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still doubting and hesitating. She had changed 
her calico for a pretty light muslin, and placed
a pink rose in the ribbon, that held back her Wyliuse face glowed so at his coming. Then 
hair; and, though she wasn’t beautiful, was a Mr. Edwards would take himself and hi- 
pleasant sight to meet a lover’s eyes, win book away, and leave the lovers alone.
Ellis thought so, anyway, and he quickened his , sut, 3s the days wore on, there came a 
step as he came up the street. Now hand some shadow over Elith’s face. The brown eyes 
LILL 1. 1 1 , ,1 I: 1038 often sparkled with mischievous hap- he looked ! and how dear he was to the little lier: 1 16 , 12 ... , e T huappimess, anfthe rellips had a sorrowful fluttering heart of our Edith! Could she give droop, that would have made one wh, loved 
him up ? Will di n’t know it, but the momen her long to clasp he r in his arms and kiss 
tous question was solved as he stooped over the them back to smiles. The gray eves no-

handsome Will Ellis, who made no secret 
of his appropriation of sweet Edith Carden.

eyes, so like your mother’s, as they looked up 
into mine from your place upon my knee, is 
still very dear to me. You called yourself my 
little wife’ then Edith, and during all these 
I have watched and waited for you, my darling. 
You thought your father sent you north to 
school, did you not? I begged him not to let 
you know differently, because I was afraid you 
would learn to dislike me if you knew that I 
had sent you there. I did not come at once 
and take you out of your poverty and strug- 
gling, because i wanted you to grow up just the 
steady, earnest, self-reliant little woman that

now to reconsider my question. Again I 
lay my heart and fortune at your feet.— 
Darling he merciful! My life will be a 
blank without the one for whom I have 
lived so may years.”

Here now was a way of escape from all 
her trouble. Her-lover had proven false, 
and she knew her love had been but a fancy. 
W hy not, then accept this man’s offer and

_._qTostry.

A 017 FROM raz sHeRm.
Come down, ye graybeard mariners. 

Unto the wasting shore !
‘Ihe morning winds are up—the gods 

Bid me to dream no more.
Come, tell me whither I must sail. 

What peril there may be.
Before I take my life in hand

And venture out to sea 1

ta ke what pleasure life had in store for her? 
Butah! would it be right? Would it not 
be wronging her mother’s friend and her 
own benefactor, to give him in exchange 
for his own noble and generous heart and 
wealth, only her poor hand? She had no 
heart to offer. Alas, for our poor weak 
Edith! There, in the sacred privacy of her 
own room, she was forced to own it—that 
una cred, unsought, she had given her love

them back to smiles. The gray eyes no- 
gate, whispered "My precious little comfort!" ticed it all, and were not long in finding 

out the cause.sick of and kissed the crimsoning cheek.
An hour later, Edith ran swiftly up to her

We may not tell thee where to sail. 
Nor what the dangers are ;

Each sailor soundeth for himself. 
Each hath a separate star:

Each sailor soundeth for himself. 
And on the awful sea

What we have learned is ours alone ; 
We may not tell it thee.

[relieve wa-wow as au- 
the Livurud Visceral. ans, 
ases. 3 ...1
II enjogood health, let 
GAR Brons as a medicine, roe sy sohiolin stimulante:

One evening Mr. Edwards had taken his 
sketch-book, and walked out toward one

you are. O child, I have watched you, and my
heart has ached for you often, but I knew it room, and with rapid fingers, not giving herself

of the green hills that gave the town of 
J------- its only beauty, lie was not sketch-Iwas all just the discipline your impetuous spi- 

rit needed. You did not know that I was si- 
lent member of the firm for whom you have 
been writing, and have read eagerly everything 
you have written, longing all the time to take 
my gein out of its rough surroundings and give 
it a setting of gold. And now my darling, I 
want you—I need you more than I can tell 
you, and I love you dearly. I know you— 
every phase of your character, every feature of 
your face, and I want you for my wife. I have 
more money than we shall ever spend, and I 
want to take you to Europe, where your spirit 
can revel in all that it has longed for, and that 
has seemed unattainable. Will you come to 
me, Edith ? I do not ask you to love me just 
at first, but will you try ?.

"Your best friend, , PHILIP Max."

time to think, wrote Mr. May the decisive
letter. She was very grateful to him for all his. .
kindness, and especially for the offer he hadlins rough, and the gray eyes ooked 
.11.::dreamy as a girl’s. He went to his favor- 
made her ; but she could not be his wife, simp- it seat under the overhanging rock, and
ly because he could make her a wealthy wo- sat there idly watching the sunset,- when | manly way, but of whom she knew B0 little, 
mar, and gratify her tastes fortravel and books, suddenly he was startled by a voice on the This was why the blow of her lovers treach- 
because she promised already to be the wife of opposite side of the rock, ery had fallen so lightly. Unheeding her 
the man she loved and who loved her. She | "I tell you, Edith Carden, I will not stand |stepmothers call, she seized her pen and 
was very sorry, but knew he could not love her iit ! There is a limit to every man’s pa- wrote again rapidly. begging Mr. May to 
very deeply, because he did not know her. Did tience. Everyboyd in town is twitting me forget that she had ever lived—that so un- 

with being thrown over for that artist fel-happy a girl had ever marred the bright- 
low, and you know yourself that you are 
always with him."

"For shame. Will Ellis!" said the low 
sweet voice, that had made Walter Edwards

to the owner of the dark gray eyes, who 
had been so much help to her in his quiet

rat Iate, San Francisco, California, 
gton t Charlton Fla., New York.
cantate Close Bitters * 

lirectins,uubdemnine long 
ed they onts are not ose 
eral porn or other men 13, 
is wasted yond repair.

Come back, O ghostly mariners. 
Ye who he ve gone before !

I dread the dark, impetuous tides ;
I dread the farther shore.

TII me the secret of the waves ;
Say what my fate shall be — 

Quick ! for the mighty winds are up.
And will not wait for me.

•to
not know how silly and chil dish she was, and 
how unworthy his love. Would he forgive her 
and still be her friend?

She was not content until the letter was in 
the office. Then she went about her work with 
a glow at her heart, and thanked God that she 
had been able to choose aright—that she had 

not yielded to ambition, and made three hearts 
miserable for the-sake of the golden god.

Still there was a queer little pang of pain in

ness of his life. Then she called her little 
brother in feverish Leste, and bade him take

proclaim VINiGAR: 
st wonder IInvigorant that 
the sinkir system.

onsand
Hail and farewell. O voyager 1

Thyself must read the waves ;
What we have learned of sun and storm

Lies with us in our graves :
What we have learned of sun and storm 

Is ours alone to know.
The winds are blowing out to sea. 

Take up thy life and go !
—[ Harper’s Magazine.

the letter to Mr. Edwards and ask him to
mail it for her. Eager to get it out of heremittent and Intermit--

heart throb quicker since the first day he
had heard it. "If you cannot trust me be tempted beyond her strength.
more than that—if your love can be turned The night was one feverish unrest. She 
to suspicion by the idle taunts of a low gos-lay pontiering her life problem: What 
sip mongers, it were well that we came to must she do? She could rejoice over one 
an understanding. Mr. Edwards is my thing —her stepmother’s marriage—for it 
friend, has helped me in a great many ways : gave her freedom to go where she chose and 
that you could not, but you wrong both labor as she pleased. She would go far 
me and him when you hint of love between away, to some city where her identity 
is. I have known there was something would be lost and she could struggle on 
wrong for weeks Will, and it has almost: alone with no one to aid or hinder. Na 
broken my heart, but lam glad the explan- ture is very merciful, and in spite of the 
ation has taken place. 1 cannot love one novel writers, there are very new people 

who pass entirely sleepless nights from 
pain or trouble. So Edith forgot her sor- 
row in sleep, and awoke the next morning 
feeling stronger and better than before in 
weeks. But when her work was over, and

hands, out of the house, before she shouldprevalent in the 
throughout the 

especially Brose of the Mis- 
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tributaries, throughout our
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When sire had read the lesser for the fiftieth 
time, Edith bent her head upon the table and 
wept passionately. Why had this temptation 
come to her just now ? Only to show her her 
own weakness? For you see, Edith, like all 
8ris of twenty, had her love dreams, and it was 
only last week she had listened to the "old, 
old story," as Will Ellis had whispered it in the

the midst of her satisfaction, as she thought of 
the sorrow her answer must give the man who 
had been so faithful a friend through all her 
childish years.

during the Sammir and An- 
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HOW FATE SETTLED IT.

CHATTER I.

Saz wasn’t pretty ! Alas, that I should have 
to confess it in the very beginning of our story. CHAPTER II.

.: ONE day two weeks later, Edith was iron-
with flowing golden hair and azure’ eyes, will moonlight, and with pulses throbbing with joy:ing out in the roomy old kitchen, giving 
bive to this aside. for Ihelp it She had placed her little hand in his with the pro-; the finishing touches to the ruflies of her 
hava to try this sides for th caret help it. she mise to be his wife, whenever he could "take ! pink muslin, which she was to wear at a 
Xasn pretty inth general sceeptation of = care of her." And she loved him—0, she picnic with Will Ellis the next day. She 
t She in har lows be go (en hair. loved him—better than she ever could love any had heard not a word from Mr. May, and 
Hers was brown, and to save trouble, cut short one, she thought, even as she read shew letter | there was a touch of sadness in the brown 
to her head, about which it had a fashion of But ah, the tesiptation - No wonder the trek eyes ts she thought of it, and wondered il 
creeping and curling in a very unorthodox little girl had nothing to do but @rv t he would give up being her friend because 
style. Lier eyes were brown, too, very wide- S nd nothing to do but Gry: ve he could not be nér husband.
awake brown eyes, with now and then a spar e sn tcite 0 ignora: t as Mr. May ; “Edith,” said her mother,languilly open- 
kie of raischief in their depths, but oftenest thon 6, or just be ore er at er died he half ing the door, “there is a gentleman in here
full of a sadness that very rarely found- express her of her benefactor and friend Mr. May, to see about getting board. Will you sec

son otherwise. Her complexion was yery but only the bare facts, being a man always: him ?” good, ukong) io . * etrorimay —is she where ne war but, oh he cion er rounute 
faintest resedrelance to alabaster I Just now 11 11..5 
there were a few freckles scattered over it, given her, she had built a romance to suit her- 
onusei by picking blacktierrios the afterneon drames, who Ihnarcarsa dor cue duthte tee
el are, and letting her bonnet swing from her the mother’s sake. An old gentleman by this gain on the stove, set the baby a little fur- 

peek by its strings, instead of reposing in its 1° 6 than howl-on .... 1an1-a+ 1-1- 41- 41
rightful place. Her nose—alas ! her nose was x I a6 .undoubted pug 1 Not French "retrousse," and thank him for all his kindness. But slice 
but American pug1 Teeth good, of course, in hard never, in all her dreamings, imagined any- 
a firm, sensible mouth, neither too large nor th nsl ket uls. 1 is wife 1 o be taken out 
too small. No romantic white clothed her ‘per of this dull uninteresting life of monotonous 
tite’ for either, but the trim little figure was drudgery. Out of this town, that seemed to be 
dressed in a neatenlioo. Her white apron wis sleeping the sleep of Rip Van Winkle, never . , ...
laid aside-ditto cuffs, as e sat her writhe dreaming of anything beyond its own ken. Out she spoke. Ii there was one thing especi- 
laid a X ft, as at writing into the broad world! To Europe—the thot’s ally sweet about Edith Carden, it was her 
table, scattered over with pens, ink and foots- took her very breath away. And then, the love voice—that low, clear voice, full of depth

and sympathy that would be hers, such as she and richness, which so few American wo- iunmistatzable gleam of triuinnh in the te 
had never known! For, though she loved men possess. Her words were few and ye ed tLIL Lithe T3y 
Will Ellis, and 2 1. emmonplace, but the music of her voice 3se the he felt the

LCLSy and knew that he loved her, she was gave them a charm • Igirl in her lonely sorrow. He was not 
that she was literary 1 Wrote poems for the dimly conscious that there were heights in her . “You wished to see about board?" she long in following her to the house.

nature to which he could not reach, and depths said simply. | As Edith entered, Andrew Jackson met
P ham at the l. ‘t*t.*n* is a man in the as he sat on the bank, his gray eyes fairly

kissed him." ablaze with triumphant joy.
"And are you willing to be a poor man’s 

wife, Edith?" he asklid, presently.‘

You, who don’t like any but pretty heroines who doubts my honor.", is essentially necessary.‘ 
artie for the urpose equal 
KER’S VISEO: BUTTERS, as ,

"But, Edith," said Will, "all I ask of you 
is to give up your friendship for this E- 
wards: of whom you know so little. You 
know he loves you, everybody knows it.

ily remove the dark-colored 
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is of the Skin, Sore Eyes, 
rese, as in all other constitu- 
WAEER’S VINEGAR Birrens

and you are out in his company as much 
as mine —”

she went up to the old rock on the hillside, 
where she had passed so many quiet, hap- 
Py hours, she broke down again, and threw 
herself on the grass in utter grief.

"Stop, Will, a moment" said the calm 
voice," and think. When was I in his com-
pany except on the two occasions when "What atis you little Edith ?"
Jot could not take me to the lectures, but 
could take your cousin Laura to the party 
at Mrs. M pore’s, end the ball at the Lee 
House? Ah, Will, I meant to spare you 
this—I did not mean to tell you that I had 
discovered the double game you were play- 
ing, but you have forced me to it. You 
gave Harry Jackson a note to carry, and 
he gave it to my littic brother, who sup-

Edwards, kneeling beside her. Will you 
not tell mo?"

She could not speak for awhile, but lock- 
ed up very gratefully into her friend’s face. 
Very tenderly he lifted the little blue vein-

A’. / 
%| Edith was accustomed to such demands 

as this, for Mrs. Carden was unable to deal 
with anything more matter-of-fact than the 
romantic adventures of Clarissa Howard or 
Edwar-Fitzalien. So she put her iron a-

4 ed hand that ley on the grass beside him 
and raised it to his lips.
. . “I am going away tomorrow, Edith, and 
if this little hand were not already pledged
I would ask its —- 1

0,

posed of course it was for me. Not looking i would ask its owner to go with me as my 
at the direction, I read it, and then sent it, wife.”
to Miss Laura. Take your ring. Will. The trees, the flowers, and even the grass 
Ion and I are friends.” about them, seemed whirling in a mad waltz 

"with! Edith! Surely you are not in before Edith’s tearful eyes. - This was a lit- 
earnest! I love you in spite of my folly—" tle more than she could bear, and for one 
NO, Will, you do not love me, and my moment she lost her consciousness, which 
idol bus fallen to the dust,” was only restored by a rain upon her lips.

And Mr. Edwards knew by the lightsten cheek and brow, and she found herself in 
Mr. Howard’s arms.

time. Some day perhaps she would meet hint ther buck on his blanket, calmly took the 
twins out of the appte-barrel, in which they 

were apparently standing on their heads, 
and then followed her mother into the sit-eir great curative powers in 

into and intractable cases.
imatory and Chronic 
, Dost, Bilious, Remittent

Fevers, Diseases of the 
Sidneys, and Bladder, these 
a equal. Such Diseases are 
ted Blood.
/ Diseases, — Persons en- 
its and Minerals, such as

ting-room.
The gentlemen was standing with his 

back toward her, gazing out of the window
as she entered, but turned quickly 
she spoke. If there was one 1’‘

whenv wards knew by the light
on the grass that she had gone away alot 
He had listened to the conversation wi .was cruel, liitle girl," he murmured. 

"I know your hand was free, buti wanted 
your heart too. Is it mine, my darling?" 

Do you suppose I am going to tell you 
what she answered? 1 only know it was 
highly satisfactory to her lover, who did 
at all look like the same quiet Mr. Edwards

changing emotion, but now there was an
She wasn’t writing, but aille had been, for her 

forefinger bore traces of warfare with ink. You 
will like her still less when i I confess to you

-setters. Gold-beaters, and 
advance in life, are subject 
Ithe Bowels. To guard 
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county newspaper, for which she was paid vast to which conta not deci me : - I ******* her at the door wheresums of flattery, and notoriety, and stories for 59 which he could not descend. Then it would I T he stranger was a young man, certainly her at the door. There 

==-====--.= gilunke 

dress and two pairs of number two shoes dur-!:.’ e e 1 . humey 4Yes. » he said Tim A on.! 111, She entered the room and wasintroduced 
:l 1.. lust for the sake of the wealth of the other man, I IOS, he 8atl,iamaiakUst andwish 1j 4hA TLI ing the winter. She had aspirations, of course, 1 whom she did not love, could lavish upon Ter ., to pass the summer in your town, to sketch torir. Jone : 1 Who is to be 

for wonting higher, and in her day dreams Was Edith Carden but a mercenary Iiutlel Eire scenery about it Can y a give PB oilto stle ito attitude. eIt • Summer home?" 9, Ptt0 00 108100axTtik 010070215 it
It took but a few moments to make the bins been settled, and we have been corres- 

arrangements. They had always taken a ponding a good while, said the vidow, 
summer boarder, and the gentleman’s but thought I would say nothing about 
room was soon ready. Andrew Jacksonit until it was too late to male a scene—my 
was sent with the new comer, who gave his i her ves

“I you are the man," she said, demure 
ly, her face almost radiant as his.

"But now am I to reconcile this with the 
my husband," answer you gave me last night?” he asked 

Edith could Igravely.
The brown eyes opened widely in amaze- 

mont. "Last night?"
eke, ho anil, taking a letter from his

very often saw herself heralded in flaming type 
is the “distinguished authoress. Miss Edith 
Carden I" but she was a sensible little girl, and

wretch, after all?
Just at this point of her musings, her step- 

mother’s plaintive voice reached her :
“Edith, are you never coming down ? Myinew she must take things slowly. I mean she

In astonishment unspeakeableshe recog- 
nized the letter she had sent Mr. May the 
night before. ...

had been sensible, but this morning such a 
prospect had opened before her wondering 
eyes—of wealth and ease, ‘travel and every 
earthly pleasure, it seemed to her, that no won- 
der she sat there with the letter in her hand, 
dazed and speechless.

There she sat, ever since the mail boy had 
thrown her letter in at the window. The beds 
were not made up stairs, and she heard her 
stepmother rattling the dishes in a warning

head aches, and baby is so cross, and—" The
"I have nothing to suy," slowly suil 

Edith. "I hope you will be happy."
She walked unstea lily out of the room 

and up stairs, and sank upon the floor in 
her own room too dizzy to think. What 
was to happen next in her life? 0 God!

voice died away in very faintness.
|With a weary sigh, and quite an unheroine- 
like shrug of the shoulders, Edith took up the 
burden of her daily life again. But all through 
the busy day—either cooking, washing dishes, 
or walking the floor with the baby ; tying 
strings for Andrew Jackson, or cutting paper 
dolls for the twin girls—the thought was still 
omnipresent. What should she do? Which 
road should she take ? cut r

She had no one to go to for counsel or aid. 
Her stepmother, whose large form and red 
cheeks were so ludicrously disproportionate to 
her faint voice and delicate constitution, who 
lay on the lounge all day and read yellow- 
backed novels, had nothing in common with 
her. She would’as soon think of appealing to 
the baby for advice. At last, when the twins

name 83 M alter Edwards, to the depot, to 
help with his luggage, and Edith went 
buck to her ironing. But some way she 
was haunted by the kindly gray eyes and 
pleasant smile. She had noticed, too, the 
boo’she had in his hand, a blue and gold 
"Owen Meredith," and longed for a glimpse 
at its pages. She would ask him to loan 
it to her some day, she thought, and then 
her mind went back to Mr. May, from 
thence to Will Ellis and the picnic, and so 
absorbed was she in pleasant thought, that 
the baby pulled the washpan over, and 
placed jn due water.with perfect impunity, 
v The suntrer passed by slowly and plea- 

santly, Mr. Edwards proved a very plea- cant companion, and Edith grew to like 
him very much. Hie was very quiet, but 
helped-the girl in a great many ways, loan- 
ed her his books and magazines, and some-

"Why, Walter, she stammered.
"Yes, da; ling,” he said, “I must confess it. 

W alter Edwards and Philip May are one 
and the same person I I had watched and 
loved you too long, Edith, to give you up so 
lightly, and after I received your irst le.ter 
I determined to come here under an assu- 
med name and see for my elf if you were t, 
be happy with your lov or, and the rest you 
know.

“Dat I thought you—"

if it might be death ! But she stifled that 
prayer with another for strength, and there 
all alone in the dusk of the evening, fought 
her life-trouble hand to hand.

"Say, Edith !" said a voice at the door; 
"I want to come in. Here’s a letter Mr. 
Edwards brought from town fur ye, and 
ma says, wont you come down? Mr. Jones 
aint had no supper, and say —is he my pa?

She took the letter, and lighting her 
lamp opened it without much interest, but 
started painfully as sho recognised the 
handwriting. The temptation again ! Just 
as she was weak and faint from her strug-

|manner in the kitchen. The baby was crying, 
too, in a most piteous manner, and Andrew 
Jackson was thumping on the stairs for “Edie” 
to bring him some string for his kite; but what 
cared Awdith 7 Let us look over her shoulder, 
and’sed for qurerives the words that have open- 
ed this Vista of glory to these young eyes.

"Dean Miss Eorrn,”—the letter began, “You 
will no doubt be surprised when you see the 
signature of this letter, and still more when 
you read its contents, for if you ever knew my 
name, no doubt it has faded from your memo 
ry. But, dear child, the memory of your brown

"Yes," he laughed, “I know you thought 
was an old than—your mother’s lover, 

didn’t you, Edith? But it was a mistak. 
I was only a boy of fifteen when you use 1

I

to climb on my knee and call yourself my
little wife. 1 was rusticating in J. 
summers. Are

two
. , you very angry with me 
for deceiving you, little one?”

and the baby were asleep, Andrew Jackson 
peaceably playing marbles with neighbor Jack- 
son’s boy, and Mrs. Carden dozing over a new

191 mbugd 
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times read aloud to her his favorite pooms, 
while the nimble fingers sewed; for the 
mending-basket was never empty. Very

“Everybody ankissin," broke in Andrew coons.di contented voice, followed by 
book, Editir stoodrat the gate im the twillet,foften their rending was broken inupon by not give you up? 1 hero given youtime climbed ever tierrek fre kcon you.

gid, she must have the battle over again, 
for it was Mr. May’s handwriting,

“Edith darling,” the letter said, "I can-
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