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: THE FAVORITE.

Femruary 15, 1873,

one which will have a
both our future lives.,”

“Obh, don’t, Charile, pleass don't,” she said,
sinking back in her ohatr, and looking at him
balf in wonder, half in sorrow.

8She knew he was going to propnse to her, . e
could tell that; but it seemed so strange that he
could sit there so calmly with his elbows rest-
ing ou his knees and the tips of his fingers Join.
¢1 together, and make a formal proposal for
her hand, A few days ago she would have
liughed at him, but now she wanted his help
an.l assistance, and she grew half-frightened as
she thought that If she rejected him—as, of
course, she. must—he might use his influence
Wwith ber father against her, and soincrease the
difficulty of gaining his cunsent to her engage-
ment,

“It Is a question,” eontinned Me Morton
calmly, although his volce quivered a little with
suppressed emotlon, “which I have for some
time thought of putting to you, only I had not
quite made up my mind whether it was best to
do it or not; now I have made up my mind
Annie, the question is—will you be my wife?”

8he buried her face in her hands, which were
clasped on the back of the ehalr, and half
moaned, ¢ Oh, Charlie, please don’t.” He rose
and crossed ovor to her, and laid his haund on
her shoulder.

“1 know I am considerably older than you
are, Annie; ludeed I feel almost like an old
man when I remember that I used to know you
when you were in short frocks, it seems so long
ago, but you know the old aduge, ‘botter be an
oid mnan’s darling than a young mau’s slave,’ 1
love you, Annie, as truly as man can love wo-
man; I learned to love you when you were a
little girl at school, and my love has gone on
growiug without my knowiug It, until I feel”as
1f it would be im possible for me to live without
You. You used to love me when you were a
little girl, Annie; tell mo, has all that love de-
parted with the short frocks, or is there a litile
bit left yet? Look up at me,"” he continued,
placing his hand on her head and smoothing her
hair, “look up at me and tell me if you still
love me as you used to.”

«1 still love you, Charlie, as I used to when I
was o little girl, as if you were my big brother;
nothing more.”

“And that is enough for the present; give
me leave to try to teach you to love me better;
1 think I can succeed.”

No, no, Charlie, it can never be. I cannot
be your wife t”

“ Why

“ Because—becanse I have promised to marry
some one else.”

« Engaged !I”

He removed his hand from her head and re-
turned to his seat, wherv he sat with his head
leaning on one hand, thoroughty overcome by
the suddenness of the blow. He knew Annie
had been flirting with Johnson and Dr. Griffith
both, as she had done with half-a-dozen others,
but he did not think matters had gone so far ak
this. And with the knowledge that she was
pledged to another, came also the knowledge
that he loved her more traly, more deeply, and
more devotedly than he had @ver dreamed of.
He sat stunned, and the hot tears aimost start-
ed to his eyes,

#0h, Charlle, I'm 80 sorry,” said a soft volee
beside him, half broken by a sob, and a little
hand, white and plump, was laid on his shoul-
der, « I'm so sorry you should have taken it In
your head to want to marry me, at least just
at this time when I am in such trouble, and
want your help so much, and now I can’t ask
“n"

¢« In trouble, Annie; trouble that I can help
you out of? Tell me what it 1s, child; you
kuow I never refused you anything you agked
‘me."”

8he pushed a low stool towards him and sat
on it, resting her arm on his knee and looking
up at him.

“You're 80 good, Charlie, and I'm so sorry for
Yyour disappointment, but I couldn’t help it, you
know, could 17

1 suppose not, child; I've been a fool, that’s
all; but what 13 it you waut me to do ?”

“T want you to tell papa, and make him glve
bis consent to my engagement.”

It was very hard for him to promise that; it
was hard enough to know that the girl he loved
was engnged to another, but it was harder stiil
to think that he slionld have to lend his assist.
ance to enable that other to win her. 8till he
Joved her so well that he eared only for her hap-
pin s, sl 0s she sat al his feet time seemed
to roll back, and she was agnin a little girl
pleading to him to intercede with her fathar for
some favor she wished to have granted. It was
hard to see her another’s, but if it was for her
bappiners, he was content,

‘#Are yousure you love this man, Annte
be asked after a pause; “are you sure that You
will be happy with him N

#1 never could be happy without him,”

¢« Who'is he "

«Dr, Griffith,”

Somehow he had felt from the moment she
told him of her engagement that Grifith was

-the man, yet, now that she ealled him by
" name, he felt a strong and sudden aversion to
the man, and he could not promise to use his
influence with her father to galin his congent,

«I'm afrald papa don’t like Harry,” she cone
tinued, “ but you were at school with him, and
have known him all bis life nearly; you enn
tell papa how good he 18, won't you, Charlie ?”

He paused for & few seconds, v= willing to re-
fuse, and still more unwilliug to conseut. At
1ast he sald:

«1 canno! promise to-night, Aunie; you are

very great influepce on

mistaken as to my knowing all about Harry
Grifith's life; the ten most important years of
his life are almost a blank to me. I will find
out all I can about them, and then—perhaps—
I—-0h, Anaie,” he exclaimed passionately, his
love and grief breaking down his usually calm,
quiet manner, “you don't know what you ask
me to do when you ask mo to help your marriage
with another man, I never felt until this mo-
ment how much I love yon and how hard and
bitter it Is to give you up; but I love you too
well, child, to let my happiness stand in the
Wway of yours; if you think you can be happier
Wilh this man than with me, I can only say,
¢ God grant it may be s0,’ but don’t ask me to
assist in accomplishing your marriage, at least
not yet; give me a fow days to think about it,
then I will see you again; and uuw, good-night,”

Ho raised her head from his Knee, where she
was rapldly changing the pattern of his panta.-
loons with her toars, and, drawing her 1o him,
pressed his lips lightly on her forehead, and be-
fore she had time to say anything he had left
the room.

SCENE IIIL
DR. GRIFFITH FINDS HIMSELY FRER,

Time, September seventh, eighteen hundred
and seventy; place, Grifith’s residence in Lona
gueutl,

Mrs. Griffith did not carry out her determina-
tiou to remove to Montreal, for the reason that
on the day after her interview with her hus.
band, she found herself 8o ill as to be scarcely
able to leave her room, aud for over a week she
was compelled to keep in the house.

Dr. Guiffith was very attentive Lo her during
this tline, visiting her alinost daily and striving
hard toshow a love for her which he did noy feel.
He did not attend her professionally himself, he
called himself « Mr.” Griffith in Longueuil and
dropped the  Doctor”—but called in the aid ofa
village practitioner who pronounced Mrs. Griffith
very weuk, and advised her to keep very quiet
for a few days.

On the sixth the baby was born; a.poor weak
little girl with scarce strength enough in 1t 1o
breathe the fresh air of heaven, Dr. Griffith was
wish Mamle at the time and remained with her
that night and the following day and night,
She was very lll; the village doctor gave but
little hope of her recovery, and the disconsolate
husband appeared greatly afflicted; but there
was & demon of Joy dancing in his heart, and he
could have thanked God for saving him from a
crime, only he had forgotten how to thank God
Yyears ago.

All that day of theseventh he watched by her,
apparently with the deepest solicitude, but
really he was watching her with a cat-like
stealthiness dreading to see any signs of im-
provement. She was very fceble and could
scarcely speak, but it seemed to give her great
pleasure to have her husband with her; sha ex-
pected to die, and told him 80, committing her
two children to his care and praying him to fill
as nearly as possible her place to them ; he tried
to comfort her, and even attempted to laugh
away her fears, but there was no heartiness in
his volce and ounly the blindest love could have
thought that he meant the words he said.

But Mamie's love was blind uow; in the hour
whichdrew her close to the grave, asshe thought,
she forgave and forgot all his past neglect, alt
his colduess, all his uukindness ; she could . only
remember that he was her busband, the father
of her children, and that he had loved her once;
and, when he whispered « Try to live for me,
darling,” she believed the felt he words he utter-
ed, that bhis old love was returning, and she
humbly prayed that her life may be spared,
and that she may prove a Source of joy and
comfort to him in the future.

The day of the seventh was murky and over-
cast, the sun seemed ashamed to shine ourbold-
ly and only showed his fuce ocoasionally for g
few minutes; it ralned Atfully and the wind
sighed mournfuily though the trees surrounding
the cottage; altogether it was & very disagree-
able day and one calculated to depress the
8pirits. Dr. Griffith was fully conscious of jtg
euervatlng influence, and after supper he went
for & short walk L0 try and drive away the feel.
ing of depression which was fast stealing ovep
him. He fell «out of sorts” and tried air ang
exerclse to invigorate him,

Mamils was asleep when he returned, but the
nurse told him that the village doctor had called
during his absence and giveu her a sleeping
draught.

*And he says, sir, thut she looks a littie bet.
ter, aud if she passes a good night there will be
ho danger,” she added a3 he turned towards his
wife's room.

He stood by the bedside for some minutes
gazing intently at her, but he did not seemn to
Bee bier, his gaze way fixel far, far beyond in
that dim and distant future which we are all
trying to read, but Whose mysteries we cannot
Plerce. At last he aroused himself with a start
and watched her attentively as she slept, calm
and peaceful as a ligye child. Her breathing
was soft and regular and the faintest tinge of
color was returning to her checks; "10 carefully
ook her wrist in bhis hand and counted the Duise
1t was very weuk, but it was regular 2uld fusg
assuning u healthy tone, it was cleir that the
; fever wus abuting and Mamie's chanc~s of life
| Were largely Increasing,

i vcurse her,” e muttered, ¢tho doctor |g
: right, she wiyil live, aud ir she lives what am I
W do?”

He returned to the parlor and sat for a while

thinking deoply; & basket containiug some

knitting was lying on the table where Mamie
had left it when she ‘was taken ill; mechani.
cally he began playing with its contents, pulling
over the work without noticing what he was
doing. It was a little Jacket she had been Knit~
ting for the baby she expected, and the pins had
been left sticking in the large ball of scarlet
worsted ; he pulled one of the pins out and be-
gan ldly pushing it in and pulling it out of the
ball; again and again he stuck it, sometimes
with a fierce stab as if he was driving it into the
heart of an enemy, sometimes with gentle care-
fulness as If testing the amount of resistance
the flufty substance offered to tho blunt point of
the instrument ; that bright little rod of glitter~
iny steel seemed to possess a curious fascina-
tion for him, an ho sat playing with it until
the clock tolled out the hoir of midonight. He
rose feeling hot and feverish and epened the
window to letin the cooling air, but still he held
the little piece of steel in hig hand, and still the
thought was ringing in his ears, «{f ghe lives
what am J to do " He turned from the win-
dow and appronched his wife’s room.

*“ Hulf-an-hour will tell now,” phe safd, «if
she awakes from this sleep with the fever gone,
the doctor will be right and she will live; and
if she lives what am I to do?” .

Ld » [ ] ] L [ .

“It i3 & terrible blow, my dear sir, a very
terrible blow, but not quite unexpected; you
must endeavor to bear it with fortitude and not
givo way to your feelings too freely. We must
all die, it 1s natural to die, sir, and we all have
to do it at some time or other, The case was a
bad one from the commencement, great pros.
tration, never saw a person more thorougbiy
prostrated in my life, to be sure I did have some
hope last night, she seemed to be rallying a
little, but 1L was only momentary, the last
struggle, the final flickering up of life before it
went out forever, It is sad, sir, very saq tolose
80 estimable a lady, but we must all die,”

It was the village doctor who spoke, and the
Scene was Mamie's bed-room. How stj]| and
solemn it seemed in the early morning light,
and how awful in its terrible qulet seemed that
rigid figure lying on the bed. So cold, so calm,
80 still; a slight smile still bung around the lips
where it had been frozen by the foy hand of
death; the eyes were closed, and the face was
calm and peaceful; death must have come
without a struggle, and the spirit have winged
its way to its Creator without pain. Very peace.
ful and placid it looked in the grey tints of
morning, very happy and contented to die; but
terrible, oh, fearfully terrible to the one who
knelt cowering by the bedside, his face hidden
in his bands and convulsive sobs 8haking hig
whole frame; he was free, he had attained the
end for which he had hoped and plotted; the
one barrier to his union with Annie Howson
Wwus removed ; but as Harry Griffith knelt by
that still, placid figure he would have given up
all his schemes, forfeited all his hopes, aban-
doned all his plans if he could only have put the
Itfe back into that inanimate clay.

It was the reaction after the long strain on his
herves which caused the sud:den outburst of feel.
ing, the village doctor had witnessed, more than
any strong retarning passion for the dead; for a
few minutes he really did feel that he could
give up all to restore her to life once more, but
it soon passed, and the cold, hard feeling of joy
that the one obstacle in his way had been re-
moved, returued, and he rose from his knees
without one feeling of pity or sorrow in his heart
for the one who had been cut off {n the pride of
her womanhood.

The baby did not long sarvive its mother, and
on the day following mother and child were
buried in one grave in the village churchyard,
Dr. Griffith attended the funera] and mourned
as became a bereaved husband any father, and
& few of the villagers with whom Mamije had
become acquainted during her brief sojourn
amongst them also attended out of respeot, and
were not surprised at the depth of emotion
shown by the new made widower, Harry
Grifith wag g good actor, and few could have
Imagined that his grief was not real and that
under the outward garb of gorrow there was a
devilish joy filling his heart; all danger was
passed now, and be would win “ Aunie Howson
and one hundred thousand dollars,”

After the funeral Dr. Giiffyp had the cottage
closed up, discharged the servants with hand.
some presents for theircare of thetr dead mistress,
and took his little girl over to Moutreal with
him. That afternoon Fap was placed in the
Hochelaga Convent, where he had determined
to lenve her until he made up his mind as to
what ber future life was to be, and he returned
to his otfice on Beaver Hyj Hill for the first
time In four days.

He found two notes 8waliting him; one was
from, Annle reproaching himy f,r his neglect in
not calling on her, and asking him to see her
immediately as she haq Something important
to communicate; the other rap g5 follows :

MONTREAL, September 9th, 1870,

DEAR Doc.,—Having been
business for the past ten days has prevented
my calling on you sooner, Yoy will be glad to
hear that [ have found the gal—of course you'll
be glud, you siid 8o, and as I'im g perfect gentle-
man myself I always beligye what another
gentlemun 8ays. I've found hep for certaln—
how 1s that for high, Doc? Syery living over in
Longueuil—how 13 that for low, Doc? Sho iy
visited constantiy by a af. Griffith—how 15 that
for Jack, Doc? and I'm coming to gge you to.
morrow evening to get my five hundreq dollars
—how is that for game, Doc, ? Five hundred dol-

out of the city on

lars aint much considering the stakes . you're
pPlaying for ; but, 1 ym a perfect gentleman nnd
as that was the sum agreed on, it will do for the
Present. Eight o’clock shurp Lll be with you,
uniil then

I remain, .
Yours to ecommand, ,
JAMES HARWAY,

The letter was written in a sprawling, irre.
gular shuky ha nd, as if the writer was nol very
much given to correspondence, aud his nerves
were rather unsteady ; the odorof stale tobacco
hung paipably about it, and on one corner was
the unmistaka ble impress of & wet glass, which
bad probably been placed there to hold the pa.
per steady.

Dr. Gritfith smiled in a quiet, satisfled way as
he read the note, and then tore it into small
Pleces and threw them into the empty grate.

“ All right, my delapidated friend,” thought
he, ¢ you cun come as soon as you please now,
you are too late, for I am free now and by o-
morrow night, if [ mistake not, I shall have no
Cause tocare how soou it is known that Mamie
Morton who not drowned §ix years ago, but was
buried to-day in Longueull cemetery.”

He ate biy supper with a guud appetite,
8moked a cigar with upparent relish and sturted
about balf-past seven to Puy & visit to Miss
Howson,

(To be continued.)

THE CHIMNEY SWALLOW,

——

The chimney swallow is easily known by its
deeply torked tail, the ruddy hue on its throat,
and its lightish tinted breast. Tihe rapid move-
ments of the bird—its sudden darts aud turus.
Dow up, now down, over the observer's head,
and then skimiing the ground in longz, arrow.
like flights—present a specinuu of o hviug
machine in besxutitul aud perlvct action., But,
notwithstauding vhis power of tlignt, the birds
are sometimes completely exhuusted by tueir
Journeys ucross the sea. They cau battle for a
long time with the wmere force of a tempust,
but when the blast is both cold and siwoug, the
winged voyagers are alinost puralysed. A whote
army of swallows will then crowd, the riggiug of
some lonely ship, clinging for hours to ropes aud
spars, uunui recovered sirength again eunavles
tuem to obey the «forward” impulse. No
wonder if these beings ot sumwmer cines sone-
times marvel at the Tough treatment received
in our ruder latitudes. A cutti ug *norih-custer”
i8 no smiling reception fur a creature wuich hag
been basking for montbs in the sun ot kygypt.
The resuit may amaze the swallows, but human
Philosophy can explain it all. They perish by
thousaunds in such years. On one bllger spring
day, & genileman picked up in the course of uis
moruing’s walk ninety-iwo chimney swuilows,
not dead, but benumuved by the cold. HBeiug
placed in a warin hamper, they all recovered,
and flew off the next day. On another oceasivn
numbers were found ou the window-sius oI a
couutry house, heaped on each other tive or s1x
deep.  Insunect had clearly lud them to sevk aid
from man,—Cassell’s Popular Educator,

A THOUGHT AFTER CHRISTMAS,

On the whole, it was well that the belis Were
rung, that wise men, likke the magi of oid Ou the
firsy Christmas wmoruing, bore gist; to childhood,
that goud wishoes Wwere exchanged, that feasts
were spread, that the churches were tilled with
worshuping and rejoicing erowds, and that, for
oneuuy, all Christendomn was bright witn hap.
Piness and resonant with congralulatious, I is
well, too, to be sorry for those Wwho, bound 1o
the science of materlals, have no Cowmprehension
of the science of morals und of history,——to pity
those who, recoguizing no facts bug those ap.
Prehensible by the Bcuses, fail to find the lite
and love which iufori, thew, anq ignore & re.
velation of truths of wiich th,
cogulizance. For the bells wil
&ll the generativas with finer
on every ecuming Ckx{jszlnaa; t
Qow unbourn will blossom Wil richer gi ban
Lgosa wuifzh bless our children ; congrf:,f:fa:loul
Wiil il ali the lands ang g1 the homes of the
World, and our blesgey f,ple will live until it
shall be.decked with all the laurels of Scivice,
and uutil %c&son Shall bo a devout learner at
the feet of Fajyy, The one reforming, purifying,
Lbumaniziug gug suving lufluence of the workl
Wil not be oytlivey or oullawed. Even if
18 perpetuity gepengeq upon the suffruges of
buwanity — )iy it does not—humanity cannot

atford 18 sy6rince aud will o i
Scribners, 0L Cconsent L0 ite—

Tt

Laughing-gas 1s nothing new ; but the
“laughing-plunt ” ig & novelty. It isanativeof
Arabia, grows about six inches high, and bears
yellow Howers. Two or three black seeds are
produced, which, when pulverized and admin.
istered, operate in a curious way. For about an
hour the person who has taken it laaghs, sings,
dances, and conducts himsels in the most [udio-
rous and extravigant manner, After the exclte~
ment has passed he falls into a profound
slumber, on awaking from which he {4 uncon-
scious of what has oceurred,

Somoebody inquiring at the Springfield (-
nois) Post-office for a letter for Mike Howe, re-

celved the gruff answer that there was no letter
there for anybody's eow,




