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THEE VOYAGERS,

From the depths of the Unknown,
From the bosom of the Throne.
Al these contitless millions come.

Launched vut into childhood's sea, .
Charged with joy and misery,
Struggling tor supremney.

Buaring in their childjsh eyes~
I." their quaint thoughant replies,
tireat untathomed mysterios,

Quward come with fouthful years,

titander hn)l\us and darker fears,

Interspersed with stiiles aud tears.
o s

Glidine into fanes’s realm,
With no hand te guide the helm,
Pussions ofttimes overwheln.

When life’s labor doth hegin,
Sowe to honor, some o s,
Rapidly are ushered in,

Same will eare for naught but pleasure,
Some will strive far worlidly treasure,
Some seek glery in full mensare,

Seme will jouraey, ever singing,
}yid'._nn[ hears ubont them clinging,
tiiorions fruits thus homewand brineing.

Some from their abundant store
Wil se hx'i\\ the sorrowing poor,
That they'll huuger uever more.

Year by year will pass away,
Lringing age and slow deeay,
Bringing locks of silver gray.

Then the shadows stowiy lengthen.
Struncely then the pathways darken,
As with eager sonls they hearken

To the rustlings in the air,
To the last adien of care,
T the pastor’s parting prayer.

To the whispering from the river,
Te the heart’s instinetive quiver,
To the veice, ** I will deliver.”

Then the scul, on angel's wing,
Secks for lite's eterual spring—
Jeeks the new awakening,

Hears the greeting from the Throne,

> O wy child, well hast thou done!!
To thy Father’s mansion come.”

ETHEL'S FLIRTATION.

¢ Then there’s Capain Crawford. Of him it
betiroves us to speak with bated breath. Heis
fairly good lonking, but thinks himself an
Adonis, has a comical dry way of saying things
which makes you laugh, anld is agrecable to a
certain extent, but believes himself to Le an
original genius who would take the world by
storm if—mark the ¢ if"—he thought it worth so
taking. He is also rich, and is possessed by the
idea that every mother wants him for one of her
daughters, aud that all the daughters are in
love with him; therefore, as the world will
generally take you at your own valuation, pro-
viding vou have suthicient confidence on the
subject—which he certainly has—he is regard. d
with ase and admiration bv lots of women who
ought 1o know better. Of course he is a flirt,
thongh he flirts in a manner quite peculiar to
himself. It is against his principles ever to put
himself out for auything or anybody ; but,
coming, as to-night, on a parts of strangers, he
will Jook about, knvw at a glsnce which woinan
will be the most likely to amuse him, and,
tacking himself on to her with slow deliber-
ation, will graci- us'y permit her to do so for as
long or short a tiure as she may happen to be
easily get-at-uble. Iu this way he has broken
a good mony hearts, and boasts, or rather
doesn’t boast—for that isn’t in his line—but
contrives to iwply, by the calm superiority of
his manuer, that his own has never been
touched.”

This description of one of one of the guests at
a2 country house was given by its youngest
daughter to another guest, a fair, pretty girl
with pale yellow wavy hair and big blue eyes
fringed by long black lashes. She was sitting
on the hearthrug, amidst an untidy confusion of
outdoor garments and wraps, and was busily
em{})loyed in curling the feathers of her hat.
Before she could answer a third girl looked uvp
from the flowers she was arranging in bouquets
and remarked :

‘“ Alice hates him.”

““So 1 perceive,” replied the golden-haired
damsae} on the hearthrug ; and, looking up mis-
chievously inte Alice’s face, she added, ** Are
¥ou one of the victims of this hero's peculiar
style of flirtation I’

¢ Oh, dear no,” Alice answered, with perfect
candor. ‘] dou't amuse him ; so he treats me
with great civility, because he considers it due
to himself as a gentleman and one who can
trace his family back to one of Boadicea's fol-
lowers—none of your vulgar modern Conqueror’s
for him !"”

‘1 shall make it my business, as long as I am
here, to take him down,” remarked the owner of
the blue eyes.

““I think, Miss Ethel, you bad better leave
him alone,” said Flora, still busy with the
flowers. “‘Alice has been hardly fair to him,
for he is undouhtedly popular, both with men
and women.” ’

‘ Besides,” chimed Alice, * ke won't give you
the chance. You are not his style.”

‘“ Pooh I” retorted Ethel. *¢1 shall find the
chance ; and, as for not being his style, girls,

before he leaves this house he shall propose to |

me, and I shall refuse him 1"
The sisters were so scandalized by this an-

could find words to express their horror ; at last
Flora said :

‘1 hope, Ethel, you don't intend to become
fast.”

“Fastt No; but 1 intend to confer a bene-
fit on society by taking down this man who
thinks so much of himself.”

“You will be clever if you do,”
Alice.

“1 will. Oh, won't I dance upon his feel-
ings, Alice ! You may come and listen through
the keyhole to his proposal.”

Flora’s frce expressed strong disapproval ; but
Alice asked :

‘¢ But how are you going to set about it ¥

““Oh, when I have met Captain Crawford,
and understand him a little, I shall see ! Thack-
eray says—oh, bother, 1 forget what he does
say l—but it's something about any woman
being able to marry any man. Now [ don't
want to marry this creature ; I only——., Ah,
there's the dressing-bell, and [ haven't un-
packed a thing I”  Springing up with astonish-
ing alserity, she gathered her wraps together,
rattling on—*‘I'm sure I've forgotten the key
of my box ! Oh, dear, I wish I could pick up a
.rich husband ! 1 do hate unpacking. [ shall
be late for dinner. Happy thought ! I will be
late, and barst suddeuly on his adwmiring gaze
alone in my glory, iustead of dawningslowly on
his perceptions among everybody else. The old
room, I suppose, Flors 1"

Away she weunt, dropping veil, gloves, and
various small articles before she even reached
the deor.  But Ethel Raine, though she talked
so recklessly in private, was ususlly tolerably
well-behaved in public, and nothing was farther
from her thoughts than to be intentionally late
for dinner. Therefore she was much dismayed
to hear the bell ring before she was ready ; and,
when she crept into the dining-reom after every
one bad gone ip, it was with a cousiderably
heightened color and a subdued manner that
contrasted curiously with the bravado airs she
had given herself up stairs. When she recover-
ed from her confusion, she found herself bein
greeted with some effusion by her left-han
neighbor, & youth just trapsplasted from Eton
to Cambridge, aud consequently filled with a
great idea of his own importance® but he had
as fervent an admiratiou for Ethel as was con.
sistent with the still more fervent admiration he
at present entertained for himself.

All was fish that came to Ethel’s net. She
was always ready to be amused by anything or
anylbody ; so she turned her blue eyes on Tom
Graing-r, and forgot all about Capt. Crawford,
till, in a pause in her lively chatter, she found
Alice looking at her meaningly from the oppo-
site side of the table, Following the direction
of her eyes, she took a survey of the gentleman
on her right, and it suddenly dawn on her that
he was the famous Captain Crawford. This dis-
covery filled her with the liveliest delight. He,
however, took wo notice of her, so she had to
content hersell with listeniog to his couversa.
tion with the lady he had taken in to dinper,
which she did with so much interest that she
had very little attention left to bestow on Tom
Grainger. He wondered a little at her change
of manner, but did not altogether olject to i1,
as it gave him the opportuunity of talking a
little about himself, which Mliss Ethel had not
" hitherto allowed him to do.
| Apparently Captain Crawford found the hand-
; some widow he had taken in to dinaer decidedly
"amusing, for he sat Jdown beside ber afterward
“in the drawing.-roowm, and never stirred for the
 rest of the evening.  Eitiel, observing ail this,
i put him eut of her thoughts for the present, and
abandoned herself to enjoyment in whatever
shape it might come.

Alice Layton followed Ethel to her room that
vight, to remark mockingly:

““ Well, you haven’t doue much vet with
Captain Crawford 1"

¢ 0Ob, I've been taking his measure !”” Ethel
repiied. ‘“I have it now on my fingers' ends.”

‘““He doesn’t admire you. I heard him tell
mamma that you were too small, and that blue.
eyed women were always humbugs.”

¢ He shall find out the truth of that to his
cost, and admire me, too, before he leaves she
house.”

But Alirce shook her head.

“I'm afraid Mrs. Lord is already in posses.
;ion of the field. What will you do about

er?”

*“The widow?! Leave her alone, to be sure!
You don't suppose I am going to lower myself
by quarreling over any man with sny woman !
Aslong as Mry, Lord can keep him, she may ;
but I have taken his measure, as I said, and I
think —recollect 1 have the reputation of a
beauty, and, though he may notadmire me, that
goes a long way with a man—I rather think a
judicious mixture of politely-veiled indifference
and & small amount of skillfully spread butter,
together with a studiously concealed fendresse
for somebody else, unknown, will settle him.’’

This struck Alice as beiug nopsense ; but it
also had & worldly ring in it that, Flora not
being there to do so, she felt it her duty to re-

rove.

“You talk so wildly, Ethel dear. 1 don't
think mamma would like to hear you.”

““Well, sho doesn’t hear me,” replied the in-
corrigible Kthel. ‘“And now good night. T
can’t afford to lose my beauty sleep, for 1 want
to look my best to-morrow."”

And she did look her best the next morning,
though her dress was only a plain dark serge;
for Ethel wag an orphan, without a relative in
the world except her grandfuther, with whom

muttered

nouncement that it was some time before they | she lived, and who was by no means over-

burdened with this world's goods ; therefore she
had not the means of dressing smartly ; but she
had the knack of making everything she wore
look nice. .

Even Captain Crawford, in spite of his pro.
fessed antipathy to blue eyes, could hardly
have helped being pleased with her appearnnce,
when, on coming out, he found her standivg on
the doorstep watching the party mount.

“ Are not you going to ride, Miss Raine I he
asked.

4 No; I'm afraid.”

“That's a pity.
pleasure,” -

“ Do 11" she questioued listlessly, all her in-
terest apparently centered ou tho horses ; then,
glancing indifferently at him—*¢1 see you are
got up for riding. [ shouldn't have thought
you were a hunting man.”

“Why not "—a little gleam of triumph
coming over his face at the reflection that she
must have been observing him pretty closely.

But she had no idea of allowing him to cher-
ish this plessing delusion, and answered care-
lessty, her eyes still idly roving round:

“Oh, 1 don’t know ! Everybody oue sees, if
only for a moment, leaves some sort of impres-
sion an one's mind. I suppose that is the one
you have left ou mine.”

“That | am not a huanting
isn't it "

“Yes;” then, as if suddenly aroused to a
consciousuess of what she was saying—* Oh,
dear, what am 1 sayingt I'm sure I don’t
know !

*‘ Where is your horse, Captain Crawford 1"’
cried Mrs. Lord, whe, mounted on a fine animal
lent her by a friend in the neizhborhood, and
attired in an exquisitely-fitting habit, looked
remarkably handsome.

“Comiug,” he said laconically, and then, to
Ethel, with a glanee toward the widow, ‘“Ad-
mire her ¥

He looked down at her with evident curiosity
for the answer.

1 do indeed ; she is very handsome.”

There was not a trace of reluctance or pre-
tended enthusiaim ip her tone. It was simply
the mnatural statement of a fact. Hiv horse
being led round at this moment, she dis-
appeared  within doors withaut seeing him
mount ; nevertheless she noted from the window
that he rode down the avenue beside M. Lord.

The party returned very early, all more or
less cross, haviog had a bad day. About five
o'clock Captain Crawford strolled into the draw-
ing.room, in search of amusement. There was
Mrs. Lord ready for him, arrayed in her most
fascinating of tea-gowus; but perhaps he had
had enough of her socicty in the hunting-field,
for he did not take the chair heside her, and,
declining tea, went oa into the inner room,
where ke found Ethel buried among the cashions
of a huge arm chair, readiug a novel, from
which she merely looked up on his entrance, and
then took no further notice of him.

“You seem very comfortable,” he said at
last, when he found that she had no intention
of starting the conversation.

“1 am, thank you,” she replied, just glane-
ing at him over the top oll her bhook, as he
leaned against the mantelpiece, and then con-
tinning to read.

Captain Crawford was beginning to have a
notion that this little lady, though she was
smal), fair and blue.eyed, might be able to
amuse him if she choose ; but she evidently did
nat choo e, and he was much surprised thereat.
Without teing quite so vain a wan as Alice
Layton had been pleased to represent him, he
was accustomed to be petted by the fair sex,
and, though he had occasionally experisnced
hard snubbing, this careless inditference was
something new—so new that, in order to fa-
thom it, he exerted himself to make another
remark :

* What have you been doing with yourself
all day 1”

*¢ Meditating''-—this time not even raising her
eves.

‘* Meditating I

*¢ Yeg—on wy ball dress for to-morrow.”

Then there was silence again, till Ethel looked
up with an impatient air that said plainly, *“1
wish you would go awny and leave me in peace,”
which roused a spirit of opposition in him, de.
termining him to stay ; but he could not make
up his mind to go so far as to offer another ob-
servation. How much longer Ethel would have
read, and Captain Crawford have stood hefore
the fire, glancing at her furtively and stroking
his moustache, it is impossible to say, for, after
the silence had lasted about two mioutes, Mrs.
Lord came in. She looked suspiciously at
Fthel, but addressed herself to Captain Craw-
ford.

“We are going to play billiards ; won't you
come, Cuptain Crawford ¥ Indeed you must ; we
cannot do without you.”

“ Can't you! Miss Raine, do youn play bil.
Jiards 1

““ Sometimes."’

“You had better come too,”

“ No, not this evcning."

“0Oh, you must!” said Alice, who had just
entered. ¢ You really can play well."

] can't. My heroine is being pursued by
a wild bull, and the hero, who has only one leg,
is looking on helplessly over the iedge, |
really can't leave them in that depiorable posi-
tion withont knowing what becomes of them.'’

“No, indeed,” said Mm. Lord, with great
enthusiasm. 1 nover con lay down 2 movel
when once I got fuirly into it.”

You lose a great deal of

.
man 7 Curious,

In point af fuct, she never took one up, nor a
book of any kind except a fashionable maga.
zine ; and yet she contrived somehow to make
herself agreeable to men ; and she walked Cap-
tain Crawford off now before he could say sn.
other word, Alice lingering to observe :

] doun’t think you will succeed at this rate.”

“Indeed ! That you epinion, is it? Bat,
Alice, you maligned that poor wman dreadfully,
1 rather-—no, I don't ; but he is rather nice.”

¢ Oh, Ethel, Ethel,” legan Alice, but, hear.
ing herself ealled, ran off, without hestowing the
advice she had intended for her friend.

The men were all out shooting the best part
of the next day, so that even Mrs. Lord had
very little opportunity of monopolizing Captain
Crawford. awever, when s‘lm came  down
dressed for the ball, she was indeed arrayed for
conquest—in pale yellow satin, with diamonds
sparkling in her dark hair. Ethel was all in
white, and lnoked her very best ; but, alas, her
very best faded into insignificance besides the
widow's stately beanty ! But she was in ex.
ceedingly high sKiriw, so much so that Mrs.
Layton, who teok a motherly interest in the
Jourly girl whom wobody kept in any sort of
order, deemad it best to take her with the
matrous in the landan, sending her own steadier
girls in the omuibus with the rest of the party.
Ethel was inclined to sulk in cousequence of
this arrangewment ; but, as her companionz did
not take the least notice, she found it expedient
to recover her temper before they arrived at
their destination. She dunced the fimt waltz
with Tow Grainger, and saw that Captain Craw-
ford had Mrs. Lord for a partuer.  Everybody
who did not know was asking evervbndy clse the
name of the womaun in vellow satin and dia-
monds ; and all who did happen to know gave
themselves important airs in consequence,  In
fact, M. Lord earried all before her; amid
Captain Crawford did not exactly dance atten.
dance on her, but followed lazily in her train of
admirers.

A convietion began to foree itsell ou FEthel's
mind that this ball would uot be the ~cene of
unequaled pleasure she had expected—zot for
lack of partners—she always bad plenty of
them ; but even a soperflnity of partners is oot
always sufficient for happiness, though o doubt
to 8 well regulated mindit vughtto be; Fthel's,
however, was not a well regulated mind. For
some time she conducted herself with great pro-
priety, returning to her chaperon immediately
after vach dance.  Onece she was rewarded, if
she consilerad it in that light, by Captain Craw.
ford's sitting down beside her and inquiring how
she was enjoying herself, to which she, of course,
replied that she had never enjoved herseil more
in her life ; and then, after oflering in perfect
good faith to introduce some voung men to her
if she were not dancing envagh, he strolled away
to Mrs. Lonl.

After this E.hel threw propriety to the winds,
and plunged into a frantic tlirtation with a
weak-eyed and weaker-minded voung man,
whose head she so completely turned by her
smiles and the liveliness of her couversation
that for the next three weeks he spent all his
spare time inditing affectionate epistles to her,
in which he otfered to lay his lite, with all he
vossessed, at her feet, never having coursge to
send any of them, but always carrving one in
his pocket, so that, in the event of being sud-
den{y inspired with the reqnisite courage, he
should have it at hand to dispateh at ouce.
Fthel was routed out of a correr, where she had
been gitting for about & quarter of an hour en-
couraging the unfortunate youth to talk nen.
sence to her, by Captain Crawlord, whe said a
little satirically :

“1'm sorry to distub you, Miss Haine; but
all our party are ready to go, aud Mrs. Layton
is looking for you.*’

Up jumped Ethel, and, wizh a cool ned to her
victim, took Captain Crawford’s arm, remarking
gayly as they went back to the ball-room :

““ Now | shall get a wigging.”

““'Pou my word, [ think you deserve it,” he
said dryly.,

* Captain Crawford did not dance with vouat
all, did he ¥’ inquired Flora, as she and her
sister paused at Ethel’s Jloor to say good night.

¢ Of course he didn’t,” said Alice; ““heis a

reat deal too vain of his height and his fine
tigure to make himself look ridiculous by dan-
cing with so amall a person.”’

‘1 got on very well without him,” Ethel said,
with a little toss of herhead, but something very
like tears in her eves.

“ He don't really care for dancing,” pursued
Alice ; ‘' but he thinks he and Mrs. Lord make
such a haudsome couple that he does not ebject
to showing off with her.”

““0Oh, I'm sick of Mrs. Lord and her amart
gowns 1" cried Ethel, pettishly. * Good night ;"'
and she entered her room, slamming the door in
her friends’ faces with very scant courtesy.

Most of the purty left the next day, with the
exception of Mrs. Lord, who was going on to a
house in the neighborhgod, and Captain Craw-.
ford, who was to remain for a shooting party on
Wednesday and Thursday. FEthel always came
for an indefinite period,  Mrs. Lord kept pretty
strict guard over Captain Crawford all day, but
went to hoer room to rest after tea under the de-
lusion that her captive was safo in the smoking-
room till dinner time ; but he appeared in the
drawing-room ten minutes after sLe had left it,

“Will you come and play billiards, Miss
Raine t',

“Yes, I don't mind,” Ethel said, her tone
very demure, but her eyes sparkling.

‘“Miss Alice is coming to mark for us. I hear
you play very well”




