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i tributions wore widely road; and ho liked to
. glve to the world tle bost of his braln, tho
* vrarmest and truoat of bis beart, And herowas
' this grror !,cakling out ot his well-moant and
. oloquent pethos, llko & maliclous, untimely
. horse laugh !

e ————

; comes gradually.

. tence, my dear sirs!” pxclalmed Erma, bringing

i somo lttle bunchos of vegetables and go trun.
- dlisg about from door to door, aupplylng your
aimplo wantsin that way. Thatis all the mlis.
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Was It not enough to irritato a salnt—had a
saint besn tho author? Tho inverted 8 was
forgiven, even tho misplaced comwn ovokod
buta frown; but whoen the author of ¢ The Poor

{u our Largo Cities " found himsolf calling thioso
samo unfortunate peoplo « missrablo asses,'” ho
sprang to his foot and sought the publishors—
boardlng them in tholr own sumptuous denn—
and pointed out the bideous blunder with a
fingor rigld with juat indignation.

¢« Roally, this is too bad |" sald the irminone
volco. ‘' Wo'll 400 who {sat multand have bim
diemissod at onoe. Wo'vo beon annoyed ¢wioce
<1his soason in this way. Wo regrot thla ox.
ocodingly, Midsummer! Il ashocking orror.”
Yet, inn apito of tholr rogret, the firm covortly
Isughod In thoelrsleeves, Thoro was somothing
slightly ludicrous aboug tho blunder, which tho
author's {rritation rathor onhanced.

u fhooking? Iv's nfamous!” and 3Mldsume.
mewg tho author of #Cur Poor,” ate., cast the
copy of tho T'{imes upon the floor as if it hnd
stung him, ' Not oven spaco for an m! T.ooks
thorooglily intentional, you soo! And tho on.
tiro edition gono out, too1”

# My dear follow, wo'll have It torrated? in
to-morrow’s earliest fssuc.”

# And havo all tho moro attontion ealled to
1t? No, ot 1 rosti" and Midsummer hurled
himself out {ato tho strect with tho honey of
his philanthropy turned to gall for the momont,
and a wild dosire in his hoart to forswear nows-
papers and tako to Wostorn wilds, Forglvo
bim, for he was comparatively a young anthor.
Boesldes, without any oonoceit, he know his con-

Next morning assistant-foroman Jackson was
sent for. The error was quickly traced to
Euma’s door, Why oouid not it have boon
traced to tho door of burly young Brown, who
read tho Market and Marine, and who would
not have foit a dismissal in the lcast? Or,
beiter sUll, by had It not occurred on the
bands of 8nobbs, tho heavy editor, who read
his own proofs becauso nobody elso was wartby
toread them? 1 will toll you wiay ¢ because
destiny had & hand!n it,

When Jackson returned he bore with him a
concise lttlo note, which he Inid on Erma’s
table with a bow that hadinit tho profundity of
Mmrewoll. Erma scized upon it and read. Some
calamities aro only stunning at first. Thelr paln
Erma placidly returncd tho
0ote 0 18 envelopo and sald ¢« Ah!" to herself
as <10 s metimesdid when coming across strik.
ing nows ntho proof.

« With the close of tho week wo regretto say
that your dutios will bo onded,” concluded tho
nole.

«1'll pot work auother moment under son-

Scramall st down onthoe table 1o talles, She
then put & noto of instant resiguation into the
dummy 2ad took her hat, In fifteon minutos
she was at homo,

« Now, then, Erina Haywood,” walking upto
tho mirror, ¢ here you are on my hands again!
I thought X was well rid of you, I'vo heard no-
thing about you for fivo wholo months. And
here you come—out of work—doemandlng food,
shelter, ralmont, Odear! It's o hoavy task to
tako caro of you? I wonder if you are worth
while ¢ I wonder If vou nre worth tho
salt I provide for you? You zee, my doar,”
nodding to hersolf patronizingly, ¢ work may
come and work may go, but board goes on for-
over! What a humbuy your life is, anyway-
Just keeping your nose abova water! Earning
ten dollars for tho aake of sponding nino dollars
and ninoty-niuo conts, Stale, flay and unprofit.
ablel Idiot, you had best go into tho country
aud ratso chickons and cauliffiower, Howabout
tho mission? 1I'l tell you what your misilon
is,” with 8 monaciog finger, *1t1s to wear dark
bluo stockings and qullted potticoats and a
shawl Uod behind, and have a littlo cart and

sion that wili over como to you, you miserablo
fainre §

‘This indignant self-communion continued
much in this voln until tho dell summoned ket
to dinnor. As if it wero not onough to bo dis-
misted from a situation, tho dumpllogs twere
depreseingly z0ggy, and tho dessert w bland and
inslpld rico custard—which sho hated. Mr,
Alidsuminer, looking down to her from his fa.
vored region—Nhoe looked at hor quite frequently
now--noticed tho lurkivg trouble in hor face,
and wishied that ke know moro of hor, her poat,
her prosent, hor work, her solf In fact.

Erma, tooking up to himn, wished sho wore
Ar, Midsummer, with n man’s work w0 do, and
two children to care for. Lifo would be some-
thing ko, then,

In the afternoon she went to look about a
Iitlle among nowspaper and book publishors,
with what sucocss may bo guossod frcm Lho fact
that ovoning found lior too disheartoned for
avy tea.drinking, aitting gloomily under hav
shaded Jamp, with 8 pago of noto-paper before
her—asinglo word, « \Wantod,” writton at tho
toad, from which uufinishod manuscript the
pon Liad ovidontly falterod.

* Wanted—what ?* mused Erma. « A placo
as governoas? No, I'vo no faculty for toaching.
Lady’s compaujon? Hat! I want to sg0 the
follow-woman whoso whima I could put up
with, Sesmatrosa? I know 1o moro abvoutl a
sowing-machine than Idoabout a steam-englne,

that; the tableauxof happy mothors and happy
ohfldren parading thomsolves just for tho sake
of hurting tho focilugs of lonely Bohemians ltke
borsolf; complaoent mon-~—never ary of them
quito as distingué as Mr. 3dsummor—hurrylog
lomeo with somotimes a daluty papor of fruitor
N nosegay (r a magayino—or all three—and
bolng mot in the hall by somebody; cheery tea-
tablos, sparkiing with glass and silver, and fall-
Ing to quito hido themselves bohind alry musiin
curtains; oven a chanco cat, sitting ¢« at homo?
on a door-step, with a bluo ribbon tled in & lov-
ing bow about hor neck—all thoso hints of
bomo-lifo Erma had gathored to hersolf with o
snd consclousness of anonatlon, o sonso of boing
dofrauded of what was hor own, hor birthright.
And now as sho sat in Her room alone snd
foot-wreary, and just n Jitlo tired of caring for
Erma Haywood, that curious, tendor, sad, yot
subtly consollvg feollng of gclf-pity, which we
aro all, under real or fancied wrong, tapable of,
came ovér bor, and sho wont deliberately to the
narrow whito couch, standing in the vecoss dig-
nified as «bedroom,” and Sung hersolf down
upon {t in o passion of tearw, such as sho had
not onjoyod for many & day. It was good for
her. I am notan advocate of toars on ordinary
ocensions.  Thoy are tooluxurious forevery-day
uso. If poured forth on trivial vexations and
disappointments, thoy soon degeucrate iuto
mero sniveling, Nobody hated a snlvsler with
moro vigor than Erma did, S8he was not sntvel-
ing., Hers was a thunder-showor of grief, vio-
lont and muty, not lkely to last long, but
sweoping things baforo 1t whilo it lasted.

Thus sobbing, with her face burled in tho
plilow, she did not hearsome tiny knuoklos rap.
plng at tho door, Nor the door whon it opuned
and closed. Northo light stops that hesitatiogly
crossod the floor and paused at her slde. Sho
heard nothing untl) & amall, stilf voice, with a
wondering tremor ib it, satd closo to hor ear:

¢ MIsagy wood "’

Erma turned bor head a little savagely—it is
seldom pleasant to bo caught crylng--but the
visicn of Nannio with wonder and pity in her
round eyes, and o great bunch of pansies and
moss-roses in her hand, was too touching a vislon
to bo regarded savagely.

« 1 havoe brought these for you, if you ploase,"™
thrusting them in Erma’s face and preparlng to
rotreat. A blg, “grown.up' woman having a
wild crying-spell was an alarming as well as
pitiful spectacle.

Erma got up from tho bed and tried to com-
maxud hor volce.

« Don't de—art” hastily dryiog her
oyes. ¢ You brivg thess to rr~*" with {noredu.
lous emphu.ais,

#Yes, it's o.: -resont for you;” thon adding,
confidentinlly, ¢ Paps and I went away out toa
big greanhouso purpose to got them, and papa
bought thom for mo to give {0 you. And I'vo
got two roses for my vase, DId you hurt you,
Mizsaywood 2’ InNannje's oplulon, bumpsand
acratohes wero tho only ovoents in 1ife worthy of
toars.

Erma blushed at tho frank disclosure, and

smilod at tho abrupt questiop.

« 1t 1s the swootest present that ever was, and
I thank you, dear!” kissing the child’s choek,

«# No, I haven't hurt mysslf, I don't feel woll,

that's all, Don't say anything about ft1 It is

very silly to cry, don't you think so0?”

# But somotimeos you have to cry, youknow,”

sald Nannfe, “1'm golng to bod now. Good

night, Missaywood,” shutting her adleus into

tho door as sho disappeared, In her abrupt

child’s way.

Erma put tho flowors In water, and sat down

by thom, an occasional sob atill catehing at her
throat, and a bright rod spot buralng on elthor

cheok., RBut a*.u folt suddenly and unaccount-

ably choerful—un>~~ountably, becausothere was

no material cause for cheor,

As for tho rich, velvoty pansics and tho sweot

roscs, were thoy not the child’s git ¢ And why

should sho not bo delightod with thom?® What

1f thoy wero really Midsummer's gift? What

then? It need not follow that ahs should take

on prudish eirs and docling them with stately

thanks, or that abe should acocpt them with a

school-girl's simper, thinking that thoy meant

somoething., Oh! no. It was moroly a graceful

roturn for her groat kindness in having tied up

Nannle’s bumped hoad; for haviog given littlo

Bernie a buzz-saw, with which ho had lacerated

avery ono of bis blouses; for bavipg taken thom

both, ono fino Bunday, to a long ramble in the

pak, from which they had rcturned with bils-

tored noscs and weary legs. Such kindness

moritod moas-roses, of coursc. And hore thoy.
were, and sio would keop thom, and feel
ugreatlly obliged.” Thus resolutely she put
away all “nonscnse® ln regard to tho offoring.

wAnd now, instead of spopding my timo in
ineffoctual blubbering, Ithink I had best attack
thoso stockings that bave beon leorilg at mo
from my work-baskot for & waek, ¥Yos, wo'll
darn our stockings, Erma i{aywood, witha hoart
for any fntol”

Ernfa had & growing habit of talklng to her
solf—becauso of belng s0 muckh alono, and be-
cause she Was & womsan and couldn't avold tatk.
ing.

go sho sat valfantly darning, when thero camo
anothaor Xnock at the door. # A cup of wrotched
but well-meant tes, with Mrs, McAfforty’s coms
plimerts, I suppode,” thoughit Erma; then sho
said aloud, ¢ Como!”

Becomd gIrl?” Tho idoa of belug second glel

Mr. Midsummor stood on tho thresbold,

looked sc foasiblo that sho took timo to considor
it

Thon she got thinking of the many plonsant
homes sho had had poops ut during her after-
noon wallc; of tho plants and birds in tbis win-
dow, aud tho oasy-chair and work-basket in

abaslied and undeclded,

Ing that ho “musn't tell, ’causo Miseaywood
didree want anybody to know It.” Ho oxpeotod
to find & woman In distross, But horo was n
woman sitting up vory crect, with a stocking
drawn over ono hand and n darning-noedio in
tho other, apparently far romoved from distross,

may,

Thon both spoko simullangously, Slo sald,
4 Como In, Mr., Midsummeor,” whilo sho hastily
put her darning into tho background, and ho
faltored,  May I como in 1
The frank way ts tho best way. To mako wenk
romarks about tho wenthoer was somothing Mid-
summer was {ucapablo of. As he ncoopted
Ermua's profforod chalr, ho sald
“I geg pardon for blundoring in horo after this
fashion, but Nannto suys—Nannlo tolls mo—
Mre, Haywood, you bavo somo trouble. I camo
to 300 1f you would—1t it is poesidle for mo to
be of any sorvico to you.” .

Erma blushed scarlet. ,«* Nannio has beon toll-

Lot 1” sho sald florcely, ns ono of thoso tona-
clous sobs caught her throat.
Midsummer looked burt, Erma saw the look
and gontly added, « You are very kind, Mr, Mid-
summor.”
“You shonld be kind enough not to make mo
appoar llko an 1djot I” bo answered bluntly, but
mollifted by her tone and tho pathetic sob.
My conduot—alnce it has been made public—
nceds oxplanation, I suppose,” sald Erma spite?
fully, I will toll you, Idon'tthluk anything
waa the direot causs of my—my—acting in that
imbecilo way, A storm had been gatherlng In
my sky all day—~commonclbg with—a—rather
unpleasant ciroumstanco; and all the littlo
clouds of my past and present came floaling up
aud joining that unpleasant clrcumstanco—and
—whoen Nannfe camo with hor beautiful gift for
me, the atorm had begun and was raging. Itls
all over now."
“I am groatly onlightened,” sat Midsummor
grimly, coloring with humfiation, ¢ You
couldn't woll bavo takena moro graceful way of
tolling mo that—I~havo—intruded upon you.
Don't despiso mo! I meant well.,”
* Deaplso you, Mr, AMidsummer! I'm ashamed
to tell you! It'ssowoenk—thiscryingover ono's
solf! I suspcct this i tho $ndirect cause: Yes-
torday I was an affluent proof-resder in the
Times office. To-day I am dismissed, and a
beggar! Until I got work sgain. That is all,
Tears mend the matter vastly, don't they?
Carclessnoss was the ground. I was caroless
twice before, but this last timo tho mistake was
too funny {” and Erma hastened to relato the
pariionlars of her fatal negligence.
Midsummoer’s face, meanwhile, hold a variety
of expressions. As Erma oconcluded her little
atory with alaugh that trled ita best to be morry,
he asked qulotly :
#'What do you think of thearticle, aslde from
that atroclous blunder ? Do you remember any-
thing of it 2»
“1bave it in my sorap-beok here, blunder
and all, It is grandly good! Tho man who
wrote 1t 18 0t to bo edored! 1 hopo God will
bless him (?
Midsummer rose and stood before hor, looking
down upon her with sparkling eyec:
“Ars. Haywood—child I—i0 you know I am
that authort And I vowed ycsterday that {fit
would only please fate to throw that Ttmes
proof-rendor In my way, I wounld thrash him
witbin an inch of his lifein
“Good heayens!” cjaculated Ermas, rising to
her foot llke an embodied exclamation-point.
4 Fato has flung that proof-reader in my way !
contlnued Midsummer menacingly, something
ke a smlile beginning to pall at his golden
moustache.
Erma turnod abruptly away. Sho was ln no
mood to bo laughed at—by tho manshe loved—
and it was suddonly revealed to hor that she
loved this man,
# You who ze, 80 kindly ¢The Poor {n qur
Largo Cities,’” she began demurcly, «you can
sproly bestow inexpounsive forgivenoss on ono
who—who—-has—pald rather dearly for tho an-
noyance sho has caused you?”
«No; I would have your Itfe—I would havo
your life—In my kKeopipg—if you will give it to
me I" {n & broken volce.
+I have loved you oversinco the day you held
Nanalo in your arms{” fie continued.
The sob In her throat again; but it was such
a happy onc.
+# 8ho sald I was wortby to ba adored,
I wero worthy to bo Joved—a little)?
8ilonoce,
¢ Very temptiing things I offer hor, Lconfoss:
poverty, the care of childron, work, the lovo of
a poor old nowspapar scribblor——

I wish

Nannlo—In obedienco ’
wErn:a’ulr;;mncumnot,to“toll”—hadtll';ralgm- '
way glven hor thther a vivid account of how sho . !

iad found Missnywand ',.Z,‘;fng and vrying as O fine tongues, O litho tonguos, sharp-potnted to
hard as sho could ory,” but conselontiousty add. | Kill

and roganding him with astonishment and dts. .

ing you how sho found mo bohaving ltke—an |

THE GREATEST OF ALL IS OHARITY.

Tho tonderost heart?
O dark worde, O low words, shot swiflly, and
still
i With dolioato art!
Whenco ocomnes ye? O woman, your guilty
1 cheeks burn—
Against your ownalsters tho weapons yo turn.
Go yo to the fcot of tho Maaler and loarn
. That tho greatest of all 1s Charity !
! o :nrm fith, O irm faith, sublimo canst thou
0
In woman muic strong!
O blind oyoes, O closed cyos, rofsing to seo
A lovor go wrong!
Belloving tho son, though ho lles to your face;
Bolloving thé husband through darkest disgraco ;
Why can ye not rise to a still highor pisco
In the groatest of all, kind Charity ?

o] altm' hope, O fur hopy, Low bright canst thon
glow
In mother and wifo!
O deaf oars, O closed cars, rofusing to khovw
The wreck of a 1ito !
Ye choer failon man with tho vory Iast breath;
Ye hopo agatnst hope to the gatoway of death;
Why can ye not 1iat to tho messago that saitb,
Lo1 tho greatest of all Is Charity !

Yo s¢o not, ye dream not, tho torturing grief
Ofone at your sido!

8ho sutlers in sllonce, and flnds no rolicf—
Hor toars she must hide!

All wounded, all bloeding, the poor maiden

heart,

Yot swift as the Indian’s pitiless dart

Your keon words aro sent to the tenderest part—
Though the greateat of all 1s Charity!

Yo sco not, yo feol not, the trials that chiil
A wifo 'neath her load.
o’o{lt.ﬁsked and o'erburdencd, she struggles on
8
‘Neath duty’s sharp goad,
Yo koow not tho longth that her dally round
maokes;
Y(:.a tnow not the cares that her fochle hand
03 §
Yo add your hard words, and tho straining heart
bronks—
Though the greatest of all 1s Charity !

Ye knot not, anrufled, tho battle for 1ifo
A slster must wago;
Yo kuow not, untempted, in what doadiy strifo
Her heart must ongage.
Sho reaches tho brink, but the chasm appals$
Sh‘gafll;,nga with faint clutch to tho slippery

Bu! down come your doubts, ltke a blow, and
sho fallg-

Though tho groatest of all 15 Cuarity!
Y(:l hoed not, proud hearts, the hopetess condle
on

Of one who 18 lost ; .

It may be In waves of tears and contrition

Her poor soul is tossed. :

Y(:xur pitiicss scorn koops her baock from your
oor,

Your pitlless hand keops her down ¢vermoro,

Though tho Saviour himself satd, “Go sin no

more” !

For tho greatest of all 18 Charlty ! 1

O woman, U woman, the earth'ssweatest flower,
Creation’s bright crown !

Howcan ye, how can ye, still chorlsh the power
That holds your souls down ?

O fnirest, for wheo= all your youthful hearts
burn?

O dearest, for whom all our aged eycs yeurn!

0 ready for Paradise, could ye but learn

That tho greatast of all is Charity !

DESMORO ;

OR,
THE RED HAND.

—

BY THE AUTHOR OF ! TWENTY STRAWS,” ** voice8
FROX THE LUMBER ROON,” THE * QUNNING-
BIzD,” £710., BTC.
CHAPTER XXV.
# Why, you heve put out tho Jight 2" quorted

Then Erma flashed around apon him, and held
out hor hands,

« 1 can't love you—a lttlo:” Lwo groat, Joyous
tears shining {n hor oyes.

« My darling

—a—

This story polats to but ono fact, and that ts,
our imited Enowlodgo of tho Unforesocun.

How little Midsumnmet had dreamed that ho
should como to pross, with tho “kissof oternity,”
the lips of tho pruof-reader for whoszo personal
dhiagtisomont he had thirstod.

How very far had it been frum Erma’s oxpec-
mllim that her “mission” was %0 near at
han R

tho gontioman, a3 ho rofastened the cascment,

My safety demanded tho uct—tho Jght,
would bavo botrayed me ! Desmoro answered,,
{u an uadertonc.

#Who arc you, and wherefore are y « belog
thus hunted, as you term it9” ..

wI am s0try that I cxunot oxplain uy pust-
tiov, that I cantot return you an honest unswer
to your stralghtfarward quosiion, but, bo asaug-
od of this, I am not horo to barm you, ur w
commit any dcod of wrong or mlsehlef, Xam
an outlaw, "t trie, but unhappy circumstances
havo mado mo such—J am not a bushrangor at
tho ooro,”

1t A bushranger 1’ ochoed tho genvlomaun,

#Hark ! thoy aro ln tho gardont  Wo must
not et our volces bo heard.”

« Glvo ma your haund, and £ will conduct yoy




