touches,

could tell whether Nesbit
or the reverse—and
for women—ah, well ! they knew best what
years previous to the
bit Thorne then a
of Harvard, a
a man of whom
ings were predicted, whose name
mouths as that of a ma
on in any path of life he
made a hasty, ill-advised
marriage with a Miss Ethel

York belle of surpassing beaut;

this story, Nes
recent  graduate

leader in society, and
Byrd would havi

When all the arrangements about the
had been completed, Pocahontas
turned her attention to the room, giving
those manifold touches which, from a lad

she could have
we wish. Marriag,
a girl like her.

all to Selkirk on a ten acre island, instead
of going to one of the pleasantest and most

populoust counties 'in the oldest State !
in the Union. Mr. Byrd, the former | of social

owner of Shirley, told me that the neigh-
borhood was very thickly settled and

sociable. I counted five gentlemen’s houses ’
in sight myself. Southerners, as a rule, are ' A wife to sati
great visitors, and if the girls are lonely it 'emotionsl, unex
will be their own fault. They'll have as way to her in al
Nesbit Thorne, un:

much boating and dancing an tom-foolery

as is g:d for them.”
* there any young men ?” demanded come to gri

ngers, can make even a
gracious a.udI homel; - : S
ch with the Masons, and many duties. .
o, > delegated to servants now fell | 'oLy Peaceful life.
naturally to the daughter of the house. Per- |
was an improvement ;
Berkeley Mason, the young lady’s brother,
maintained that it was.

Having finished her work, Pocahontas
crossed the room to one of the tall, old-
: fashioned windows, and
i half-shut blinds, leiting a
and morning freshness into the room. Un-

A woman whose sole thought was
ighest conception of the
e was a constantly varied menu
excitement, and “whose noblest
Yy was compassed in
d house, sumptuous
and irreproachable toilets.
isfy any man who was un-
and prepared to give

forward, too
tolerant of everyday litt
She' has rown u
different from other girls ; sdfull of ideals
and romance ; she belo|
motives, to the last c
. this, if what I hear
" hearted and has a
tion, but she is sel
hard upon occasion.
weak or wicked hand;
inflict untold suffi

enes, to have a
80 tinued to feel regret that Mr. Byrd had

1 ngs, in thought and
having a well ordere: ent%;y ruher%han to

haps the chan
entertainments, 2 -3

If she shuld fall into

ushed open the s she wold both en-

ortunately, was none U
ood of sunshine

and so his married life had
The first few months were

doing he should invite his own creditors to
come down on him. Until latel they

get. While his sisters were single, he was
obliged to keep a home together for them,

removed that responsibility, and I reckon.
1t;’s a relief to Jim to relinquish the strug-
e.”

““ What a pity old Mr. Byrd persuaded.
Mary to sell ouf her bonds, and invest the
money in tobacco during the war ob-
served Mrs. Mason, regret; ully.  “ It would
have been something for the children if she
had kept the bonds. It was bad that those
great warehouses, full of tobacco, belongi
to the Byrds and Masons were bu;
in Richmond at the evacuation. Charlie

Iation, and although Charlie is my own
cousin and Mary’s rother, I must admif
that he did wrong. Your father always
disapproved of the sale of thoge bonds.”

“The speculation was a ood one, and
would have paid splendidly had events
arranged themselves differently ; even at
the worst no one could foresee the burning
of Richmond. (Cousin Mary’s mon
couldn’t have freed Shirley, but if
things had gone well with the ven-
ture  that tobacco would have done
80, and left a handsome surplus,
Charlie Mason is a man of fine . judgment,
and that he failed that time was through
no fault of his. It was the fortunes of war.”

Mrs. Mason sighed and dropped the
subject. She was unconvinced, and com-

been allowed to work his speculative will
with his wife’s little trimony. It would
have been a serviceable nest-egg for the
children, and a help to Jim in his long
struggle.

Pocahontas helped herself to hot waffles,
and sugared them with a liberal hand.

“ Dear old Jim,” ghe said, calmly, “ [
wish he had come in ; you should have in-
sisted, Berkeley. It's cruel for him to have




