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MINE SHILDREN.
0%, dose shiliren, dese shildren. dey bodher mine

ile!
Vhy don't doy keep guiat, like iretchon, mine vife?
Vot makes dem so shoek fool off miachief, 1 vunder,
A-shumping der room roumit mit noises fike dunder ?
Hear dot! Vasdere anyding make sooch n noiss
As Herman and Utto, miue two fevdie poys?

Ven 1 duke oup mine pipe for & goot qviet shmmoke,
Dey crawl me all ofer, und dink id a shoke

To g drov mine bockets to seq vot dey tind,

Und if mit der Iateh-key my vatch dey can vind.
id 1akes semeding wmore as dheir tader and moder
To qviet dut Mo andd his leedie broder.

Dey shtub ondt dheir boots, und vear boles in der
knees

O dheir drousers. and shtockings, and sooch dings
asdacse,

1 dink if dot Cresua vas lifing to-tay, .

Dase poyz make more bills as dot Kaiser could pay ;

1 find me qvick vadt dot some riches daxe vings,

Ven exch guaple u tays 1 must buy dem new dings,

1 pring dose two shafers some toys efry tay,

Pecsuse ” Shonny Schwartz bas svoch hice dings,”
Jey say.

* Und Shonny Schwartz, barenta vus pooreras ve'' —

Dot’s vol der youns rashkells vas saying to me.

Dot olir Sauta Klaus mit 1 shleigh tool off toys

Don’d oif sadistaciivns tu doss greedy poya.

Doy kivk der eiothes off ven ashleep iu dheir pred,

Und vet so mguch croup dot dey alwosdt vasdead;

tiudt ud don'd make no tiderent : betore id vas fight

Dey vas oup in der morning mit hiflows to fight.

I ainX id vas baddher youdon’d g0t some ears

Ve dey blay “ Holdt der Fort,” und den gif dree
CDeers.

Oq, lai';.-:: shildren, «ese abildren, dey boddhier mine
el

Budt shtap shust s Teedle. [ Gretehen. miine vife,

U io<e leedle shibirver dey don’d been sronnd,

Uz d ali drow der Bouse dere vas pefer a sonnd—

Vell, pors, vy vou baok oup dat vay mit surbrise ?

1 suess Joy soe tears in dheir oldt fader’s eyes.

Ciantrs FoLney Avavs,

AN ANTIOUL,

A guaing snanvepillared, shadowy room @ A

ronm predigally full of the much sought-for and
highiv rreaaured Landiwork of a bygone age—
hers, « curiously-fashioned sconece, its candles
muitipiied again and azain by the reflections of
the hiv polisped silver; there, a slender
spindle-legped tabie ; in one nook a wonderfully
carved cabinet, Llack with age; in auother cor-
21 A heavily Lanpd and clasped chest; arid
re, banging from the low walls, leaning
Huted pillars, shining ont in contrast
to the dusky wainut of the doors and casings,
otjects worth to-day almost their weight in gold.
Over und above ail these was an air, a stiffness
aad precise armangement that told as plainly as
any word could teii that this was uot oune of the
many moiern antique parlors. There was a lack
-of the striviug to give prominence to the old
furnitore, and, perhaps, a Jack of the graceful
adiustment, the itting and dove-tailing of har-
mounious objects, that truly distingunished this
rcowmn from its latter-day coples.

Nearone of the low windows sat a ladv, her
Lands busy with the darning of a bit of fine
binen-damask, filling up the torn, ragged space
with work intricate as lace embroidery: her
subdaed, faded, yet pleasant face; her quiet
mapzer; all the varying details of her plain
Gress it as perfect hurmony with the surrcund.
ings as was thelittie, old piane, with itx three
cetaves of vellow kevy, its odd rosettes of colored
r:bvon, narrow  music drawers and sliding
brackets; or the longz, narrow, thrice-divided
mirror, in its tarnizhed gilt frame, that bung
abosea the mantel,

Mistress and reom were like the embodiment
of some old painting, hke the refics of pasr,
forgatten vears——vetitable antiques, each of
them.

‘In apite of the delicacy of her work, Miss
Lizaford’s thoughts were not all centred on the
damaged linen. s she sat drawing her nsedle
in and ouf, backward and forward, her mind
was yrappling with o much more puzziing pro-
biem than the mere uniting of the severed
threads. It seewed to ber oft times as though
si» had been dropped out of the pressing

uman throog for a while—zs though, while
otiess had hastened on physically and mentally,
she had been held back, and upon her attempt-
ing to rejoin ber kind, she sa% them on heights
far above her, their actions, motives, feelings,
all strange to her, their thoughts not as her
thoayhts.

Some lives comue tobe so! Adverse circum.
stance serves to held them in check, to dwarf
and stunt them for s time, Whep, at last, they
are {reed, they find others so far in advance, the
warld yo full of new minds, new thoughts, new
inventions, that it is to them like the awakening
into a new sphere, .

Trouble such as darkens . but few homes had
come to Miss Prudence in her girlhood—trouble
pow happily over and laid away for ever. Only
an upper chamber in the Beauford mansion, its
dvors carefully closed and bolted against prying
eves and gossiping tongues ; a room with guard-
el tireplace, barred windows and padded walls
left of it ail; a room filled with the childish
work and fancies of an only sister, whose mind
kad become dim and confused over the sudden
loss of both father aud husbapd, who found no
comfort in the baby boy left to her alone now,
but from the deep brooding sorrow of the first
days of her loss, changed suddenly to s gayety

and lightness that alarmed bher sister far more
than the morhid grisf.

‘ Her mind is quite unhinged,” said the
physician Prue had summoued hastily: ‘¢ She

may overcome it, hut we can’t tell,” witha
doleful shake of bis head.

** She won't—she can't —she needn’t be sent
away anywhere " Prudence had gaaped, her eyes
wild with this new terror fallen upon her so soon
after her loss.

¢ Not if you ean care for her here,” was the
reply. **She will never be violent, I think, but
she will need constant eare and watehing.  You
are young, and here alone——"

*“ | have the servauts,” the girl had inter-
rupted. ¢ | think | can do all necessary,”” and
she had folded away all her gitlhood’s hopes and
dreams with her bright dresscs and trinkets, and
had devoted herself to this sister——uever violent,
as the physician had foretold, but peevish, mis-
chievous, unreasoning, harder to manage than
the young child to whose ways she had return.-
ed, inasmuch as her strength was that of the
WOowAD.

For twenty-five vears Prudence had led this
life, never off guard, ever on the alert, her heart
and mind buried in the one house. Friends had
slipped away unintentionally but inevitably. All
outside her home was to hera blank. Between
herself and the world lay a chasm only partly
bridged over by the nephew-—-sent successively
to school, college aud abroad—whao, with the in-
stinctive dislike for the abuormal ssen in all the
voung, came seldom, as seldom as possible, into
the preserce of a mother who never knew him
as her son, whe came with her gry hair and
wrinkled face to show him her toys and other
caprices.

When all 'was over, when the bolt had at last
besn drawn on the my - d and guarded chamber.,
with its fantastic furnishiugs, when all farther
negeszity for the alinost entire seclusion was
over, Miss Prudence had found herself lossed,
free, but with empty hands and a purposeless
existence.

Gradually she kad been drawn towards her
nephew, whose outgoings and incomings still
made the old mansion less drearisome. He had
grewn 10 man's estate now, aund his enthusi.
asms and ambitions brought back to her some of
her own veouthful dreams. 1o the passing of a
fow months she had uncousciously beyan to
tdotize him, 1o make him the centre of her uni-
verse round which all elss must revolve. Al
her resources of honored name and vast wealth
were at his command—

A e beside were to her but shudows,”

She ifeved him almost as a young girl her first :

lover.

And he!

Well, he liked, now that that other horrible
presence Itd left the house, to go to his aunt to
read her admiration in her withered, faded, face,
to hear her quaint, old-tim: opinlons ol men
and things. For there wus o child.like belief in
the purity aud incorruptibility of maukind, an

unquestioning faith in the morality of, at leart,

the higher classes, still living in Miss Prue’s un-
worldly mind, that her lack of experience liad
served obly to foster. To the skeptic hurling his
shafts of ridicule against the so-styled ** fuble,”
the superstition that has ontlived all else, and
urgivg upou her his own clever theory of a
chance creation, a chance Creator, she would
have repited with the homely farmer:

“Jr must take a powerful amount of believing
1o believe that”

It i3 even passible that <he clang to the
Mosaic testimony as to the formation of the
world, ~he was so Yar behind the specuiations of
modere minds,

So she lived on her simple life fora year or
two, only varying its mionotony to open herold,
tender heart andarms wide enongh to hold the
girl of her nephew’s choice, and to dream loving
dreams of their future together in the deep
sha-dows of her parlor.

“Only a few more months to wait,” she said ;

to herself, **and her boy would bring howe his
wife. She would have a companion in the soli-
tude of her almost friendless state.  Once again
she would be one of a happy home nest.”’

It was now the Hpring before oue of the hot, !

political contests that rack and wring our country

to the heart-core. The hum of excitement, the

jangle of party weapons was already in the air.
Candidates ltor oifice were smiling upon their
friends, and flinging calumny at their opposers.
Caucuses of three and four were to be seen at
every street corner, post-oilice and saloon. Each
man throughout the State talked, acted, ay,
perhaps, even thought his opinion worth sume-
thing in the formation of the party ticket : while
the two or three who move the vast machinery
were closeted together, weighing this name and
that name in the balance of public favor.

QOue space was still vacant on the list—an im-

rtant post seemed to e begging for a name,

he wise heads puzzied their minds in vaiu for

a time, until one at last suggested, cautiously,
and with apparent hesitation, the young lawyer,
Benuford Percy. o

*“ Yes, he's younge'i know,” hereplied to the
surprised ohjections of his colleagues. ** He's
young, but he’s smart, and he's got the energy
to fight it through, He has Percy grit aund
cleverness, and Beauford money to back him.
He would come out ahead of bis ticket, I feel
confident. Iis age is nothing ugainst him,
afterall.” People get tired of voting grayheads
into office, and a young name like this will belp
u”'ll .

Su it bad been suggested to him quietly and
privately that his name would be brought bLefore
the convention as n candidate, unless he should
find some reason for preventing the actiovn,

The young man had goue home that evening,

his brain in a whirl, his heart throbbing, his

whole hearing showing iutense excitement. leo
found his fanede with his aunt, for she had fallen
into the habit of spending her holidays and
half-holidays of release from the treadmill
drudgery of a teacher's lite in the secluded,
quiet nook that was to be to her a future home,
listening to the peaceful words of Aunt Prue,
and watching the heavy hands of the old clock
as they dragged round to the hour of Beauford’s
home-coming, und placing an arm nbout the
shoulders of each, he told them the important
tidings. .

Neither betrayed wuch surprise.  They both
loved and adwmired him, so that they considered
the best gift, the highest honor the nation could
bestow, none too great for him.

All-that evening they spent in happy plan.
ning. Tne two women utterly blind, entirely
ignoring the fact of a possibility of defeat—
laughing the young man's doubts sud fears to
scorn in their loving pride.

The spring and summer mounths had now gone
by, aud, as Miss DPrudence sat drawing her
needle in and out of the meshes of her fine work,
her thoughts were busy with this one angrossing
theme.

A new furrow of care had marked its way on
her forehead ; thete was a puzzled, vncompre-
hending look in her eyes. She could not un-
darstand the passing events, Her nephew away
from week to week, only coming now and then
to recruit for a day or two, his manner changed
from its old careless lightness to a worried, ner-
vouns irritability, all his former feankness re-
placed by a moandy =ecrecy.

Honors were dearly bought that cost so many
unhappy days, so many sleepless vights, she
thought.

Ax the time of election drew near, & great feur
grew upon her.  Hints began to reach her, dark
stories seemed hovering in the air. She could
no longer sit quietly at her darning.  Her ane
wish now was that all might be over, that they,
she, her nephew and the girl so soon to be her
nicee, might return to the o'd, guirt, pleasant
days of the spring.  The jostling and crowding
of her confused thoughts seemed wearing away
her strength ; she was totally untit for the glare
and excitement around her.

It lacked but & week of the tmportant day,
and, as the lonely woman wandered about her
gloomy ouse, restlessly busving herself, now in
one spot and pow in another, her mind on her
nephew whom she had notnow s2en fora month,
and the one girl fiiend who had scewingly de-
serted hor for a longer tiwe than that, sighing,
wishing, lovging for rest again, a paper was
brought her.

She took it wonderingly, and glanerd in half-
frightened curiosity at the still demp sheets.
Unti) recently she had seldom cared 1o see the
comments and criticisms of the ubiquitous ol-
umnns; now she read each day o ‘}mrty paper,
carefully preserving such as praised and lauded
! ler nephew, glowing over {the many compliments
- paid him, smiling at the sly hits at the weak

spots in the armor of the oppasition, seeing
" éverywhere the certainty of their swn succesy.
¢ Her hands tremblad as she held the nnknown
"tidings ; she sat downu feeling a kind of pre-
monition of what was to coms,
Suddenly her eyes lighted on a familiar
" name !
. A moement more and the letters were dancing
“up aud down before her eyes, « great throe of
chilling puin swept over her.
Beatford Yercy in clear, distinetl type—her

‘eauford, sceused of bribery and corruption !t OF

buying vote after vote with his aunt’s zold, and

of paying fur influence and favor with his own

honer. O breaking his plighted Taith to wecure

the service of a wealthy, important man, a ne-

cessaty factor (o insure success through his
, pledges aud promises to the daughter,

It was a cummon enough story.  Any expe.
dient has come to be regarded ax at leant only
questionable if it gain the end in view. The
world is no longer held in the leading.strings of
strict morality and probity; it had advanced
beyond that—only Miss Prudence had been left
behind —-and to hier couscience, ta her ideas, the
word ‘¢ disgrace ” was stamped irrevocably on
! the old name that her nephew bore.

[ *“Ifit be true—if it be true " she kept mur-
i muring to hersell,  as she rocked slowly back
_aud forth, her temples aching, her worn fingers
| moving restlessly about.
| Yot the loss of the money she cared but little,
Al that was here would belong to him some day
!—belonged to him now, it it'nesd be. But to
, ase it for such a purpose, and above all to par-
; vert even the tenderest, most sacred feelings to
this cause, to betray the girl that hud loved and
! trusted him so, it must be a mistake.

All that dey the woman strove to fight away
the trouble that had encircled her; all that
night she lay in restless agony rebelling against
j the unkind destiny that claimed her.  She had
i had so little experieuce, was vo unversed in the
| ways and wiles of the * ¢chiliren of this genera-
' tion.”” Sho felt as one branded with cternal
, disgrace. She had no merciful conception of the

trivial natare of ‘these transactions ia the eyes
of men, R
With the coming of “tho morning's sun she
had fixedly determined on one plan. If all her
{ happy hopes for the future yuary were to he over-
thrown, she would at least take the young girl,
' whose hesrt and love had been cast aside, away
i from the dreary nonotony of u teacher’s life;
j she herself would have one left to comfort and
care for,

Waiting until the deep-toned bull called out
the relesse from the hours of labor, and she saw
the groups of merry-faced children flocking along

-

the street, Miss ’rudones started in search of
har (riend. )

1f she had lingering doubts as to the truth of
her nephew’s fulsity ; if she had unconsciously
clung to n fragment of hope that the dreams they
thres had dreamed together of the coming yearx
might yet be realized, all was put to flight when
sho saw the girl's face—the hollow cireled cyes,
the weary, jaded month, the pile cheeks {rom
which nl{ fresh bloom had faded.

“Bertha 1"’ she cried, in pitying surprise,
taking the slight form into herarms.

‘T'he girl clung to her, sobbing, trembling for
s moment, then as sghe drew away half
ashamed :

““I'have been all alone so long,” she said,
hoavsely.

Miss Prudencee took oue of the lifeloss hands
and held it tenderly in her own as she said,
timidly.

* But you will come to me wow ! My dears,
[ am alone, also, and | need you w.”

Bertha started.

**Oh, not there—not there "’ she said, ner-
vously, her face flushing, her eyes full of tears,

The older woman read ihe uuspoken thought.

“ [ am quite slone,” she replied, quistly. ¢ |
shall live so always unless yoa come to me.”

A long silence followed. Then the girl mur.
wared, huarriedly :

*Don’t be so hard on him. He is unhappy,
too, but he says it is necessary. It will )
close contest, and the party needed the influence
of this man. It is all asit should be. [ am not
suited for such u life, and the other iy brilliant
and beautiful.

Miss Prue logked her firmly in the eves.

** Vuless vou consent to come I shall bealone
and friendless,” she repeated, determinedly, ris.
ing as if to leave.

“Then give me time to think,” Bertha
pleaded. 1 will come to yon. 1 will let you
kuow soon,’ aud then Miss Prudence had gone
away, 8 nutub aching in all her liwbs, an odd
sensation of strungeness, of her remoteness from
others of her race, stealing away her facalties.

The contest was aclose one. Al the schemes
and artifices employed in turoing the scale were
put forth on the tinal day of decision. Phe
streets were full of the clamor of the strife, aud
echoed to the sound of hurrying, excited feet,
but Miss RBeauford heard all unmovel.  Vietory
or loss, a1l was une ta her pow. She listened
only for Berthn's coming. She was eager only
to hear her decision,

Farly on the following morning she heand of
her nephew's snecess, of the triumph of cnnning
device, heard with a curious siuking ol hears,
far defeat might have bronght himn back to her
again, though she wounld not uckaowledge this
to herseif. Now, all hope of that was cut off
forever—she hardened her heart against the sue.
cessful man, avd yearned for the girl whose
dearest longings had been sacrificed to hia ex-
altation.

In the twilight of the November ufternoon
Bertha came, hesitatiogly, almost shrinkingly,
till when, in the fire-lighted parlor, Miss Prue
tuened to her with outstrotched anns and
trambling voiee, saying:

Y18 this my danghter ¥

And the girl, putting away her uwn fears,
reading the wistful craving of her old friend,
took the poor, faded face between her slender
palias and kissed the sunken cheeks as she an-
swered :

il Y

Asthey sat together in the gloaming a great
preuce came to the older woman ; the younjer
only felt w sort of ealin stealiug over her.

Suddenly there wus a rushiof cold air. The
heavy street door opened anct closed ; there was
w step comiug towards them —a step that they
hoth knew,

The girl flushed. A nervous tremar shaok
her body. 'The woman, with a flwh of acorn
in her old, brave eves, rosn to mest the in-
comer.

A momeant more and he was with them, the
two who had Joved and trusted him and whom
without a thought Le had betrayed. IHe was
excited with his victory, an air of assurance
breathed from himm—he had lost far wore than
he hud guined. Avhe saw them thus togother
for an instant he hesitated, then coming boldly
forward would have made some explanation,
have attempted some justification, but Miks
Prue waved him back. He looked in some way
smaller, less of a man in her nuworldiy eyes.

Without one word she found and pawed into
his hauds the newspaper, with its scathing dis.
closure, then turning, followed Burtha from the
rootn, leaving him silenced and stunned to find
his way out iuto his chosen atmosphere—going
with her one companion back to the seclusion
anid quiet pencefulness of her old life. .

AScrentivie CENTENARLAN, —erhaps never
in the history of science, says the Lanet, has o
distinguished career equaled in its length that
of Mr. Chevreul, whoss name is best kuown in
connection with his investigations ou color ; and
it is probably altogether unique for a savant to
be able, at one of the most distinguished scien-
tific societies in the world, to refer to remarks
which he made before the sume society more
than seventy yeurs previously. A few days ago
Mr. Chevreul made a communication to the
Acndémnie des Sciences, and at its close he ob-
gerved : ‘¢ Moreover, gentlemen, the obasrva.
tion is not » new one to me. 1 had the honor
to mention it here, at the meeting of the Aca.
démie des Sciences, on the 10th of May, 1812.™!




