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ON THE MORROW., '
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T envy not my lord his lands,
Hia timbers on a thousand acres,
While I have stalwart heart and hands
To plough life’s main and stom its breakers;
His castlo walls built centurios past
Maiy have a halo dim of glory,
Whild round’ my lowly cot is cast
No Jegened worthy song or story ;
Bat this I know, for all below,
. ‘Both'great &nd small, thiere's joy and sorrow;
 And if my way be dark to-day,
There may ve sunshine on the morrow.
I envy not my lord his state,
Ewblazoned wide in heralds’ pages—
His proud descent of Norman date,
Or-esrlior barbaric ages :—
The only dignity I know
Is that which springs from native ment,
Asnd gods, if gods dwelt here below,
Would not ashiamed be to injerit ;

. Rlbmd"tnd star mute symb ls are

of s:wnge conquest steeped in s0rTow ;

" I'll 6ght my way myself to day,

And reap tho harvest or the morroyw.

I envy not my lord his gold ;
1t cannot buy one solid pleasure,
Nor eko out Nature’s copyhold
When death comes in to takoe our measure ;
And who would feast on viands rare,
Then kneel to heaven in seeming sable,
Whilé tliousands drooping in despair
Crave for tho refuse from his table ?
A pampered purse is'but a curse
‘When 'twill not lessen human sorrow :
Content each day I work and pray
For grace to help me on the morrow.

That ancient heirloom is the best
‘Which nothing gaing by brick or mortar ;
That rank will stand the longest test
No college on our shield can quarter ;
No rent-roll, purse, or scrip can vie
'With argosy by Wisdom freighted ;
Lt all the world's vain pomp pass by !
To be a man—the Ged-created—

. By far transcend all minor ends

For which cliques strivéin scorn and sorrow;
And though thé way be dark te-day
There may be sunshine on the morrow.,

’

mles s Shetclics.
TAKlNG IT FOR GRANTED. .

Wxth marks of rough stormv life all over
him,"a man of about fifty years, gray and sun-
burnt, sat in my office.« I found him there
when'I went,m one wmorning not long ago.

“’Hero is somebody waiting for you, El-

well,” gaid Mr. Bigelow.

- X looked around, and the man rose and held
out his hand.

' ‘“‘Avenll—my name is Averill,” said he,
loolb.ng sharply at me out of a pair of shrewd
-gray eyes. *‘Iaman ‘old friend of your mo-
‘ther ; but I have‘not met her for a matter of
five-and-twonty years. SoI thought I’d eall
and-ask after her and her family.”

“T am glad to see you,” said I.
qrela.twe of my mother?’ L

“No,” replied- Mr. Averill. ' We were of
the'same name, but not conneceted—unless it
‘may be very distantly. Iused to kuow her
and her -folks, though, as ‘well as Idid my
own sisters, and better, too. Let’s sce—where

¢ Are you

. is your Aunt Augusta now?”

¢ She is living with her children in Port-
fand,” said I

““Pretty well, is sho, do you know ? asked
© Mr. Averill,
“Vay well when we heard last.
fugnsta has good children and a pleasant

T ‘Roigje, “and sccms quite happy.”

“Um-m-m! That is nice,” said Mr. Aver-
ill, fumbling at a rough nugget of gold that
bung as a charm from his watch chain.

T hado’t much to do that day, so I talked
off and on with my visitor till it was time to
g0 home, and then took him along with me.
1 left him in the sitting-rcom and went to find
mother. She was mixing biscuits for supper,

- looking through her glasses, and singing a

* "friend of youra wants to sce yon.”

snatch of some old, half-forgotten love-ditty
of her yonth.

¢ Mother ¥’ said I, breaking in upon her
mong. ‘““Come in the other room. An old

",
-

“~

Mother looked up over her glasaes.
“Au old triend ? 'Tisn't :my of the Maine
folks, is°it " she asked.

B.cause, if it was 80 much as a dog that had.-

trotted across a corner of the State of Maine,
" on his four legs, mother would have run, with
her'arms out sud a smile of welcome, without
stopping to evén washjthedough off her hands.
As it was, with only an indefinite thought of
soging * an old friond,” sho went, with a dust
of fisur on her nose, :md'without hor company
cap.

is 500N 28 she had ateppon inside the sit-
tmg-room door, she stood add ‘looked at her
guest, and he stood and looked at Ler.

“ It is Sam, as truo as you are bom ' she

, said, at last.

*-Then - they both ln.ughed nud then they

; .
: l»tfl ‘wiped their: oyes, though' they didn’t bega

stem like that so! “of. people, esspecm]ly Mr.
" Averill. '

. Inever knewbmother to. forgct Ther house-

' ,"k,upmg_ before;’ bqt thiv time sho let tho_ bis-

R

Aunt |

‘cnits burn till they wero as black as my shoe;
and when she mixed more she put .in sugar
instead of salt, and left out tho saleratus al-
together. But Ler checks grow pink, and her
capstrings flew, and she nor her guest scomed
to know the d.fference.

* Oh, honey !” cried my mother, hoppmg
up from tho tea-table as soon as sho was seat-
ed. *““You baven't lost your sweot tooth,
have you, Sam "

““How you do remember ! returncd Sam,
admiringly.

*¢ 1 should think I ought to,” snswercd my
mother, with a girlish laugh. ‘‘ Tho way you
used to pick up walmts to carry to the eross-
roads storo and trade for molasses and make
candy of! Speaking of the roads store, 1
wonder if you know our old storekeeper's
daughter, sho that was Sarah Lurlcy, lms lost
her husband

““No, has she? Strange I never heard of
it,” replied Mr. Averill, appearing as aston-
ished as though he had been hearing from his
old neighbors overy weck, '

“Yes,” said my mother, ¢‘She married
onc of old Si Seaver’s boys, the oldest one,
Jonathan, and he died suddenly,—all at once;
well, it must be somcthing like half-a-dozen
years ago,—and left his wife and so many
children—five children or else six, I don't
know which.”

“ Tou don’t say ! ejaculated Mr. Averill,
passing his honey plate for the third time.
No, evidently he had not lost his sweet
tooth.,

After supper, mother wasncd up the dishes
and talked, and Mr. Averill smoked his pipe
and listened. It was the: first time Iever
allowed anybody to smoke in my house, but L
had nothing to say now. I evon filled his
pipe and lighted it for him. And then he
told the story of his life, which had been full
of strange and interesting adventures. He
was evidently a man who did not read much
aud who could not have written well, but he
could talk ; not always gramatically, perhaps,
but always with force aud fascination.

It seemed that years and years ago, his

father and my father’s father lived in a fown
in the valley of the Kennebec. My mother's
father was a large farmer and Mr. Averill’s
father was a very small farmer with a very
large family. So his youngest sop, Sam, came
to work for my grandfather. My mother and
my aunt Augusta were young girls—they were
twins, and I suppose by the way they look
now that they wust have been pretty then.
My mother was early engaged and married to
my father ; but there was Augusts, and there
was Sam; and where one was you might
usually find the other near at hand.. Sam
never said anything, he was not of a demon-
strative kind, but he knew how he felt, and
he supposed Augusta knew too.
So the yesr budded aand blossomed and
brought forth fruit, until at last Sam was
down to Connecticut to take charge of a saw-
mill for an uncle of hiz. He wrote to Aunt
Augusta and Aunt Aygusta wrote to him;
aud now and then he caine to Maine on busi-
ness, always going to my grandfather’s before
ho went home, and carrying himself {owards
Augusta like an accepted lover.

After a few years he found himself possess-
ed of twelve thousand dollars, and immedi-
ately went work %o spend it. He went
abroad, to England and Rome and Egypt and
Paris and Germany and Sweden and Russia
and everywhere.
it was with only fifty dollars in pocket. So
next he went out among the copper mines of
Lake Superior, and in time was again possess-
ed of twelve thousand dollars.

“Now I will come home and marry Augusta,
and settle down,” said lie to himself. But he
didn'’t say it to anybody else.
curred to him that was necessary.
Meantime my Aunt Augusta had not stood’
like a rose in a pot, waiting for tho garduer
to come and pick it. She cast out her root
and threw up the branches and bloomed as
though it was enough te fulfill the laws ef be-
ing and beauty for their own sakes.

In that simple neighborhood work was sup-
posed to be the chief end of everybody. So
Aunt Augusta learned * vest-making, and then
she went to Coos, where her brother Nathan
lived, and set-up for herself.

Coos was 2 little crumb of a town in those
days ; but it held up its head and had its
stores, and its mills, and its sheps, and its
great white meeting-houso on a hill, with gal-
leries on three sides and square pows and a
high box pulpit.’

The first Sunday after Augusta went there,
she climbed the hill, of course, and.wentin
the front. pew with Uncles I\..than and his
wife. She was fashionably dressed in a-black
cmpe gown, a scarlet shawl: :md a w!nte #ilk |
“bonnet with pink roses; xsrde " Her clicoks
ware as pink as her ro'aeg,.and. ,her eyes were
as black as her gown.

"There was no need that Mr. 'Kellcr should
point her ont to the {oung men, hut he took
the pains to do it. ﬁlr Keller, the minister,
was a little lank man, as plain and grayasa
door bug, nml %0 ofraid of the pomps and
vamtxes thq.t he #wouldw’t wear buttons on his
coat. . No sooner had his eyes fallem on Aunt
Angngta, uttlmg herself in the front pew. like
i "then he dropped the sab-

9rte,d upon for his sermon, and
o <'>h agninst conformity to the
world “He " wus a sincere, earnest man, pnd
he’ pr«ched with all his . might,‘emphasizing
and xllustratmg his ‘words, by pointing with|.

.

When he came home at last | -

It never oc- |
;'111 ihvmg made and lost and made again his
'ttye.lve thonsand dollars among the copper
}mnes, came home to ‘‘marry Augusta and

his blunt fioger at the scatlet shaw! :md pink {°

roses. 50 if anybody had neglected to look
at them before, they looked thon,

Amohg those: who wore obediont to the
ministerial foreﬁngcr was ‘Abner Stanton, the
village blnohmxth. i

Abnor Stanton's heart was a good deal like
his iron—not easily meltod—but when once it
had been hammered into a shapo, there it was,
fixed and stoadfast. And to- day Aunt Augus-
ta's eyes went right through it liko red hot
arrows as he peored ‘around at her from be-
hind one of the pillars in tho gallery.

The next day he came to get a vest mado.

The day after, he came to bring the buttons |’

forit; and the day after that, ho thought, as
he was going by, he would call and seo if she
bad overything she nocded, and how soon the
vest wonld bo donme. It was not two days
more ‘boiore lhe was there again to bringa
letter.

‘1 happened to see it at tho post office
when I went after my paper, and so I brought
it along. I counld as well as not,” said he.

The letter was from Sam Averill, telling
about the luck he had had in mining, the
weather, and the fact thnt he was well.—Noth-
ing more ; nothing about the lowie he was
building in his fancy, andthe figure that was
always ceatral in his thoughts,

“1 hope,” said my uncle Nathan, ¢ youare
not foolish enough to sot your mind on such a
rolling stone as Sam Averill. He has no con-
tinuity to him.”

«If we are going to hunt for a man that
has nd faults in this world, we'll have a long
road of it,” returned Aunt Augusta, beaving
down the heavy pressing iron upon her seam
as though she were trying to crusb the lifé out
of something.

In less thau a week, Abner Stanton called
again. He thought perhaps Miss Augusta
didn’t know the swamp-pinks were out, and
80 he brought her a handful, that he got on
the way over from,Cowosett.

Aunt Augusta had a weaknoss for flowers—
si.e and my mother are alike about that—and
she put a cluster of the blosgoms in her haw
ar once, and another at her throat, while Ab-
ner Stanton looked at her with admiration in
every hair of his head.

«If you were a sister of mine, you should
always sit in a rockiag-chair and wear awamp
pinks,” said he.

‘¢ Abner Stanton is a most excellent man,”
quoth Uncle Natban, when he had gone his
way, ‘‘ an csquire and a head man in town.
He’s all wheat and no chaff. He'll make a
first rate hnsband and the girl who gets him
will get a prize.”

Aunt Augusta made some fierce clippings
with her great tailor's shears, but she said
nothing, and presently went up stairs to an-
swer Sam Auerill’s letter.

The next day Abner Stanton called to see
Uncle Nathan on business, and she sept her
letter to the office by him. So the months
drifted along one after another like pictures
in a magic lantern. Abuer Stanton came
often on one excuse or another, or on none.
He brought flowers and berries strung on
grass, and sweet flag-root and bird's eggs. He
was mever intrusive with his love, but he
made Aunt Augusta conscious of it every
step she walked and with every breath she
breathed. It was below her, above her, and
all around her. He often brought her lotters
from Sam, and carried hers for him to the
office.
¢ All things arc fairin love,” said he to him-
self. So now and then he forgot to mail ; or
to deliver one, dropping it in the fire instead.
At Jast as his love grew hottor and impatient,
he kept them back altogether, and still never
allowed Aunt Augusta to losesight or thought
of himself.

Thus the the time passed, until Saw Aver-

sqttle down.”

Suddenly oue day he appeared beforo my
Uncle Nathan, travel worn, and brown and
shaggy. My uncle received him with great
cordiality.

“Sem, I am glad to see you!” said Le.
‘“How have you fared all this great long
time 3"

“Fair to middling.
returned Sam.

““Oh, Augygta ! She is all right. Yon go
to the tavern and fix up, and 'l find Augusta.
T will be around in an heur or so and call for
you. Augusta will be proper glad to see you,
and so will tho rest of: the folks. I don’t
know when there was such a surpnse in Cooz
hefore.” :

So Sam went off with hls honest heart to

"

Where's Angusta ?”

.ﬁnd a razor and & wash-bowl, and my Uncle
_,du

very mean thing. He went. straight to
Mmcr Stanton. )

“Abne\,” said he, going into the mmthy
out of breath, “Sam Averill - has come, and
you must go right up and get Augusta toname
the day, or you will lose her. I'll koep him
out of the way as long as I can.’ 7

Abner dropped his hamuer, without saying
a word, and went up the street, rollmg down
his ghirt-slceves as he went. An hour afier
Unclo Nathan came home with Sam Averill.

“ Here is an old friend you will be giad to-
see, Augustn,” said he, opening the door of
my aunt's wokaom, whore she sat stitching
the pocket -of  a. primrose colored vest, and
looking freshy undrod pnmroses heraelf

long-smouldormg love and his tardy speaking. -

““ You are too late ! An hour too late,” anid
my Aunt Augasta, whon ho had told his er-
rand East, ¢ I havo just ongagod’ mysolf to
anothér man.’

“You haven't done rlght Au,,ust't." said
Sam. ¢‘ You belong to me; youhave always
belonged to me, and you ought to lnvo wait-
ed till I camo.’

“You didn't say anything,” returned my
aunt, with a little pride, *‘ How was I to
know what you meant? You never spoke a
word.”

« 1 took it you knew my mind,” returned
Sam. ¢ I never thought of auybody clse. I
never should think of anybody clse, and it
didu't occur to me you would. You must
marry this person now you have promiscd
_him, of course. But it isn’t nght nndxt never
will be right.”

¢ Mr, Stanton is a worthy man; Jusb as
good as gold, clear through tu.the core. I
have always likod him, and you nevor said
anything,” repented my poor Aunt Augusta,
“I will be your friend, though, just the
same.’

"They said no more ; there was nothmg more
to be said, and in o month Aunt Augusta and

stayed till after the wedding, and then he
went off, and had never been heard off again
until to-day by Auvnt Augusta’s family.

He went to Califoruia, throwing his whole
life into work ; his work prospered, and he
had come back now with houscs and lands
and gold and mines—a rich man, Ho had
come back to tind Aunt Augusta, and learn
how the world bad fared with her. Forin
all these years of buying and sclling and get-
ting gain, he kept the empty room in his heart
that had once been filled by his love.

Aunt Augusta's married life had not been
happy. It is very dangerous for a man to take
-in n mean babit temporarily, for it will stick
to him, and Abner Stanton's character never
recovered from the twist those intercepted
letters gave it. I don’t know what, but some.
thing was always going wrong between tiem.
Even their children proved barriers instead of
bonds. As he grew older, his natural economy
and thrift grew stronger and stronger, until
as my mother said, **he got so close ho conld
sit, and seven more like him, on a three cent
piece.” Finally one day, ander some provo-
cation, he told Aunt Augusta about the lost

letters.

‘¢ You oughtn’t to have told me that Ab-
ner,” said she. ¢ You ought not to have told
me. I can never forgive you.”

She never did. Always after, there seemed
to be something separating them, cold and
hard and transparent as ice, until at last they
agreed to live apart. And so they did until
the death of Mr, Stanton. Now Aunt Augus-
ta was living surrounded by her children and
: grand-clnldren, happy and comfortable.

Mother brought dewn thus the story of
Augasta’s life, while Mr. Averill listened,
eager and excited? When she had finished,
he knocked the ashes from his pipe, and start-
ing up began to walk the floor.

1 will start for Portland to-morrow moran-
ing, and ace what Augusta will have to say to
me. Iam of the same mind I always was.
I've never hankered for a moment after any
other woman, and I am as ready to marry her
to-day as ever I was.”

So the next day I saw him on the Portland
train, gray with years, but yontb{ul with ex-
pectation.

This time he did not waste his opportunity
to make himself fine, but with the grim and
dust of travel yet upon hiiwn, he went directly
to the house of Aunt Augusta's daughter,
with whom she is ving.

¢“Where is Mrs. Stanton? I want to sce
her right away,” said he, as soon as the door
was opened.

“ You will find her here; walk in, if you
plense,” replied the honscm'nd throwing open
the door of the sitting-room.

Mr. Averill stepped quickly forward., Yes,
there she sat, stitching away as before on
some kind of primrose colored stuff, with her
eyes as black and bright as ever. But the
primroses were faded in her cheeks, and she
wore a cap on her head.

«] have comc for you again, Augusta.
Am 1 too late this time ¥ cried the impatiént
lover. '

The roses came back to Auni Aufmsta'
cheek, and the red hot arrows shot out of her
eyes once more.

#Blessus! If it isn't Sam Averill, nose
and all " ehe said, holding up her hands.

From twenty to fifty is but as a watch in
the night, when the years are past ; and it is
only when an old lady peds trinmphantly at
you from the looking glass, saying : ¢ Hers I
am, my dear ! or when children that you

the rights and duties of full grown men and
women, that you remember that one is no
longer youne ab fitty. But the sigut of Som
. Averill's gray hairs and wrinkles were as good
asa looking-glass to remind Aunt Augusta.

s<Sit down, Sam,” said she, ‘““and letme
look at you, Itseems like the real old time
to seo you once more. You look wounderfully
natural, but dear me, how you have chnngcd!
You've grown old as well as myseli.”

_But Mr. Averill was not to be div clted by
any side issuos.
, .5 Augusta,” said he earnestly, <“I made a
| derious mistake once. It was not a mistake
m’bout’my own mind, however ; that remains
the sume as it always was. livery woman I

Abner Stanton were married. Sam Averill]

. 4
bave nursed in your arms come around with

-to him, when he at onco added :

have ever scon seemed like a tallow candle
beside the sun when I think of you. I havo
madémy forture, and all 1 vant now is you
Xo come snd share it with ‘me. Tt is you, or
nobody, just as'it always was.”

Maybe Aunt Augusta’s héart throbbed a
littlo with the old yearding. toward the love
of her youth, but she shook her "head with
unbesitating decision, as sho put out her hand
to stir the cmdle whero her youngost grand-
child’lay asleep

1t can nover be, Sam,” said she. I won't
dony that it wasall a mistake my marrying -
Stanton. Hs didu'’t turn out to be the man
I took him for, Fe proved contrary and
cornery, and besides hie wroto lotters in dis-
guiso. But that s all over and past, .and
can’t be undone. And now I am in the midst
of my chileren Svith my grandchildrei jirown
up about ne, ‘and I am in wmy right place. I
shouldn’t be contented toleave everything to
go off to & new country % begin the world
over again, asit were. Iam too old an oak
to bic transplanted,

‘Well, after that, Mr. Averill might havo
talked till he was at the age of Methusclah.
Aunt Augusta bad mado up her mind, and an
earthquake could not shrke it.

So Mr. Averill went away alone.

“ Well, Amelia, Augusta wouldn’t have .
word to 8ay to me,” said he, walking in upon
mother and me as we satat supper a few even.
ings after, ‘‘ not a word.”

*1 want to know if that is s0!” cried mo-
ther, fluttering up after another plate and
knife. ¢ Lay your overcoat right off ard sit
by and have a cup of tea with us. Augusta.
always was decided, and you couldn’t turn .
her after she gzot her mind fixed. She wouldn’t
keep you waiting long for your answer, either.
Well, it is likely it is for the best; we will
hope 80,” pursued mother, roaching over to
put an extra lump of sagar in Mr. Averill’s
cup, as though to sweeten life if possible fox
him.

¢ It serves me right in taking it for granted
that Augusta understood my iutentions. I
must have been a self-coiveited inconsiderato
fool. But it seerns hard that a body can't
work his way out of a blunder in a whole life-
time.”

Mother looked full of sympathy, a.nd drop-
ped another lump in Mr. Averill's cup. To
my astonishment he seemed to rclish it the
better, as if life was growing sweeter and
sweceter.

Mother and Mr. Averill sat up late that
night ; soJate that a3 I had had 4 bard day,
I went off to bed and left them talking over
old times and purring away like two cats by
the kitchen fire.

After breakfast the noxt morning, mother
followed me into the ball when I started for
the office.

1 want to speak with you, Elwcll, just a
minute,” said she, stroking my coatsleove,
tremulously., ‘¢ What should you say to my
going back to California along with Mr.
Averill ?”

“You, mother!” I cried, feeling as though
the world had tumbled off its axis. * Why, it
is Aunt Augustahe wants. It is Augusta, or
nobody !”’

*Yaos, #0 it was,” returned mother, humbly,
““but Sam saya I seem more like Augusta, as
she used to be, than she does herself. To tell
you the truth, Elwell,” continned my mother;
humbler still, *I suppose it woulda't have
taken much to turn mo toward Som in my
young days—I always thought the world aud
all of him; but he scemcd to take rather
more to Augusta. Sho was -always nineteen
to the dozen, and I never could hold my own
against her, And then' your father, he came
along, and I never was sorry it happened as it
did. DBut now you don’t need me ; and Sam

‘and T have about concluded to make arrange-

ments, only I told him I must have a talk
with you first and get your advice.” - - -
Get my advice ! Dear little mother ! I was.

not idiotic enough to offer it if I had any ad-
vico to give. So she and My, Averill went on*
and ‘“ made arrangements.” '

‘Which arrangements were mnade that day two
weeks, after a quiet wedding at the minister’s
they started off for California together, to be-
gin life anew on cach other’saccount, as blithe
and joyous as two birds on the wing.—From
the Alline for Feb.

Little five-year-old Annie, who was suffer-
ing from a bad cold, went to pay u visit to-
auntic, During the day she related her vari-
ous succeases at school, .and ended by de-
claring that she could read a great deal bot-
ter than Sabina, who was eight years old.

44Well,” questioned auntie, * would it not

sound bettor if -some ono clee said it?”
““Yes,” answered Anuie, wit’h a very sober
countonance, ‘T -think it wonld. I have
such a bad cold that 1 can’t say it very well.” .

A colored man applied to & Boston Snvings
Bauk, wishing to draw one dollar, ‘The clerk
iuformed him that the’iron rulc of the insti-
tution forbade withdrawal of less than thiee

dollars. Our colored "brother ‘was.in deep

study for a fow moments,-and then aaid’; “Sar,
I'll #ake de free.” Thz three dollars were paid

¢¢ Now, sar,

if you please, sar, I'll poiet. two dollars in do -

-institution.” The nmonnt was. duly recewcd

ond credited to the darkoy, whe, with his’
loose dollars in his' pecket gave the - clerkn

ar

sly \vmk :md walked away. . L

For tmt-clus Book and Job l’rmtmg go' t(v
the OxTaRT0 WORKWAY, 124 Bay atreet.




