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HOME AT LAST.

Mr. K. 8. Chilton, United States Consul at
Godericl, Oint., who wrote the original inserip-
tion for the wonument placed on the grave of
John Howard Payne, at Tunis, read the follow.
ing beautiful lines at the final interment of the
suthor of “Home, Sweet Home,” at Qak Hill
Cemetery, Washington, recently :

The exile hsth returned, snd now at last
Iu kindred varth his sshes shall repose.
Fit recotpense for all his weary past
That herw the »eene should elose—the drams close.

flere, where hig own loved skies o’erarch the sput:
And where tamiliar trees their branches wave :

Where the dear hame-born lowers he ne'er forgot
Shail blovin, and shed their dews upon his grave.

Wiil not the woad-thrush, pausing in ber tlight,
Carvl mope sweetly o’er this place of rest?
Here Linger longest in the tading light,
Before she seeks her sclitary nest?

Not hix lofty Iyre, but one whoese strings .
Were vently toached to svathe our human kind.—
Like the mysterions harp that softly sings,
~Nwept by the unseen fingets of the wind.

The howne-vick wanderer in a distant land,
Liztening his soul hath known a double bliss <

Felt the warm pressure ob a father's hand,
Atd, seal of seals ! a mother's sseved Kiss,

In buwble cottage, as in hall of state,
His truant tuney pever ceased to roam,
ter Luckward years, and—ireny of fate !—
h 1o Lo suny whe pever Tound s home !

Nut even i deatk, peor wanderer, till now :
Fuor long his ashes slept in alien soil.

Wil they nat thrll to-day, as round his brow
A Stting wreath is twined with loving toil”

Honar and praise be his whose generous hand
Brought the sad exile back, no more to roam
Back 1 the besow uf his own loved Jand—
Buvk to his kindred triends, his wwn “ Sweet

ey

Huane !

A TRAGEDY IN A PRIVATE
LIFE.

EY NEL P. MAH.

——
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1i the old adage, ** Happy is the bride the
sin shines on” were a sure axiom, then Hetty

Meredith’s married life was destined to be happy
one : for no brighter day, no wore brilliant sun-
shive, no balmier zephyrs had ever been, then
shed lustre op, and refreshed, and tinged with
a brighter #lush the delicately tinted cheeks of
tiide and bridemaids on Hetty Meredith's
wedding day.

Yet she unsubstantial pronuise of the sunshine
wus not the only voucher for the future. The
watch, the village gossips said, was a true love
mwateh. A handsomer couple had never—szo all
eye witpesses averred—crossed the threshold, or
passed the porch, of the quaint little church at
Hamblemeer. With heslth and beauty, with
hope, and pluck, and the strength of unity,
with youth and good prospects, with the love,
and esteem, and good wishes of all who knew
them, what might not this young couple accom-
plish. There was not a cloud, no, not so large
as a muu’s hand, upen the horizon of their new
life.

So said, in other words, the village gossipa.
So thought, each after his fashion, but still
arriving at the same idea, the venerable grey-
Leards who doffed their hats with muttered
blessiugs © so thought the envious maidens who
gszed, with a jealous awe, upon the bride : so
thought the voung men who wished they stond
in  the bridegroony’s shoes that day, that his
chunces were theirs, always provided, however,
that their especial brides elect wore the satin
slipners of the bride : o thought too, the happy
wives and husbands, who realised how much
happier still their lives might be if they might
change their toilful lot for the smooth path of
those they gazed upon: so thought, even, the
wives xnd husbands who were nat happy, for, if
they had not drawn prizes in the lottery that
was o reason why others should draw blanks.

Even the children locked on with wondering
envy. ** When we are big enough we will be
married too,” said they.

it is a mersciful thing that we cannot, a3 we
all have, daubtless, sometime longed to do,
withdraw the curtain from the future. It was
un especially merciful thing that Hetty could
pot, oa that day, lift the veil that shadowed
with mystery the coming years. Could she have
done o, could she have known how fulse the
omen of the sunshine, how illusive herhopes,
how unworthy of her trust the man to whom she
clung with all the confidence of & bright inno-
cent nature : she would have Jost twelve whole
months of happiness—the one sweet oasis in the
desert of her life which was all she would have
to repay her for the lonely years of her child-
hood—for the more terrible misery of after
years,

If yon please, reader, we will not anticipate
either. Let uy, in imagination, enjoy the ex.
hilarating saushine, let us join ia the aniversal

gaiely, let us giggle with the Lridemaide, laugh
with the guests, sympathize with the radiant
happiness of the bride, share the pride which
the hridegroomn, in a woving speech, declared he
feelt at possessing sach grace, and beauty, and
worth ; let us participate in the merry jests, the
tempting delicacies, the foaming champagne of
the wedding breakfast; and let us even, in
wilfal ignorance of the terrible future, fling the

traditional old shoe ofter the carriage of the
departing pair, as they start for Germany, and
wish them luck.

.

It is a pretty fable that teaches that every
ove of us in atterded by his good and bad angel,
by a guardian spirit and 2 demon, who are for
ever at war, When we do right our good angel
conquers ; when we sin, the bad spirit has won
the day, aud wasserts, in trimmph, his baneful
inflaence.

Sometimes incidents in real life bring this
fable vividly home to us.

Hetty, Harry Burton told himself, was his
guardian angel.  Cora Roseukranz he felt to be
his evil genins.

The two women were as different in their ox.
ternal types a8 in their inward natures.  Hetty
was bright, golden haired, blue eved, simple in
her tastes : innocent, pure, confiding : so s‘ight,
so unearthly, so ethereal, that had she suddealy
been discovered to possess a pair of snowy
pinions, 1 doubt if the world would have mar-
velled greatly. Cora’s beauty, on the other
hand, was intensely of the earth, earthly. it
was terrible iu its power, fascinating, irresisti-
ble. She was a large, pale woman, with a com-
plexion like marble, with eves like basilisks,
and a form like the work of a classic seulptor.
Her bhair, which writhed sud twisted in great,
glistening, serpent like Tresses, was intensely-—
as everything about this woman was intense—
dark as with the blackness of night. Those who
loved her were never made happy by her love :
there was something so enslaving in the passion
she aroused, that they trembled even as they
worshipped. Her costume was costly even to
extravaguuce : her jewels, heavy, large, and
dazzling. Her manner commanding and full of
queenly grace—her language wit, satire, cyni-
cisr,

When Hetty and Cora Rosenkranz first met,
Hetty felt an instinctive antipathy to this wo.
man : but it was only the instinctive antipathy
of an uncengenial natare; she did not then
dread her as a rival. 1 suppose that, having
implicit trust in her husband, and judging his
nature by her own, nay, having always looked
up to himn as possessing a nobler nature than she
possessed, in which her wesk virtues were
strengthened by a masculine strength, she may
have thought that he would have telt a repug-
pance much greater thun her owu.  Pesides,
Cora was a married woman, aud the idea that a
married woman could seek to captivate any one
but her hushand, never entered the inunocent
child’s head ; for Hetty was but an innocent
child, she had not vet reached her twentieth
year, and had been Harry’s bride barely six
months.

It was not uutil months atterwanly, nutil
after a little one had been born to them, which,
bad it lived, might possibly have arrived to
divert her thoughts fromn her terrible agony and
hase averted, or at least have alleviuted the
horrible doom which awaited her, that she be-
came sensible that her husbagd's manner was
changed towards her @ that his smile was less
bright, bis gaze less ford.  And the poor child
thought that the fault must be her owyn aud
vexed herself to find out wherein she could have
offended : and, recognising no change, Ler life
becume a burden and a misery,

‘“ Cora," said Harry Burton, ae the pair wan.
dered throngh the grounds of the ancient schiusy
by the river's side, where the light fell chequer.
ed across their path through the toliage of the
grand old trees : while the white swans crowded
to the ruch fringed vdye of the stremm, expeetant
of a boortfin}l shower of dainty crumbs o
wheaten bread, which they were not, buwever,
destined to receive, for kindne:s to dunb erea.
tures Wuy not oue of the weakuesers of Cory's
nature. *Cora, yun and Hetty between you
are making my life u misery to me.”

** Pray,” retarned  the enchantress, with a
flash of her great eyes, ** which is it, lor Hetty,
that makes you miserable? [ was not aware,"”
she continued with a passienate glauce, * thut
my companionship was 30 unatiractive as to
afflict people with enuni.”

1 am not tired of your society,” he suid,
nor are your charms one whit less powerful in
their magnetisin.  But my wife is wasting away
before my eves, and you are responsible for the
neglect that is killing her

*Of course,” she cried, * throw all the Llame
on my shoulders. What a baby this wife of
yours must be.  Does she expect you to te tied
to her apron striigs every moment of the
day 1”

** You must remember,” e said, “ that she
is little more than a child, uod as ignorant of
the world as if she were a child indeed. [ can-
not live hiere and see her miserable. | cannot
live this acted lie from day to day. 1 cannot
enll up the old bright smile to my false lips, |
cannot school my false tongue to utter the old
affectionate words, And the poor child wonders
at my coldness, at my preoccupation, and vexes
herself to discover rotne fault in her own con-
duct, to win me back with a more complete de-
votion. Oh, it i« pitilul to see her hide her
misery under u false aud ghastly gaiety, Iu a
word it is more thon | ean bear. Cors, will you
fly with me? You have told me a thonsand
thnes how distasterunl 1o you isyaur home where
you are domned tothe importunities of a grey
Learded bookworm wham yon connot love,  Let
us seek some other land, where, fur from al)l who
kuow us, we may find s peaceful refuge:
where——""
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4 Pshaw 1" she eried, ** you are talking non-
sense, child. Why shonld we create a seandal )
Wae are happy here. | have a rich husband who
Joads ma with jewels and is too blind to notice
my little amusements.  Why should 1 leave a
comfortable home to share with you a hut and
your heart ¥’ sheo laughed. ** Such romantic
folly iy very pretty in story books, it will not
wash in real life,” Why should we maks fools
uf ourselves, and bLlazon our fully to the world 1

“For my sake, for my wife's sake——" he
began.

Corn smiled a cruel smile.

“ Faugh ! she thought, * what is she to
me ! The baby faced, thin blooded doll. What
can men see in these wilk aud watery women?”
But she ouly said, **1 think you men are all
like great children., Have you no patience, no
tnet ! Is ot my love worth some small saerifice
to vou? If vou love me as 1 deserve to be loved
vour wife can be nothing to you: but for forin's
sake you shonld bear with her, humor her, let
her perceive no difference in you. Surely you
have sutlicient talent for that, clumsy one "'

They had wandered from the public path lest
some chance passenger might recognize them,
They stood bieneath thearching boughs as Adam
might have stood with Eve in Pamdise, alone
with Nature. But haw freely had these two
#aten of the tree of Knowledge !

There was a rustle in the bushes, ** Hist®
did you hear that,” cried Burton. ** We ure
watched.”

“Nousense ! Ttwas a bird thi. sought ity
nest: a snake moving in the withered grass. 0
vou timid boy ! she cried, taking his head be-
tween her two hands, looking into his eyes from
the dark, passionate dreamy depths of hers,
drawing dowun his lips to hers, and kissing
him ax npo other woman had ever yet ki8583
him, and as she ay yet had kissed no other
man. ¢ Cannot even such a love as mine raise
you above these weak fears

1.

It is proverbial that the last cars which scan-
dal reaches, are the ears of those whom it con-
cerns. But it does reach even theirs sometimes.

That day Kammerherr Kosenkranz called his
voung wife to his study, and put into her hands
an anonymous letter.

** Read that,”’ he said, T need not tell vou
that { do not believe one word of it, and that,
if I diseover the suthor, he shall not go unpu-
nished."

Cora's lip surled.  Believe it " she cried.
‘“1 do not fear that it should gain ecredence,
All who know the discrimination of my own
dear Kammerherr must be assured that be wonld
not matry a wife on whose virtue he could not
rely "

*My beart ! said the grey haired child,
glaring beniguly on bis beautiful wife through
his glusses, ** 1 do rely upou ber virtue, most
implicitly.”

She rewarded him with & kiss upon his
wrinkled forchead, aud left the room — raging.

“Hurry is right,” she muttered, ** To stay
Leve sy subjrct us to  endless anpoyunes,
Ferhaps, poverty and puace sy be best after
sll. At any rate stis worth trying.”  Aud she
roight an interview with her lover,

* Harry,” she said, **1 have chinoged my
mind. I sm a ~onvert to your view of the
question. 1 meekly subunr, in deference to
your better jndgement, to share 2 hut and your
fieurt,  There 15 bat oue bur,'* she sueered,
** where are the funds **

** Never fear,” he satd, **buat [ will tind
thets.  Arve you siucere in vour decision, will
sou be true to the barguin *°

** As tiae ns steel,’” she said.

V.

ObeiKasserer Lindort! was the son of a \lep
wanh father wind an Buglish wother, and owed
his position to the influenes of Ly maternal
uncle who was eugineer-in-chiel of an Enghsh
company engaged in building o system of nal-
wayy tof the German government.  Harry Bar.
ton wus lix assistant and secretary.

Oberkasserer Lindorfl' waid that *“building
railways broadened o man'’s 1deas — he got used
to doing thiugs on a large seale.”  Aud as if in
the eudeavor to illusirate thiy truth, he certainly
did evervthing on uy large o r¢ale as possible,
Physically, he was on o lurge seule himself, o
corpntent giant.  His clothes were made on a
lurge seole snid hang lovsely on his Brobdigna-
gian frame. Tt is remarkable,” said his talor,
* what n monstrons quantity of cloth it takes to
meke « suit for the Herr Oberkasserer.” e
drank wine on a large scule, he ate on s luge
geale, he smoked on a large scale, and, empha-
tically, he swore on u large veale,

Oberkasgerer Lindorfl sat in his arm chair,
(which was of necessity on o large scale to admit
him), opening his worning correspondence,
Trademen’s ueeonnts, invoices, bills of lading,
tenders for the supply of muterial, applications
for situntions, soon scattered his desk in most
approved confusion.

*Abl, hee,” cried the Oberkasserer at length
—he prided  bimself on his imiation  of the
English menner and the facility with which he
adopted the Eaglish idiom — ** iy what imme-
distely must to-beseen to, Burtou, my jolly-
guod-tellow, you will take, when you will be wo
good, ten thonsund thualers trom silver, and live
thousand from bank notes, and drive with them
w & Sireschke o the post oflice, and to-send
them the cushier at Kleinstadt, Lack-bringing
me ope receipt.”

““Would it not be better, sir,” suggested
Harry, “to send the larger amount in bank
notes, reserving our silver for the more remote
districts, where change is less ensily proen.
rable 1"

“You have right, belove Burtou, vou have
right 1" exclaimed the chief cashier. ** You will
take, then, from the bank note, ten thousand,
und from the silver, five : and you will write
for me une letter to that purpoese, which 1 shall
sign.”

Jurton seized n quill, and wrote—

‘¢ Mr. Smith,
o Kleinstadt,
** Dyear Sir,—Herewith please fiud,

Bills, 10.000 thes,
Silver, 5,000
15,000 thalers,

** Yaour receipt for which on account of works
will oblige.”

He theu handed the concise epistle to Lin-
dotif, who scrawled, on as large a scale as the
space allowed him permitted — for Harry, iu
deference to the Germau proclivity for titles,
had duly circumscribed the spree by the addi-
tion of his oflicisl rank — hin signature, Alfred
Lindort!, at the foot of the page, nnd the docu.
ment wus complete.

Then Harry, calling the messenger, seot for a
cab, in which five bags, each containing one
thousand thalers, were duly deposited.  The
ten thousand in bills, together with the letter,
being entrusted to the safe keeping of a huge
official envelope, and thrust into the depths of
Harry’s breast pocket.

Slam  went the door of the vehicle, ceack
went the whip, and Burton was whirled rapidly
to the post office, which was in the same build-
ing as the railway terininus,

A tremendous increase of pace, resulting in o
sudden a pull up that Harry. grazed his nore
sgainst the frame of the front windows, and a
crack of the whip that resembled the report of
a pistol, announced his arrival at the office of
the Roynl-lmperial post.

The driver opened the door with a flourish,
snd  Burton, leaping out, presented his pale,
melancholy, anxtous, yet withal handsome face,
and a highly flavored La Putria at the swmall,
square orifice, which the mising of a glass al-
lowed for the transaction of business with the
blue nnimfcrmed oflicials within.

**Ah ! good morning, Max,” he cried, recog-
nising the compsnion of a receut evening st
bassztte, **1 have not a very large consign-
ntent,’* he continued, in reference to the heavy
bags the cabmanu was busily depositing in the
sacred precinets, ' to entrust to you to-day.
thnly five thousand to enable Smith to hold on
til} we can send him more.”’

And as Max turned to the right aboat to veri-
fy the amount by the bags, Burton’s lean hand
stale out of the tolds of hux lnveruess cape, and
clutching between two white and taper fogers
a couple of the printed receipt-forms which de-
pended from a string incauticusly neur the little
confessional like window, hastily resumed its
place beneath the heavy tolds of the cloak.

Huving daly counted the five bags, and noted
thut the labels intimated their contents to tw
one thousand thalers each, Max turned agaiu
towanis his visitor, detached trom its fyle and
wade out the ususl receipt, and handivg the
same to Burton, parted with him with a joke
un the good fortuue of their last attempt to win
the siniles of the tickle goddess.

Then Burton, saying to the man who stood
at the door of the Droschke respectfully await-
tug his orders,  ** Drive me back to the otfice.
Your horse looks a little blown from coming up
the bl ;) you veed'u’t hurry,” resumad his seat
in the vehicle,

As the drver turned into a narrow by street
used by few psssengers, und on one side of which
was a high dead wall, Burton drew forth the
black receipt foruss which he had stolen, took
from his pocket a sinall travelling iakstand, and
pressing the slide which produced « pen frow
hiy silver peucil case, trace carefully, by placing
the blank over the receipt which had beeu tillea
up vy Max, upon the window of the cab, the
signature of the post clerk.

He had arrivea successfully at the penultimate
letter, when 4 severe jolt, caused by a hiatus in
the paving stones, made the clever forgery ter-
winate in w series of 1legible bieroglyphics.

“ Curse the Inek 1" eried Bacton, but he had
uo calse o repent Lhe expletive, for a heavy
wagon standing  ut the door ot u warehouse-
blocked the way, sud, duriug the stoppage ue,
cessary for its removal, he had suificient time
to muke a clever copy of Max. Bjovnsen's auto-
graph upon the second blank with which he had
tortunately provided himself.

The figures were of less moment. He could
immiate them easily, with suflicient accaracy to
dety datection.

Chuckling to himself he closed his inkstand
und pencil-case, and luid the receipt upon the
opposite seat to diy.

In high spirits he rewarded the Jehu with o
liberality that nstonished that phlegmatic per-
sonage, entered the office whisthing, deposited
the two receipts upon the fyle upon the chief
cashier’s dusk, aund, resuming his own seat, pro-
verded  as coufly  with the day's routue, us
though no ten thousand thalers of stolen inoney
lurked 1o the breast pocket of his eminently
respectable broadeloth cont.

‘I'uwards evening, howsver, he complained of
feecling unwell, and his last wonls to Lindorff
were :—




