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THE CRITIC,

BUTTERCUPS.

(Concluded.)

Oh, the mournful sweetness of her voica! There wore lears in maoy
eyes. Madam threw down her cards, and pattered across to her darling.

“ Come, you ungrateful gill ! Wrat 1 specially detest is senhiment—
you know it.  It's 100 musst argund Lere for we A pucel of oldgray-
heads by -hooing over a mess of trash likethat! Thauk Heavea! 1 never
did erjoy being unbappy.  What Ido hike is to see the Albany u'ght-boat
pass. There'sbher whisile, Lelsge cu' cuthe pu zzvand ealute, Ot coursz
I mean all that haven't rheumatizm.’

The spartment was emptied ~t once

It was a pretiy sight. ‘The greas, britliantly lighted stearacr moving so
majestically over the dark water, safely carryrog her human freight to “ the
baven where it would be.”

Shetouched at the little landing below, cxchanged a passenger or two,
and swuog gayly off, with band playing, headed duly up-stream.

“Which way did our water-party go ?" asked s meone —*“ up or down ?”

Marian was wondering, too, Surely it 3> time they were coming back,
though it was foolish in her to become unessy—the launch was so simply
managed, and Douglas used to be carctul. She wished the had been let to
go with them. It was all the wore nccessary if, as her aunt maintained,
the boy had lost his head.

But what mean those hurried whistles? Acd why dees the great ship
stop again soszon?

There scems 1o be some confusion—mere whistles—people crowding
the ducks—surely, someihing wrong bas happeved.

“ If it should be the Psyche! Cumet” The girl half lifts, half drags
Aunt Norris down the steps.  ** Hurry ! hurnry {—1 cau’t wait!”’

“Don't, child. Go on and find out. 1'll go back and rouse the
doctor.”

Dowa the steep hill flew Marian, and from the extreme =nd of the swharf
peered into the darkp2ss.  Small boats shot out and went swiftly danting
here and there.  The steamer was coming back, but oh !'so slowly. Almost
before the gaag-plank was out she was over it.

“What 1s it 7—tcll me ?"” she demanded of the first she met.

* Collided with a pleasure-boat.”

She pr esed toward the cabip, the crowd giviog way at sight of her pale
face and uncovered head.

Ah'! there they were, the gay panty whose mirth had made her mouraful
—drenched, terrfizd, bewildered, all but dead.

“ Are all saved 1"

“ We hope eo. Were they fricods of yours 2—how many 1"

“ Friends—all. There were seven.”

Her eye suns rapidly over the group.

One young fellow—* Dude ”’ Druramell, they called him—seems sta;
ing mad.

“ Where is Douglas P—where, Lucia 2" Her teeth chatters as she puts
the question.

Do you know them? ‘Were there ary more?” asks Captain Salter,
gravely.

* Qne woman angd onc man.”

* The boats wil* prob:bly p:ick them up.”

The sorrowful prccession moves to the holel ; but Marian does not fol-
low. She wait-—for what? God koows!

Ah | poor Psyche ! flitting away go gayly such a brief space ago! They
are tugging you slowly bome agaip, with your wings all d.sgyled and broken,
and 2 ghastly wound in your side.

The crowd on the wharl basdispersed ; only one or two, besides a few
boaimen, remsin with tke motionless girl, watching for “ peows.” It comes.
A 1ow-boat approacbes. With a great rush of joy ehe sees in it Dovglas—
haggard and drenched, bat ail ~.

“ Thank God !

She clasps the cumb hands that return her pressure feebly.

* Lucia 2"

Hc looks Into her c3ce, ond she shudders. Ged {orgive her. She
almost hated her~1t—an hour ago. ¢

*'We havo rowed everywhere. There is no sign.”

“ ¥You ?—in those wet girments?”

He had not felt them so before.

“ Come home, and tell me how 1% was."

“ God knows !—1 don't ! She, Lucia, was with Dude Ihummell. I
supposc T did not understand the signals, or the stcamer ¢.d not see us. 1t
was 100 hor:ibly sudden-to comprchend. They had just told me of their
cogagement—hagnened yesterday. I had congratuiated them—and had
my own ryes opened.  Uwas looking into the tiver—and hink nguf ynuI”

¢ She used to laugh a* bim so.”

**Yes ; but he has monecy—lots of it,

“Hush! She proposed the outing.”

* That doesn't help.”

“ Only to please her ard her cligue, you bought the wretched thing.”

“I suppose s2. Oh! it'sawful.”

“ Ves, yes; but yon must be just, oot morbid. If you were carelesa—"

% No; before Heaven I swear it.  \When I saw the steamer coming, 1
signsled and headed for the shore.  When she turned that way also, I knew
we weredoomed. I stopped the engine.  1did what Icould. o aniostant
she struck us, our boat was bottom-side up, and we in the water. I tried
to keep them cool, to heip them with the ropes that were promptly throsn
to us. Al got safely on board our destroyer but—iier.” o shuddered.

Paor girl ! I feel her-~monrderer,

All night there are men out gearching. Humsnity urges some, large
rewards wrge the otherz. The doctor compels exhuusted Douglas to remain
in his room. All the sufferers are well attended.

Poor Drommell is so violent bis physicians never leave him. Heraves
and weeps, calling out pitecualy for © Ilelp L help 1" 2u? crying for Lucia
to “cling to the rape ™ His agony ia fearful, and his watchers shake thoir
heads omimously.,

But the beginaung ned the eud of all his complaint is, * Lucis | Lucia 1"
She would have married him for his money, but he loved ouly her.

Maunan canco? eleep, and, despite Aunt N rris' protest, watches at her
windew. As daylight comes, she sees a little bastle among the boatmen
on the quay. She stips quictly out and joins them.

A fisherman is coming iv, and he is towing—something. A strange
something, which sends a shiver through every watcher. Face downward
it fluats, and Mariao cotes the blue garments moviog horribly to and fro in
the stroke of the waters.

. Not a word is spoken—ozly the fisherman sighs his relief that his task
is over. .

S:rong and reverent hands work swiltly as they draw from the cruel
waves this beauatiful, dreadful something, and lay it upon the blanket Marian
spreads.

d Theo sun rises above the eastern hills. Its rays stream over the riverand
touch the goldsu locks that are gleaming still.

But the beautiful eyes are c'osed, and the mocking lips are silant.

There is no sign of life about her who, yesterday, was the life of all.

Saive there, upon her bosom, opening brightly to the sunbeams, refreshed
by the waves that were ruin to her, blooms Douglas’ last offsring—a cluster
of buttercups.

JOSEPHINES MOTHER.

“Taint a speck of use to talk, Aunt Elviry. I wouldo't marry Mr.
Newman if there warn’t another man mide. An’ I'm goin' to marry Charley
Dane whenever I git ready.”

““You be !"

““We've kep' company sioce the year one ”—and iiere a sense of shame
flushed the bright face, and she turned it quickly away. Bat the color
mounted and mwounted till it became a pain, and suddenly she covered her
face with her haods and burst ioto tears. “I—I do'no’ what the world
would be to me without Charley Dine in it!’ said she.

* Wal, I never I" exclaimed Miss Elviry, sitting very straight snd soap-
ping her eyes over her kuittiog as if ahe would sit:ke sparks with them.
“ Charley Daae! Your father’d turn over in his grave. Why, he'll never
carn his salt!”

“You ain‘t no right to spaak so!” said her niece, flishing an angry
ginace at her from the looking-glass to which she had returaed, braiding
et lopg hair.  She was a pretty girl, with hue fair skin aod soft brown
1ves ;but her hair was brautiful—of an uncommoa goldsn shads, fine and
. 'mensely thick, and so long when it was not plaited that, by throwiog hez
Lead in 8 little gesture natural with her, she could step upan it.

“1 do’no’ who's a right ef Isin't,” said heraunt. * I’m all the folks you

Ef you'd a mother—but you'll be miserable; you'll ba—"
Aunt Elviry, I know you mean well enough. Bat you can’t make the
world roll backward. The mischis('s done, ef it is mischief. I should be
miserable ef I don't marry him, so! An'Imay as well b: miserable one way
as the other. Now you ncedn’t say eonother word, for I'm jeat as fixed as
Elsy Crag. I've give up my place in the shop over to Farley, an’ we shall
be m- rried Thursday.”

“ Wall, I hope you won't live ter repent it.”

“ Aunt Eiviry, if 'was anybady else I'd never speak to ’em agin. Re
lations can take a sight of libsrty—but there’sbouads. Isn’t Charley Daoe
young and strong and well, and hasn't heas good a trade as '—

*When he works to it.”

“He works reg’lar. He's laid by more'n a hundred dollars a'ready.
An' he's got all he wants to do”

*I'l be boued he has.”

“You're real unfair, Avot Elviry.”

“Wall, p'raps I be. But I never see no good come out’n those Danes
down to the holier yet, an' I never shall.”

‘ There's fo'ks that don't agreo with you, that set a sight by Charley,
thet’d be as pleased as ninety ef ‘twas one of their girls.”

% Somebady 'th a hull slew of 'em, and ail hum. Wall now, Priscy, I
wash my hands of the bull cousara. I've spoke my mind. I've done wy
duty. You needn't ast ms to your weddin’,—fer I shant coms. I shant
never set foot in your house agin.”

And with a rush of her own tears that contradicted all she said, Miss
Elviry tried to control her countenance, folded her knitting with a jerk, and
catchbing up her wraps took herself out of the house and dowan the road to
her bome across the border three miles away.

Priscilla looked after hor, half angry and half fond, but let hergo. And
when Miss Elviry saw her niece sgiin it was oz the retura from the
brief wedding journcy.

1t bad bzen taken for granted that they should come to Priscilla’s house ;
and it was with a sweet, shy graciousness that sho turned to Charley as he
crassed the threshold, and said, the blush reddening her forehcad, “ It is
your house now, Charley.”

“\Why, of cours™it is,” he said. “Don't tho lor say so?! I suppose
you thiok you're givin’ it to me. That's a good joke 1" hosaid with a short
laugh. ** P'raps you don't xnow that as long as 1 live this houss is mioc
now—that is, practically it is—jest as much as ¢f I'd bought it} Wal,

got.
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