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THE BLEPHANT SOLDIER.

Loug, loug ago, on India's plains,
here mged & battle fierce and strong ;
he din of musketry was heard,
And eannon’s roar was loud and long.
Old Hero marched with stately tread
His part to act in the affray ;
And on his buck, above all heads,
The ruyal ensign waved that day.

Fondiy the soldiers viewed their flag,
Which shook its colors to the air.
Proudiy the mahout rode. and sent
His watehful eaze now here, now here.
Till ™ Halt 1 he eried ; and Herv heard,
And instanily the wond obeyed
When, lo 1 a flash, s shrick, and then
Hisdriver with the slain was laid.

Oh, fierce and hot the conflict grew |

Yet patiently old Hero stood

Amidst it all, the while his feet

Were stained, alas { with human blood,

His ears were strained to cateh the veice

Which ouly eoubi his steps eommand,
Nor would be turs when men prow weak,

Aund panie spread on cither hand

3ur vet the standant waved alofr :
The flecive suldiers saw it. * Jo!

e are nei congicred yet,” they eried,
And ealivitge, ol sed upeon the for,
Thet turved tue tide ot eonguest, amd

The voval ensicn waved at Iast
Vietorions o'er ihe blood-stained field
Just as the wenry day was past,

Yer waited Hero fur the word
O him wonse sole command e knew—
Vaited, nor weved vne ponderons toot,
To bis owg eapeasinsonders trge,
Three bnely nights, three lonely days,
LPoor Hero “halted.”™  Brilw nor threat
Conld <tie him frow the spet, And on
His back he Lore the standard yet,

Then thousht the sobliers of a child

.. Who lived e handred wiles aw:y,
"ll.v'm:lhpm'w son ! teteh him I they eried ;

* His voice the ervature will obey,”

He came. the little orphaned lad.
Scarce uine yearsold. But Hero knew

That many a time the master's son
Had been the ' little driver ™ ton.

Ohediently the brave ol head
Was bowed hefore the child, and then,
With one long, wisttul glanee sroaad,
Old Hero's mareh begun again
Onward he went.  The trappings hung
All stained and tattered at his sid
And no one saw the cruel woune
Cawhich the blod was seareely dried.

Butwhen at Inst the tents were reached,
The suffering Hero raised his head,
And trampeting his mortal pain,
Laccked for the muster who was dead.
And then abont his master's son
His trunk old Hero feebly wound,
And ere snother day had passed
A sobdier’s honored grave kad found,

THE LITTLE RUSSIAN
SERVANT.

front ot w yourg il of fifteen or Sixte er, bent
over an rpcbreidery frame, The youny girl rose,
prostrat-dd hersell thrice befere her mistress,
then g ting up remained standing, her hnds
hauging by her side, her head slightly bent for-
ward wr der 1he investizating geze of the Coun.
tess, who throvgh her eyigioss closely scrutin-
iz-d ber, l

It 35 the new girl, Your Highness,” an-
swered the head hidy's uaid, coming forward
with the air of imyortance that thirty yeary'
emplovinent gives 1o matter what fun-tionary.
#8he is the daughte: of Fomia, of the village of
Ikonine.  She i. come in el turn 1o pey her
father’s o’ rol—he is iv Mo-cow.”

“These peasant girls can do nothing.” said
the Countese, with a wearicd air.  *“ What do
yYou expert to get cut of this one ¥

“She coren't embroider ladly, Your High-
ness; prey look yourself. She’ cam be put to
the emlaoideries—uot to the mound, hut to the
trimmiags,  This is for the toilet table of Ma-
dame Ja Comtesse.”

Tte noble lady, who could hardly sec, heing
shortsizhied from her binh, examiced the em-
broidery fiame so closely that the tip of her
noe grized the cloth.

‘*That's not bad,” she said.
little girl.”

The li*tle girl advanced, and the Countess in-
spected her as minutely as she had dene the em-
broidery.

*“ How pretty sheis! What's your name "

¢ Mavra.'*

i The word came liks a breath from the rosy
is.

“You mnst speak louder if you want us to
hear you,” said the head lady’s maid angrily.

Mavra turned her large blue startled eyes
toward ber, let them diogp, and said nothing.

¢ Sit down to your work,” said the Countess,
amused at ber new toy. With a quick, graceful
movement the young girl restianed herseat on
the wooden chair, and the needle firmly held
between her agile fingers went in and out of the
stoff with that chort, sharp noise that stia.ulates
the action of the hand.

“That's right, you may go on,"” said the
Conntess, her neries irritsted Ly the regularity
of the movement.

Then fu'ning Ler back upon the young girl,
ard trailing the heavy, rumptuoos folds ¢f her
dressing pown along the caiefully washed pine.
wocd fleor, she disappested through the deor,
which wos respectfully elosed after her by the
hesd  lady's maid. The Couptess, an accom.
jlithed mistiess of 2 hovse, madea practice of
poeying o damly visit to this 1ocm, which was re.

fWhe's that ' said the Conntess, stepping in

“Come Lere,

»

served for the women of her service. Mavra was
left alone in the wortkroom—a large, well lighted
chamber, Furnished simply with tables and
chrirs for the use of ths innumerable women and
gitls invariabiy attached to the service of those
noble lndics who knew so well how to maintain
their rauk in that blessed time of serfilom, At
this hour the workroom was empty, Some of
the weinen were washing, others ironing, some
cleanivg and turning up ide down everything in
the priva'e apartment the Countess had juost
1.ft.  The young peasant girl, with her needle
uplifted, 1ested her ruddy hand upon the edge
of the frame aud locked around her.

What multitudes of embroidered gowns, with
therr rich lace trimmings, hung there on the
wall, waititg some slight repairs { —what end-
less pwetticoaty, with their ornamented flonnces
s}l frechly droned, ¢n cords along the huge room !
—what countless lace caps, worn hardly an
hour, pinned to a pincushion as large as a pil-
low, tsd only for this purpase ! and there, in a
basket on the corner of the table, what piles of
camtric clem’ses, delieately piped and pleated,
trimmm-d with Valenciennes lace and ornamen-
ted wih bright ribbons!  And all this for one
priser, without counting the sitk ctockings iu
that other basket aud the 1ings by dezens worn
by the Couness on her thin fiogers,  In this
wiorld of Biving beings urder Gad's heaven, what
im] ertenee given to one person that necded so
wany other persons to sorve her! and how the
uothingoess of these was made mere vmphatie
by the dominwee of thatt Mavra sat wounder:
stecken, Thae head fady's uid, coming into
ske toom, found her still in a state of stupefac-
tian, stupe fied above at} st having wade these
retlections.

** Weli, you are Incky ! she said to her, with
4 boasiful look.  **Our Countess took a fancy
to you at the fist glunee 5 you are now on the
list of embroiderers ! You may thank God for
it, 1t is pot often the Conuntess takes 2 faney
like that at first sight.”

¢ 1-she, then, unkind 17 innocently inquired
the girl,

“Urkind! Oh, no; capricions, like all
mistresses, but the kindest laly in the world,
and genercus!  Besides, this is a rich house;
nothing is counted—nothing at all.”

Thes was true, nothing was conuted ; neither
plate, ner ‘ond, nor prelons oljects—i v short,
nothing 3 end yet rothicg was ever stolen.
What was the good of stealing ! What could be
the use of stolen th'ngs in a place like this, re-
mole from towns, where you could not wear
them, sitice you might be detected and atrested,
nor sil them, as there were no tradespeople ¢
In this lordly mansion, the doors of which were
pever shut, nothivg within the memory of man
bad ever Len pumrieined. As a set-off to this
the caudle was kept P utnine at the two ends;
but are not candles made to be burned, and if
0, is it kot the right thing to burn them up as
quickly us possible, since there are others ready
2s s0on as these are consumed? This was the
econosute principle that ruled this old provin-
cial seignorial mansion, where very little else
had to be purchased save toa, coffee, sugar and
witc—all other things being furnished by the
bounte cus ¢arth which produced the harvests
and fed the cattle,

*“ This i better than your village,” contiuue.d
Ducka, proud of belouging to such noblc mas.
ters and derirous to impress on the mind of the
simple peoasant girl the importance and dignity
of the fanctins che was promoted te.

‘It is were beautiful,” veplied Mavra, bend
ing intently over her work,

It was lueky they taught vou to embroider,
else you would bave been sent to the poultry
yard to freld the cocks and hens aud look after
the calves.  How did you learn V"

My mother taught me.  She was fonmerly
in urrvice ; she was a drvorovada in the time of
the late Countess. She married a peasant.”

* Ah 1" said Dacka, ¢¢] thought your manners
were not quite those of a peasant girl ; if your
meather wos in service, thal’s another thing.
Coms, take a cup of coffee with me. Prepare
the coffes pot and make haste before the others
come. !cean’t ask every one, you understand.”

In this way, honored by the Countess’ eye-
plass and fivored by the lady’s maid's coffee,
Mavra Legan her life as an embroideress, which,
to all appearance, was destined to go on inde-
finitely, to save her father from more irksome
toil without remuneration, The arrangement
suited the Countess, and as she had a passion for
embroideries, a passion shared by most Russian
ladies, she preferred having a good embroiderer
in her workroom to having a peasant at the
plough.

To Mavra there was but little difference be.
tween the isba of her father and the workroom
of the seiguorial mansion. Here, as there, her
life was spent in assiduous work from sunrise to
tunset. There her mother, an austere, sombre
woman, like most village matrons to whom Jife
had proved no light matter ; here, the lady’s
maid, often grumbling, but at times kind and
even condescending, The chief difference be-
twien the two modes of 1ifs contisted in the
daily visit ¢f the Countess, who generally said
nothing, but passud with a solemn air throagh
the rocmful of silent, awe.stricken women. But
one thing was lacking to Mavra, and thie nothing
could replace—the evening hour of rest which
she used to spend by the fountain when sent to
draw water for her mother, or on the threshold of
their ol cabin watching the spring rain falling
soft and warm, melting the snow so quickly that
its thickness might be seen visitly diminishing;
or, agair, in the month of May, standing at the
edge of the forest listening to the nightingales

singivg on the delicate golder branches of the
perfumed birch tree. )

Winter passed fairly well, but when the first
breath of warm air set tho melted snow stream-
ing down the roofs, which again the night's
frost transformed into long stalactites of iee,
Mavra felt & strange vague aching iv her heart,
The house was overheated, and the close, naus.
cous air made her sick. What would she not
give to run as of old over the moors to seo if the
moss were beginning to appear under the ery-
stallized transparent carpet of snow.

“What is the matter with this little gir} 1"
asked the Countess one day as she stopped
before the frame at which the young peasant
girl was diligently working. *‘She was os fresh
as a rose, and now she has grown yellow. Do
you feel pain anywhere, Mavra ¥’

Mavra raised her blus eyes to the noble luly
who, for the second time in ber life, deigned to
to address her, and replied in her low volce—

* Nuwhere, Your l‘ighucss."

*“Then why ure you so yellow ¢

** 1 don’t know, Your Highness."”

The Countess dropped her eyeglass and looked
Kindly at the young glrl.

‘L know,” said she after 8 wmoment’s pause,
*the child wants air.  She came here from her
village, and has passed the whole winter stoop-
ing over her frame.  Henceforth, little girl, you
mnst go out into the fresh air twice a day, and
st learn the service of my bedroom ; this will
give you exercise,"’

Thereon the Countess yuitted the rorm, fol-
lowed by Mavra’s grateful eyes now filled with
teare. IFrom that day Mavra \\‘orship‘md the
Countess; to approach her, to tcuch what she
had worn, toserve her, to rec:ive her orders and
to execute them with the utmest speed aud
doxterity was the great joy of the humble girl,
Her mistress, wrapped in all this gorgeous
luxury, the elements of which had been 201 mg
under her eyes iu the workroom, appeared to her
as some august being nearer her Creator than
any other of her {ellow creatures.  Not only dud
Mavia pray to God for her, but at times she
inwardly prayed to her as to a saint, thinking
the plvadiugs of a being so superior must have
equal weight with the powers of heaven as with
those of carth.

That meuthfnl of fresh air that Maves dravk

in twice a day svon broughit back the Lloom to

her chiecks.  Happiness bat a share init.  But
spriny, that came with strides to nake up for
lost tinie, was the chief worker of this miracul-
ous cure.  The days went on lengthening, realy
to melt into each other as they do at the sum-
wes solstice.  Aud during these long vvenings
tne youny girl loved to stand leaning agaiust
the barrier of trelliswork serving as gate to the
courtyard of the seignorial wansion, watching
the young peasant girls slowly wending their
way to the fountain with their empty poils, and
cotming quickly Lack beut beneath their burden,
their heads stooping under the wooden yoke that
connscted the buekets.  Their time had passed
iu gossip, and the mother or the mother-in-law
was waiting with & sharp reproof at home.
Mavre woull gaze at the mil bireh tree by the
gate as it gently waved in the evening breeze its
loug branches, like those of a weeping willow,
and uow and then see through them a pale etar
in the pale sky, shining and seeming te be say-
ing scmethiog to her. The noises from the
river, the lest horses returning from their even-

ing drink pas-ing at a quick trot b:fore her !

shaking their wet manes, the distant songs, faint
a< an echo, of the peasants returning in their
téleyues from their diy’s labor -all these rustic
familiar things brought back the sweet mewory
of the past and made herlive in joyous anticipa-
tin of the future, s noothing and brighteniug
her path.

The young grooms noticed the pretty girl
that casne out and stood every evening by the
gate to breathe the air *“ by order of the Coun-
tess,” They mustered courage at first to sny
“Gond eveuing,” then to add a few words:

Yonng Russians of this class sre weither rudc{

nor forward so long as brandy does not flow in
their veing, and the Countess was implacable on
the score of drunkenness. Mavra answercd in
her sweet voice, and sometimes lnughed, show-
ing her white teeth. But no one dared ven-
ture further with her. She would slip, as it
were, through their fingers, and run scared into
the house, After a few attempts the young lads
grew accustowmed to her reserved ways, and, to
speak frankly, they liked her all the better. The
coachman Simeon alone, who was not used to
such dainty damsels, his superb beard and black
velvet garments always winning at least n kiss,
taken and given back with good grace—Simeou
tried one evening to steal close to the pretty
girl while she, in her reverie, was gazing at the
stars, Ile approached without letting himself
be heard, and succeeded in getting his magnifi-
cent beard close to the young dreamer’s cheek.
Warned by a rustling, she started suddenly,
tnrned her head, and in the movement received
the kiss she wished to avoid,

“Oh 1" she said, with inexpressible horror,
wipin{; her cheek so violently with her sleeve
that she tore tha fine skin.,

All the servants around langhed, for Simeon
had Yrided himself on a better reception.

““ Don’t try this again, Simeon, or | shall tell

the Countess.” Her eyes filled with tears at

the insult, and she looked at him with a menac-
ing air,

She spoke in o tono so earnest, o deeply
hurt, that the head lady's maid stopped the -
laughter by saying with a voice of authority :—

““Mavra is a good iirl and ig right to reserve

ou are a good

herselfl for hier futarc husband.

r1; aud you Simeon are n lubber to have
ﬁ“ightencd her in this way.”

The coachman tried to pass it off with a joke,
bt Dickn was more than a match for him ; it
was bo easy matier to have the lust word in a
discussion with her. Simeon soon gave it up.
Masra silontly disappeared, and while the dis-
pute was still going on, she, with head buried
in her pitlow, was sobbing bitterly,

She cried with shame at the rude liborty that
had been taken with her in the presonce of all
the others, and for something besides that; for
her wounded modesty ; for invineiblo disgust.
Had no oue been witness of the scene she would
bave shed the same burning tears. Sho conld
uot have said why ; had she been questioned,
her only answer would have been, ¢ 1 don't like
it.'’ But to say why, she was incapable.

And so in tears she fell asleep, before the
other girls, loss sensitive, had returned from
their daily strall with their sweethearts,

From this day forth all treated with deference
the girl’s reserve. The story was tald ta the
Countess by the discreet head lidy’s maid, and
the nodble lady looked scrutianizingly at the
young girl when she came to attend ou her, bat
not a word of praise or blame was uttered ; and
Mavra took for granted that no ene thouzht
more of the adventare,

Summer was already on the wane when the
noble maunsion, habitually so tranquil, wax sud-
dealy filled with noise and gaiety. The young
Count Serge hid s:nt his carriages on before
bim ; saddle horses and hounds were stamiping
and  neighing in their stalls and barking in
their kennels us though the one aim of life were
to ke the most toise possible in a given
time.

* How handsome he is, our young Count !"
Dacka kept on saying the livelong day, to while
away the tedious hours iu the silent workroom,

And she repeated again und again, with inex-
haustible complacency, the history of Sirge’s
birth, and the L- end of hisx boyhood up ta the
moment when this dear treasure of her heart
had gone to join the corps of pages, his trunks
taden with cakes, jams, and oll that could pos-
sibly be eaten under heaven.

The work-gitls give listless heed to thess
huudrcd-limes-rcycuwd narrations, but Mavra
was never tired hearing them ; it was like re-
ceiving gospel iuto her heart.  Her good and
revered protectress nade all thiugs dear and
venerated that touched her nearly, aud this
only son, loved, ndored, longed for, becamo a
supernntural being, a kind of Messiah to her,

Oue morning at the end of August as Mavra,
who had riseq enrly, was crossing the conrtygrd
to go waken up the laundress, who had over-
slept hersell, shs saw galloping along the en-
closure a troik of black horses with their heads
covered with bells,

““It's the young master,” thought the little
servant 3 and withoat giving  herself time for
reflection she ran to the pondercus gate and
threw it wide open. At the same time the bril-
liant eqnippage arrived ; the coachiman palled
together his noble beasts, and without slacken.
ing their gallop they shot like an arrow jast
Mavra, and ten steps further on stood still at
the foot of the steps.  Duazed, her heart thrilled
by she kuew not what impression of f:ar and
{-:_v, she received full in the face the gaze of two
arge, black, amazed and amused eyes,

** How Like his mother!” thought Mavra as
she clored the huge gate that shut with a heavy
bang.

She tarned <lowly toward the steps as Seryge,
jumping down from the earriage, lookal round
at her again ; he swiled when he wet her blue
eyes full of simple adwiration, and, civing her
a lriendly ned, entered the house of his fathers.
A minute after he was by the Countess’ bidiide,
pressed lovingly in her arms,

When they had chatted two whole hours, a3
they fiuished their tea, Serge, recollecting him.
self, sud lenly said to his mother—

* What iy this new acquisition yon have
malde, mother? A little fair haired Raphael
opened the gate fur this morning.”

! The Countess thought for a moment,
!
i

“CABY T know,” said she; ** it's Mavra—a
virtue—my dear chill, A strange little creature
who adores me.”

i “3Sheis quite right,” replied the son respect-

i fully, ‘¢ W}mt do you do with her 1"

+  **She embroiders in the afterncoa, and in the

. morning she attends t» me; but, Serge, you
must be prudent, My house is strictly kept ;

don't you go und amuse yourself making gallant

speeches to my girls.”

‘ Oh, mother! what do yon take we for?”
carcfully replied the young man. | think of
a woman only when she is in a casket snited to
her style of beauty. Now, here you may have
penrls, but the casket is totully wanting.”

They burst out langhing together, Only those
who thoroughly understood tlirse two beings
could have guessed beneath this light talk the
strict propriety of the mother and the son's
respect for the maternal home. But Rusgians
of the grande mon-le are so constitutod that
when they have no vice they take all imngin.
able trouble to affect it.

Ou leaving the dining-room the Countess and
her son directed their steps towards the garden,
In front of the house, in the courtyard, they
met Mavra stooping under the weight of an en-
ormous pile of linen which she was carrying
from the laundry. The shects held in under
her croused hands reached so high that she had
to ruise her ehin wnd turn her head sideways in
order to sce beflore her.
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