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DUMB POETS

There are whose fingers never strike the lyre,
Whose voices never wake the world with
song,
Who holdgr;o place among the poet chotr,
‘Who win no praise from the listening throng ;
Who walk the earth unglorified and mute,
Yet full of music as a harp in tune,
‘Who taste, but cannot tell, of joys acute,
For whom all things are lovely ’'neath the
moon,
Dumb poets are they ; chords that underlie
The floods of harmony that fill the world ;
8ilent apostles, voiceless in the cry,
But ready when truth’s banner is unfurled :
Sealed on the lips, but on the forehead too,
Dumb poets are they, but are poets true.

We pass them by, these silent ones, and rush
To crown the singer who has pleased us well;
We cannot read within their eyes the gush
Of feeling wakened by some hidden spell.
But one doth understand them, even God,
" Who sealed the lips, but @owered with yearn-
ings strong,
And while we journaeg.with - them on the road,
Calling them silent, He doth hear their song ;
He keeps their brows unwreathed with earthly
bays, -
For cr(;ywns “unwove with amaranth ”above;
He knows each lip untried with human lays,
Brings purer muslic to the strains of love :
Dumb poets are they, but the time 18 near
When they shall sing while angels throng to
hear.

Rmm o ]

THE FACTORY GIRLS.

Mrs. Sydney and her son sat over alate break-
fast one morning In early spring, talking over a
contemplated trip the lady was to take for her
health.

She was a amall, dellcate-looking woman,
with hands and feet of most aristocratic propor-
tions, and she worshipped ¢ blue blood ” and
good family connections,

She was very dignified In manner, and prided
herself upon her simplicity of dress upon all but
very great occasions,

¢ There {5 nothing more vulgar,” she would
say, ¢ than the present fashion of over.dressing.
A lady reserves her lace, velvet, and diamonds
for full dress; a parvenue parades them in the
street.”

Her son, who sat opposite to her, was unlike
her in every respect.

She was blonde ; he was dark.

She was petite; he stood. six feet, with the
shoulders of an Hercules.

She was low.voiced ; his tones were clear and
ringing.

She was aristocratic; and he wasa republican
to his heart’s core, belleving, above al, in the
dignity of labor, and proving his belief by refus.
ing to live idly upon his mother’s wealth, and
by making his own way in the world as a manu.
facturer,

His mother pleaded for a profession, if he
would be independent, but he satd—

1 had rather bea good master to two or three
hundred men and women working for me, than
to be a poor lawyer, Incompetent dootor, or dull
preacher.”

“ Worthington,” Mrs. Sydney had said, as
they lingered over the table on the morning
when they are introduced to the reader, “ I must
have a companion,”

«I thought you were going with the Gra-
hamas.”

“Iam. I mean a companion of my own.”

¢ 0Oh, amaid I”

“ No; a mere matd will not do, It would be
absurd for me to start, in my feeble health,
without someone who could be constantly with

e."

m“ H'm! yes.
what you want.”

“ A lady who will be pleasant soclety, and
yet who will expeot to perform some of the
dutles of a maid, in return for her salary., I
don’t suppose it will be easy to find such a per.
son here.”

¢ Perhaps not; but in B—— you might find
one.”

“ By adverlising ?”

“ No; in the factory. It is rather a long
drive for you, but we could be over there by
noon, and the road is good.”

“ That odious factory,” sighed Mrs. Sydney.

« Don’t quarrel with the factory,” said her
son, good-humoredly. « It gives me my bread
and butter. SBome of these days I may sell out,
and retire upon my income, but not yet. It is
too soon, and I am too young.”

“You know you wiil have my money, Worth-
ington,” said his mother, plaintively.

« Many long years from now, I trust,” was
the grave reply.

¢ But while I live it 18 enough for both. There
never was a Walford in trade, and the S8ydneys
were &all professional men.” :

«« Well, well, mother, all the odium there 1s
in it must be thoroughly incorporated in my
system by this time. But we are wandering
away from the subject under discussion. I
think I ean help you to find a companion.”

¢ Really, dear, I am afrald a factory glirl will
not suit me,”

« Perhaps not; but there are two DOW comers
there who have been in better positions, and are
driven there now by strees of eiroumstanoes.”

# Who are they ?”

I have seen advertisements for

« One, Miss Sadie Desmond, ia the daughter
of a music teacher in B——, who died a year
ago. The young lady has tried in vain to get
pupils enough to support her, B—— 18 not the
place for her.

“The people who can afford musio lessons for
their children either send them to boarding
school or to the seminary. 8o, for lack of pupils,
Miss Desmond earns her living in the factory.”

“ You sald there were two; has she asister?”

« No; Miss Ford s a friend, I believe. They
live together. Miss Ford has been a teacher for
some time, and was a puplil teacher while she
received her education.

“ 8he had to give up on acoount of her health,
and yet has no money to live on.”

¢ You seem very familigr with the history of
these giris, Worthington."

“That is one of my duties, mother. I have
three hundred girls in the factory, and I owe it
to each one bf them, to inquire closely 1nto the
antecedents of every new oomer.”

“ Yes, yes; you are quite right, no doubt,
though I should think such matters oould be left
to overseers. But I should like to see these
girls,”

¢ Drive over with me this morning. It ia
warm and pleasant. The air will do you good.”

“I will. I must make some selection soon,
for the Grahams sall in May, and this s the sec-
ond week in April,”

Two or three hours before the discussion be-
tween Mrs, Sydney and her son, regarding the
proposed companion, two girls in a small room
in a small house In the msnufacturing town of
B—— were dressing bastily, and chatting as they
twisted their hair and performed toilet dutles.

¢ Did you have any answer to your advertise-
ment, Sadie ?’ sald one, the more subdued and
quiet of the two, whose blue eyes were sad, and
whose psie cheeks bore the deep flush, coming
and fading, of weakness.”

¢ None,” replied Sadle Desmond, wWho was
undeniably handsome and more stylish-looking
than her friend. « I suppose there will be no
release for me from this hateful, drudging life.
How you can bear it s0 patiently is a mystery
to me.”

“I must bear it,” was the quiet reply. « Dr.
Graves says I must not teach for a year at
least, and yet there is the vulgar neecessity of
eating”’—and she laughed a low, sweet laugh
like a child’s—+ not to mention lodging, clothing
and such trifling matters.”

“ Don’t I know ?” said Sadle, bitterly. ¢ When
have I known anything but poverty and pov-
erty’s bitterest straita ? My education was
glven me in oharity by my unocle, and it is
simply wasted in this miserable place.

* The music-teacher’s place at the seminary is
taken, and my father starved on the few private
pupils he could obtain-

¢ Poor father | He always thought my hand-
some face and manner would win me a rich hus.
band.

“Rich! Who are the rich men of B—?
Manufacturers with wivea and families, and
Mr. Worthington 8ydney.”

She blushed at his name as 1f she walted to
be questioned, but Effie Ford was looking from
the window. Joining her, Sadie sald—

“ Mr. 8ydney comes often to our loom, Effie I”

“ We are green hands, you know. Perhaps
he thinks we may spoil our work,” was the
qulet answer,

¢ He 18 very handsome, Efe.”

“ Yes, very.”

“ Unmarried, too, and very rieh.”

Efle went downstairs, with a word to her
companion of the lateness of the hour.

“ 1 wonder,” thought Sadie, « if it is Efe's
blue eyes or my dark onesthat draw Worthing-
ton 8ydney to our corner.”

The young man himself oould not have an-
swered the question,

He stood in the office that overlooked the
work-room, when every loom was buay, looking
through the window, where, unseen himself,
the overseer of the room could watch all thase
employed in it. :

“ You see,” he said to an old lady, very plainly
dressed, who stood beside him, ¢ the two young
ladies who are at the third loom to the right.

“ The taller one, with dark eyes, is the music-
teacher’s daughter; the one facing her is Miss
Ford.”

“Suppose I go In and talk with them ?”

«“ If you wish, you can do sq, or I will send for
them to come here.”

“ No. I will go in alone. The tall one 1s very
handsome.”

“ Very. She seems strangely out of place to
me here.”

Mrs. S8ydney orossed the room, pausing to
speak to several of the busy girls, till she stood
by Badte Desmond'’s side.”

«“ Can you tell me,” she sald, « where I oan
get a glass of water ?”

¢ In the corner, by the closet wherq the hats
hang,” was the ourt reply.

Effie looked up at the grey hairs, and amid—

« If you will take a seat for a moment, I can
get it for you. The clock will strike twelve in
less than two minutes, and I ocan leave the
room.”

“ Thank you,” was the reply, as the old lady
took a seat on a bench near the girls,

¢« Can’t you fiud anything better to do in noon-
hour than to wait on any old woman who comes
in 7" asked Badle, contemptuously.

“ Hush!” said Effie, with her quick, sensitive
flush, *she will hear you.”

But S8adie had noted that the old lady’s dress

Wwas of & plain black alpaca, and her bonnet of
straw, and was disinclined to pay attention to
anyone wearing this garb.

When the clock struck, EfMe hastened for the

water, while Sadis took out her luneheon on
the bench, near Mrs, Sydney.

The old lady noticed that Effe took a napkin
from her Iittle basket, to polish the dingy tum-
Il;ler, and rinsed it carefully before fllling it for

er,

* You are very kind,” she sald, as she recelved
:t. ”“ I am tired from walking about the build-

ng.

¢ Perhaps you are looking for some one,” sald
Effle, ¢ and I can help you. It1s confusing to a
stranger to find a friend here.”

‘“ No, I was not {n search of any friend.”

“ If you are looking for a place for @ daughter,”
sald Sadie, « you will find twenty applicants
ahead of you at the office.”

“Is the work very heavy ?” asked the old
lady, turning to Sadie,

“ Try it and see,” was the rude reply. « Iwas
not brought up toit. Are you going to walk,
Efe 77

“I think not,” Effle said.
and rest.”

Sadfe rose and crossed the room for her hat,
her tall, graceful figure and aristocratic face
marking her in the midst of the group of girls
on the same errand.

BMe sat down, feeling, she scarcely knew why,
that there was a rudeness in Sadle’s manner
that she must apologize for, by remaining with
the old 1ady.

“ You do not look strong,” Mrs. Sydney said,
noting the delicate complexion and varying
ealor,

“I have not been well, but I am gaining
strength here. You must not foel disoouraged,’
she said gently, ¢ by what Sadie said about
work here. If you have any frilend who wishes
& place, there are very often vacancies, and the
work s not really heavy, though tiresome. The
nolse is the worst, and one gets accustomed to
that.”

“ Have you been here long ?”

And so0, from question to question, Mrs, Syd-
ney drew forth the simple, everyday story of
orphanhood, early struggle with poverty and
failing health, but not one oomplaint,

The two wegltalklng earnestly in the deserted
room, when Worthington S8ydney came from
the office to their bench.

‘ Well, mother?” he sald, after bowing to

e.

« ] shall sit here

And the young girl arose, blushing deeply in
her embarrassment.

« 8it down,” sald Mrs, Sydney, kindly. ¢ You
866, I do not want a place here for a friend, but
I bave business here, notwithstanding.”

And Effle believed she must be dreaming
when she was offered the position of companion
to Mrs.8ydney, at aliberal salary, and the pro.
mise of travel.

“ Can you come to me to-morrow !” the old
lady asked. ¢ I shall need your services in pre-
paring for our travels.”

And before the noon hour was over Effie was
driving in Mrs. Sydney’s carriage to her house,
to propere bor belongings for an aarly start in
the morning.

“ She 18 lovely, Worthington,” said Mrs, Syd-
ney to her son, as they drove homeward, ¢ and
the voyage will do her good. To think of her
being in a factory! Why, her mother was one
of the Marstons.”

“ Am Isupposed to be overpowered ?” laughed
the young man,

“ But, really, Worthington, she is of good fa-
mily,” sald his mother earnestly. ¢ Her father
was a Ford. I know the family. Poverty never
appals me, but I must confess I shrink from
vuilgar blood. Miss Desmond is handsome and
stylish-looking, but she 18 no lady. Miss Ford
is a gentlewoman, a lady at heart.”

Sadie gas mortified when she heard to whom
she had n rude, but after all, there was con-
solation,

Mr. Bydney was not going with his mother,
and black eyes might look more bewitohing if
the soft blue ones were not near,

Bhe knew that she was very handsome, and
it Mr. 8ydney r ted the rud to his
mother, there were two years to undo the im-.
pression.

Circumstances came to Sadie’s aid.

The unele who had pald for her education
dled and left her an income, small indeed, but
encugh to save her from the neoessity of fur.
ther work.

She took a small house, and an aunt came to
live with her.

And here, with perfect propriety, she received
oecasional calls from Mr. Worthington Sydney.

But the ambition to be rioh, which had just
filled her heart, gave piace soon to a deep love
for the young maunufacturer, who had never ex-
ceoded a gentlemanly oour in his atten-
tionsa. \

In valn she exerted every acoomplishment
for his admiration—playing her choicest musio,
singing her sweetest songs.

In vain she chose becoming dresses, and deck-
ed her rare beauty for his eyes.

Ever before him was the memory of his mo-
ther's words, and involuntarily he traced the
little signs that told of a cold heart and utterly
selfish disposition.

But over the water came to him letters full
of the praises of the gentle companion who had
acoompanied his mother.

“You would scarcely know Effle,” the old
lady wrote, when she had been abroad a year;
* she has regained her health, and hers is that
rare, delicate beauty that unfolds some new

charm when least expected.

“ She is 80 modest and retiring that one must
watoh closely to see how well educated and ac-
complished she 1s. Imagine my delight to nd ;

%
knew French as well as I did, and she has

conquered Italian in a wonderfully short time.

¢ Her musio 18 the rare, real music that comes
from the heart; and the tears often rise in m¥
eyes when she fanocles I am sleeping, and plays
for hours as only a true lover of the ¢divin®
art’ can play.”

Sometimes there was a more formal lettel
signed « Effle Ford,” telling that Mrs, Sydney
;v:s not well, and written by her companion’

nd,

And after the formal introduction the writef
would detall the events of travcl singe the I
letter, unconsciously proving how she saw with
an artist’s eyes the beauties of scenery she de-
soribed, or took a quiet, humorous view of pas¥
ing events. "

He would scarcely own it to himself, b
Worthington S8ydney watched for the le
from the “companion” with deeper and deel”o‘;
interest, sending friendly answers that told
his gratitude for Efe’s tender care of his Mm%
ther, and pleasure in her letters.

Two years passed, and Mrs. Sydney began o
write of coming home,

She was in Paris with Effie, and wrote t0 hef
son—

“ Do take a holiday and come to esoort “:
home. I have no friends who are returning ®
this time, and I do not care to travel alone.” ol

Thinking it all over, Worthington eonclud
that he really needed a little rest and
tion, and he presented himself at the hote! 8
Paris much sooner than his mother had dsr®d
to hope. :

Bhe was alone when he was announved. .

But a little later, a graceful young lady eﬂ“‘_
ed the room, whom he indeed soarcely recof
nised a8 the fragile girl in deep mourning
had bidden him farewell two years before. o

The pallor of {liness, the shifting color, W"‘
gone, and in their place was the glow of per
health. o

The sad eyes were replaced by animated 08
full of happiness, and the fragile figure
rounded and graceful. o

In her exquisite delicacy of feature, in "hn
expression of refinement and intellect, and !
the perfect grace of her manner, she ap) ng
to Worthington to far surpass the more strik!
beauty of Badie Desmond, who, two years "’;
fore, had cast her quiet loveliness into B
shade., d

Happy days flew by quickly in Paris, ‘;.
when Worthington S8ydney told his mother (old
secret of his love, she opened her arms to fO°0
Effle there closely, ealling her ¢ dear daughter

And Sadie, when the bridal party veturn
B——, knew In her heart that in her rudeness o
the plainly-dressed old lady in the factorys ;d
had forfeited her opportunity to be Mrs.
ney’s companion by her own error.

HOW 1 WAS CBREB.

You see I belonged to a set of men WO "
they bought a new pair of gloves, had to * 'ew
them, a8 they called 1t; that is, they had ¥
treat everybody that happened to notice the B¢
aoquisition. a

1 had bought a new hat, and as that wad
very prominent article, of course I had to
for it in drinks. I went round with my frien’t
to about twenty restaurants, spent three poul<y
in refreshments and drinks, and at last WeP
home tipsy, with my new hat converted inwn_
shocking bad one, for every fellow we met °g.,
sidered himself privileged to smash it down o
onmy head. My wife was & tall, handso™
woman, and we had three as pretty children
you could find, bright-eyed, curly-hajred
lings, of whom we were very fond. bo

Kate was a very proud womsn, and when #
percelved my coundition (not the first time I b
been 80) her face grew as white as marble wml
passion, and to avold giving vent to wrath
thoughts she silently left the room. the

I was not too tipsy not to notice it, and
aotion stung me more than the harshest W be-
With an oath—I remember that plainly, o1
cause little Frank opened his eyes so wid
left the room.

At the door I met Johnston, the wawhmr::
at the factory, and together we went into 8 d
taurant to get some liquor. Then we saun Lobe
around until it was time for him to go on W# o
I rambled about for some time after he left ™
and then lay down and went to sleep. ro

I was awakened by a monotonous nolse of
semblivg the slow tramp of a man wes:lnl
heavy boots, mingled by an occasionai whi
sound. o

It was still dark, and I oould not divine "h:no
I was. I had not quite recovered from
effects of the liquor I had drank the day b pov |
and the first thought that came into my beS
was that I had been caught deserting from 0ob
army, and the monotonous tramp was the ¢
steps of the sentry. I had even got so far 8%
wonder If Kate would get my body when all w!
over.

I was lying on the floor, but I speedily ‘f:::
and walked about to see where I was. a8
¢ame In contact with large brass wheels, and
I drew near them the whirring sound lncr”::ld;
and the steady tramp grew larger, Just ab e
moment the first rays of the sun darted thro -t
& crevice of the wall, and then I knew of
Whereabouts—I was in the old clock tower
the factory. pab

I remembered then, as a faint dream, ';m
Johnston had given me the key the night bef K
with the request that I would wind up the 010‘;‘
—he was tipsy himself, or he would not b#




