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THE SONG OF FAITH.

Fuith sat, nnd swiftly span she, & white-robed, deep- |

exed maiden,
While the antomn sunlight buthed her, like a
shower of ruddy rain ¢
And her votee rose Iifw w harp, which a skillful hand
has played on,
Which has caught o thought of beanty, from n weak
uncertatn gtrnin,

All thro’ the Dislian summer, she marked the ewul-
OWs going,
While the chestnots and the beeches change from
green to liery guld,
The robin suug out rmhlly to the stremmlet’s voftened
Howiug,
And she learned that ere U'will youthful be the
world mast first grow oid.

" 0h o swablows, and oh finehes l——  She puuged no
in her spiuning,
Ul her wheel went whirring gaily as in July's
fa, st day —
“ Uur Sunnmer must be ended, ere we look for Spring
beginning,
" And our tlowers mast die to bring us fruits more
preecivus still than they.

*There must be nhnegation, to muke a perfect end-
ing,
Toa tule however -imjnlu. to# lite however grand;
A-ihere is death in Nuture, to insure the perfect
blending
O the seasons, ere the Sumnier we ean welcome in
vur fand,

“ From Nuture pussing upward, we rend the solemn
story,
Woenn juin the tny stie authem, which abeve the
anigels sing
How Uheist, this Harth's Redeomer, must fisst dio to
win us wlory,
How the Earth was ¢lothed in mourning, ere she
Kuew eternal Spring,

UL steeams are ehainesdand zdilent, the plensant sky
ix clouded, ;
e in June we mark their beauty, though for June

wu st waig long,

The apper reom is silent, and swi Golgotha les

stiroudest,
Avi to lend richer chorus, unto Oliveds elear song.

Ul ethe 7 v the angels.  That word had
ne'er beon spoken—
i the s Tetedostay not on Culvary been said.
I weave hie’s faulty nunbers, te n sone of joy un-
hroken

.
:
Li o hook whase blazoned pages mortal eyes have
.

aever rewd !

Sy to yoar cager swallows,  sercoelyespinniung
muiden,
Wihite the chestunts and the beeehes stund fa eanlm
and grand :
Yo wiak i shiving
1= baeden,
Yo huave tangd
eternaedly !

yi ,
tabirie, which with hope and peace

MASTER OR MAN?

Lois Brand lraned over the low railing of the
bridge to wateh the nipples on the waters for
one brief idie mowent, and the mnows durt.
ing abont in that vestless fashion of theirs
which made ker think of the shuttles tlying back
and forth thromgh the warp in the weaving-
room of the grest factory wiere, duy by day, she

totled for the biead she ate and the clothes she !

wore.  She wished she might forget everything
connected with the tactory for a little while, 1t

she could, she thonght, ot wonld be reste Bur

she had watchod the shuttde tiving back and
forth so louy that the sight of alost uny mov-
ing thing brought it betore her. And tur so0
many vears had she listened o the thunder aud
vrash of the great lomns that she heard them
vverywhere,  She otten wondered if she should
ever get the sonnd of themn out of her cors,

As £he stood there on the bridge thinking in -

a spiritless king of way of what a plessant
thiug Jife wust be when there is no such drud-
gery, no such teriible monotony in it as had
been hers since chilidhood, shutting out like
cruel hands that Yar a deor, all she Lad hoyped
for and Jongedd tor mest, a step aroused her.

Shr tned and caw Ihick Evans,  His honest

face grew bright at sight of her.
Tw him she was the oune woman in the world.
“Good-merning, Piek,” she said, in a tired
kind of way. ““Are you goingto the mill ?7
 Yes o of course,” he answered, s if it were
scarcedy possible for bim to be going anywhere
else.
*“ What a foal I was to ask such s questiou,”
she satd,  ** As if there was any other place for

us! When we get into the mill once we nover |
get ent till death puts an end to the work. 1

it wasan't for Fun, I wouldn't ¢are much how
soon wy work was over, 1 think, though 1
never liked to think of dying.  But if one were
dead, he'd know something about rest, wenldn't
he? That's more than any of the mill hands
will while they live.”

“ 1 don't like to bear you talk in thut way,
Lois,” Dick said, in that grave, gentle way of
his, when talking to this woman he loved.
“There's no need of your killing yourself at the
lovm 28 you are doing.  1t's only for you to say
Yy, Lois, and you know there is nothing I'd
he gladder to hear”

“1 know, Dick,” she answered, a little more
tenderly, bat with nouch bitterness in her voice
yet.  ““1am sure | could be quite happy with
you, Dick, hut there's Fan. It wouldn't be
right for we to marty y-un and Lring you such
a lond 08 two women, and one of them helpless
ay a baby weuld be. You'd find your hands full
with moalone, 'm aftaid, and when you come
to think of ¥an! No, Dick ; when ! think of
the burden both of ns would be, 1 cau’t make
it seem that it would be right for me to say
Yes."

“ Didn't | know all about Fan when Uasked
you to warry me?’ cricd Dick. ‘Do yen
think I would have asked you any such ques.

sht eur soul> a fesson, which will Tast

tion if 1 hadn’t been willing to take care of
 both of g‘ou? You kuew better, Loic. ['ve

thought the matter ali over, and 1'm willing to
run the risk of the consequences. Poor Fan
wouldn’t be half the burden to me, il you were
to marry me, that she isto you. I can work
well now.  I'm laying up a little money every
year, A mun catt work better if he thinks he's
working for some one whe loves him.,  Now, it
doesn’t seem as if I was working for anybody or
auything in paticular.  Don't you know that
the thought of howe puts life and encrgy into a
man? [ knew that you were waiting for me
in a home of our own, no matter how humble it
was, the hardest day's work would seem plea-
sant to me.  The thought of the kiss you'd give
me at the door would help me more than the
! promise of n better place or extra weges. You'd
better say Yes, Lois.”

Clang ! clang ! clang ! rang out the fuctory
bell like a great brazen voice that bade men and
women who heard it ceuse thinking of anything
else but work. Lois shivered. The sound of

two eculd never be separated, she thought, as

she rouscd herself fiom her listless mood and °

turted towards the fac ory.

“1Tdon’t think 1"l better take your advice,
P Dick,” she said, with a little shake of her heand.
2**Not yet a while, anyway. [t wouldn't he
right, 1 thivk."”

“1 den't ask vow to say Yes till yeu've
thought 1t all over,” he said, walking along he.
side her through the strect leading to the Fsctory.
“Don’t let the thonght of Fan, or the hard
work 1'd have to da, keep you from saving Yes,
if youlove me, Lois. It you love me, you've
‘noright to say Nu. Thot's the way to look at
it, Lo%s.”

They went iuto the factory ‘ogether. A« they

}

crossed the threshald the machinery started into !
motion,  The wheels bepgan to turn in thiir

tireless, switt way, and everywhere was din and
clangor. Dreams might answer for ont of duors,
bat there was no place, to time for thewn here,
No time to think ot love, etther.

The warp was waiting for her at her leom. It
made Lois think of a spider’sweb.  The old fuc-
tory seemed more like a great spider to ber to-
day thun it ever Lad before.  How muany men
apd wotien were cinght fast in its webs, she
thenght, av she lovked down the long 1e0m and
saw the white, wun, tired faces by their loows,

1t was neatrly noon wheu Ralph Leverson
crme to her leam and paused there to wateh her
at her work,

Ralph Leverson was her employver.  This
great tuctory and the wen und women in it were
Li-.

He stood there, silently walching her deft,

well-traitied fiogers as they woved anonyg the

threads tor many minutes.
© By and by
“Thaoze fingers of yours secwm to work of them-
selves, Miss Bramy,” he said.
“Yos," abewered Luis, seareely pausing to
Took up, ** weare machines.”
She said it with an aceent of Litternessin her

: : Al : j
voice.  Poor Luisl Tuis life was wearing her ;

out, It was waking her old before her time,

and vm!ittered Lier thoughts,

1 want to talk to yvuu,” youug Leverson
snjd, leaning over the loom, and pushing back
the fever that caused the irou-brained machine

which scemed to keep up a steady thinking of

one thing from worning till night, to stop its
tireless motion.

COWell 1
¢ Lois folded her hands upoen the iron frame
cand waited for hin: to speak.

He .curcely sevmed to know what to say,
He began once and paused,

“Something was wrong about my last web, 1
Csuppose,”’ she said, at lets ¢ Don’tbe siiaid
to find faalt, Mr. Leverson. We are used to
that.  MilLhands don't mind such tritles. We
Pean't atforid to be sensitive, you know, Such
i luxuries aren’t tor ug.”

“1f you thirk I came here to talk about such
things yon are mistaken,” he said, ¢ J—1 sup-
! pose you never thought about such a thing as—
i a8 my caring tor vou, Lois?’

She looked at him in blank amazement. Had
'she goune crazy at Jast 1 She had often said that
she believed the roar of the looms woulil make
her insane some day.

* You are surprised,” he said,  ** I supposed
you wauld be. T do not wonder, for it comes to
you suddenly. 1 onght to have made you un-
derstand it by degrees, perhaps, but 1 have
i always been an abrupt man, nml» you must
pardon ne. | do care for you, Miss Brand. Uve
iy watched your faee for a long time, and lve
i grown fond of it. - Will you be my wife #”

Lois had often wondeted why le was so kind
“to her.  Now she understood.
| He wasa pertect sentieman,  She knew that
he was in eamnest, for he was too honorable 1o
! steop to Jeeeit, too honer.ble to allow any doubt
“of his motives.

I She thought nbeut it in a swift, muddled
Pwiay.  She thought aliout Dick, snd ber heart
i gave o little thnll ai the recollections of hislove
{ for her that was like a reaching out of harnds
E to him, And yet, Dick wes poor——miserably
j poor. Teverson wus rich. e conld give her
|

!

all the teautiful things she had eraved co loug.
A confused vision of pictures and flowers, of
!rich dresses and heantilul boeks went whirling
"through her Lrsin to the accompaniment of the
grinding, pitiless wheels,

“ 1 ean’t think vow,” she cried, putting up
“both her hauds to her thiobbing brow, ¢ Doun't
"ask me to. Some other time 'l tell you.”

that bell was so tangled np in her life that the |

sud the wearinees of it 1old upen her temper

“Take your own time to think it over in,”
che said. ** Try to think favorably, Leis, for |
want you very much. | need you.''

When she went back to her loom after din-
ner she was more like a machine than ever,
for she scarevly comprehended the details of her
werk, It is likely that she attended to them
all, but she did so mechunically. Her thoughts
were elsewhere.,

The wheels went round and round. Her
thoughts went on and on.  Should she choose
for her heart 7 If she did, she should choose
Diek—dear, patient, willing Dick. Should she
choose for her selfish self ¥ Then she thought of
what Leveison's wealth could give her. The
wachinery seemed to be crashing at her with
iron jaws. She fancied it was a great animal
snarling at her.

“I'm goiug home,” she eried, at length.
“1'm sick, dizzy, faint.  If 1 stay here [ shall
Pgo erazy.  ['ve got to get awav by myself and
;think. | shall have no rest till 1 get it all
! thought out,””

She put on her honnet and shawl and went
tout into the cool October air,

How peaceful the blue hills looked far off.
i Slie wished she were one of them. Then no-
i thing would fret her; her restlesspess would
be gone,

i Oh, which to choose—which to choose !

% The woirds made a little verse of themselves,
. and Lier brain set them to the monotonous tune
of turning spindles and durting shutiles.

She went towards home in a slow, roundabout
way. She saw men and women and little chil-
dren. Some of them bowed or spoke to her.
i She did not recognize one face among them all.
. Her thoughts were not with the things about her.
i She seemed a thousand miles awuy from earth
jand everybody.

Suddenly the great factory bell filled the air

with a swift claugor that hurt her aching Lead
“as if cruel hands had smote it, '
| **Something has happencd,” she eried, turn-
iiug to look back. DPut the houses hid the fac-
1 tory from her sight.
| The bell rangout its hourse alarn.  She ran
cup the street. When she reached the end of
i the bleck shie saw a great black cloud of smoke
, breaking aliove the roofs of the building be-
i tween lier and the factory. Theu she kuew the
“tiuth,  The factory was on fire,
Pt oh, Dick, Dick ' she thought, end Luorried
stowards the buruing building. Perhaps there
“was something her tired hands could do to help
the yoor wrotches who were Diving to ereape
death. What would beeome of tuem, of bier, if
the factory burned ?

she knew, before she reache d it, that the fac.
tory could not be saved. The windows were
Ioopholes of fire.  The vaves were wreathed with
flames that coiled and uncoiled themseives like
wrnithing serpents,

Suddenly a great ery rang out from the crowd,
aned she suv hunds pointing to the window of &
romn over the main evtrance.  Louking up, she
saw  Leverson standing there. His face was
very white, He must have been asleep, men
sadd, and the fire had roused him from what
might have been a plewsant slumber, to put bim
face to face with an awful dangir,
¢ ““lo is death for him,” thought Lois, with
¢ stifled Lreath. ¢“There’s no possible way of
vescape.”

“Pl try to save him,” cried a voice sle
knew—Dick's voice, and there was rometling
grand in the scund of it.

Then she saw him fighting his way through
the flames, and the last glimpse of his fuce
showed her how brave it was in the wild tom-
Epest of fire and smoke,

She held her breath, sud waited, pale and
trembling, while her Leart kept saying over
and over, in « praverful kind of way :

© Dear Diekt O, God save him t*

She knew then, in the face of the awful dan-
grr, that the lover who was risking his life so
nobly was more to her than the lover he was
risking his life for could ever be, She had made
her choiee at fast.

Saddenly, through the flame and smoke, she
caught sight ol Dick’s face at the window of
Leversou's room. Ie had Leverson in his
arms,

**Throw up a rope,” shouted Dick. *Be
quick, tor Ged's sake.”

Some strong hand Huug the line he asked for.
He fastened one end of it beveath the arms of
the unconscions Leverson, and lowered him to
the ground just as the flames burst out of the
window below him, wrapping the whole front
of the mill in a sesthing sheet of tire.

A groan went through the crowd. There was
no hope for Dick. He had saved a life at the
loss of his own,

* Dick, Diek " rang out a wuman's voies,
sharp and shrill, and foll of terrible entreaty.
*Ury to save yonvself fur my sake

He hidard, anil leaned far out of the window
in a wild desire to save his hife for the sake of
the woman he loved.  He raw the wire of one
ol the lightning reds not a fout away ifrom the
window, Mavbe it was strong encugh to hold
his weight.  But could he go shrough the hell
of firo beneath him 7 It seemed death to ven:
ture. It was cortaiuly deuth to stay where he
was,  Lois had called him.  He would make a
wild eifort to save himself.

e Jeaned cutand grasped the rod, and swung
him:elf over the window sill, and slipped down,
down, down ! The rad blistered his hands, but
bie clung toit. The flames billowed up all about
him, but he held his breath, and slid down,
down, down ! The last ho remewbered was that
he was in the midst of a whivlpool of fire, with

the thought in his brain that he was always
going down, down, down !

Tue first thing he yememb. red after that swas
a womnn’s face bending over Lim, and a wo-
man’s tears divpping on Ais face, and then a
woman’s kiss was on hig lips, and a woman’s
voice #aid, brokenly :

*“Ob, Dick ! poor, noble, brave, dear Dick 1"
And he saw Lois above him and thought he had
got to heuven.

They told him he was a hero. Lsverson came
and took his poor, wounded hands in his, and
told him he had saved hiy lite, and that he
should do great things for bim to prove his gra-
titude.

And he 2id!

Aund Lois is satisfied with the choice ehe
made.

MISCELLANY.

AN English writer says:—[ have almost
ceased 10 believe that gastronomic enjoyment s
to be procured at a French bunguet. Nothing
is done to u turp, and every dish is smothered
in sauce. Wild ducks, quails and other such
delicacies are deprived of their natural flavor,
Indeed the ideal of a French cook is to give
everything he sends to table the taste of many
other ingredients. Asparagus is one of the few
vegetables which is sulfered to retain its own
character.  The gastronomic cunning shown in
the preparation of tomatoes and artichokes is
not objectionable ; but delicate green peas are
too much operated on by the chef. Servants
hurry through the courses. Soup is one of the
few things which keeps up the repatation of the
French cuisine.

A CoxgrEssioNal Box Mor,—Whatever hurd
things we may suy about Congress, we have to
confess in our just moments that it differs from
the poor in this world in one respect—we can
not always have it with us. Congress has risen
for good, contrary to a wide-spread opinion that
the late body was incapable (f ristny, and left ug
only the precious legacy of its records—precious,
but disappointing to the historian, fur some of
its best wmiofs ure not in the Congressional Globe,
During the last days a Wesleru mnember of the
House, vinidicating himselt upon the tloor, struck
a Henry Clay attitude, and cried our, with all
the fervor of original conviction, **8ir, T'd
rather be right than be Presidest.” “ Don't
worry yourse.d about thuat,”” shouted another
mewder across the aisle; *‘ you'il never be
either.”

Oscan WinpeoN THE UNvrrEraney WHEEL,
—** A wheel as in itself,” said Oscar Wilde, ¢ a
very boantiful object. At the nublest forms of
the cennmie art are detiven from the potter's
wheel.  Andyetin England I bave alvuystound
machinery such a pitiful and ugly tiivng; a
juble of eranks and cogs and petiy pieces, you
know, without a touch of grandeur about them.
So 1 euntered that castellated horror ut Chicago,
and there at last 1 came upon a wheel—the
wheel of the Chicago Water Works—1 mighty,
wajestic, unutterably harmonio s wheel. I saw
the beauty aud the poetry of America in that
revolving wonder; and I said to myself, 1f ever
America produces a grestmusician, let him write
a* Machinery Symphony., IHe could have no
more worthy subject.  Buatal course they never
will have a grea: musician out thery,” continued
Qscar, dropyring from the clouds to earth with
singular suddenness, ““until they have nbolisli-d
the shrieking s cam wiistie. Theirtywpaucws
bave all been ruined by these whisties,

Hew Fasioy SECRETs Go OUT.—Luey Hocper
witites frm Paris that notorious Par'sisu journals
get their accounts of fumily secrets from the
servaats of the house. This has been done iu
New York by more than cne * keen.witted
valet or lady’s waid " —the making of money
by revealing their masters or mistresses’ secrets,
A few years ago a prominent gentleman here
found lus conversativns at his dinners repeated
word for word in & moruing paper.  He finally
questioned his swaiter, who coufessed that he
belonged to a waiters' club, aud that he was
well paid by a reporter who came mnightly to
gain informaticn. A lady recently dismissed s
most accomplished butler beeause he was seen
writing at odd hours and as she had reasou to
believe that he was putting down the conversa.
tions which he overheard. As she had been
betrayed by a wicked poverness a mounth before,
she was naturally suspicious. A stray fragment,
however, of the butierinn foolscap redeemed his
reputation, for it was found to be a sensational
novel.

Macavravy's Pex.—It seems no doubt to
many & reader of Micaulay's History as if he
wrote witbout etfurt, and as if the charms of his
style were the gift of nature rather than the
product of art, so spountaneously do thev
appeat to flow from his pen. It was the general
opterion of his lierary friends that he wrote with
great rapidity and made few corrections in his
wanuseripts,  On the contravy, we arc told by
his uephew and biographer, that he never
sllowed a sentence to pass until it wasas geod us
he conld mske it, and would often rewrite
paragraphs and whole chapters, that he might
gain even a slight improvewent in arrangement
or expression,  After writing thus carefully ho
corrected again, nnd hismanuseripts were covered
with erasures. He paid equal attention to proot.
sheets.  He could not rest until the lines were
level to a hair's breadth, and the punctuation
corrent ta & comma ; until every paragraph con-
cluded with a telling sentence, aud every sen-
tence tlowed like running water,
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