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‘Pearls and Bla.ck'bérriesi.

: genses! and as he enunciated the words

T " You don’t want a pretty oirl for a
- wife ? 5 bl o i {

" “appendage to Miss Bradbury—

‘ed. ‘T'oughtto hade done it s weck ago,

“ " Rather a careless way to carry jew-

7 ment, stirred iofﬂy"infﬁhe mid-Julyair ;

........ _Eresh as a rose, with hazel eyes. soft-
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.o are the Poor ?
w

«noare the poor? Not always those
Who have the least to show,

_ Nor are they always found amepg

- The darkest haunts of woe ;
For one may wear the richest dress

Aud roll in wealth’s galore,”

And still in Heaven's perfect sight,

Be poor, aye, very poor:

The brightest skies may evershine
Above the mansion proud,

And he who dwells within its walls
With want may ne’er be bowed ;

The sweetest music ever heard
May feed his listening ear,

And mirth and pleasure fill the cup
Of all the gladsome year,

Yet poor, indeed, must be the man
Who owns such joys as these,

Ifje’er his heart is coldly closed
To others’ miseries ;

And vain is all his store of gold
Ifselfishly he lives,

And always reaping harvest now,
No charity e’er gives.

Real poverly is in his heart,
"Tis. want of love for man,
’Tis failure to perform a good,
To bless whene'er you can;
"Tis lack of love and lack of faith
In God and His decree,
That the greatest virtue one can own
Is loving charity.

So let us, then, do all we can
* To kelp each other on,
And show that wealth of mind and
heart

Which lives when gold is gove ;

And let us keep this truth in view
Where’er our steps may lead :

H man may be a millionaire,
And yet be poor indeed.
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No!said Dr. Darling, slowly—No! I
can’t believe the evidence of my own

with expressive distinctness he looked
solemnly at; Harry Clifford.

| .He might have found a worse-looking
individual to fix his regards upon than
this young :M, D., who had taken his
first lessonsn bones, muscles and human
anatomy, with the therapeutics belong-
ing thereto, in the little office across the
hall, and was just preparing to hang up
a shingle of his own ; for Harry Clifford
was tall and shapely, with red-brown
hair, and a huge auburn mustache. and
merry eyes that laughed like springs of
water in the sunshine.

Dr. Darling took off his spectacles,
folded them, and deliberately placed
them in their case, still without taking
his.eyes from his neophyte. =~ Harry
Clifford smiled ; but he looked a little
embarrassed, notwithstanding. :

She would have you in a minute, if
"you were to propose, pursued Dr. Darling
dropping great red-hot splashes of seal-
ing wax over a sheetof blotting paper,
and stamping them with his monogram
seal in an aimleéss sort of way.

Yes ; bat I tell you, sir, I don’t want
to propoese, said Harry, staring at the
intertwined D. J.-D’s asif they were
the most interesting thingsin the world.

o Not that pretty girl in particular, doce
£,
Not fifty thousand dollars? =aid the
doctor, pronouncing the three moment-
ous words in a manner that made them
sound very weighty, indeed.

I would not object to the fifty thous-

~

and dolllars of itself, sir ; but, as a mere|8

I beli¢ve the boy is erazy, ejaculated
Dr. Darling. Well, well, as the scotch
proverb hag it, a wilful man maug hae
his way, and I shall interfere no farther,
By the way, Harry— '

D£8R SR s

You are going to the city this after-
noon ? ; '

‘. That's my present intention, sir.

Stop-at Depierre’s, will'you, and leave
Mrs. Darling’s pearl broagh to be mend-

but a man can't think of everything, -

~ Certainly, Doctor ; and Harry C1ifferd
depogited the pearl'brooch—and old-fas-
hioned ornament of maséive gold;’ set
with tiny eced pearls—in his waistcost
pocket. bk

elry, young man ! s2id Dr. Darling, ele-
vating his'eyebrows. ' ©

. Oh, I never loose anything | asserted
Harry in an offhand sort of way.

. The morping sun *‘gm;emin‘g.bright,
ﬂ}b‘kel;xq% A ;ea;dg} of light across the
kitchen :g; ythg morning; glories and
Maderia vines, trainéd across the case-

and Ugsula Percy, Mrs. Darling’s orphan
niece, was busy, doing up blackberries.

.
’

se.blackn at, times ' b
ng&, heiz longlashes, #nd smil-
‘ , J1ps, she gtood there—her #al-

b the ho

depths of the preserving-kettle, like &
parody on one of the witehes in Macbeth,
while on the whitely scoured pine table
beyond a glittering tin vessel was up
heaped with the delightful jet-black
fruit, each seperate berry flashing like
the eye of an Oriental belle.

Ursula ?

The pretty young girl started, very near-
ly dropping the skimmer into the pre-
serving-kettle.

How you startled me, Harry !

Harry advanced into the kitehen with
an admiring look at the bright face,
flushed with a little blush and a geod.
deal of stove heat.

You are always at work, Ursula.

I have got to work, Harry, to earn
my own living, Ursula Pearcy answered,
with a slight uplifting of her. exquisite
black brows; 1 am not an heiress like
Miss Bradbury.

Confound Miss Bradbury! exclaimed
our hero, 1 hear nothing but Miss
Bradbury the whole time.

She is a sweet young lady, Harry,
said Ursula, in mildly reproving ac-
cents.

I dare say; but what a lot of blaek-
berries you have here to be sure, Ur-
sula.

Forty quarts, said Ursula, demurcly.
Aunt Darling always enjoys them so
much in the winter.

Harry put a ‘honey-sweet globule of
fruit into his mouth.

Blackberries are beautiful fruit, Ur-
sula.

Very: and Miss Pearcy skimmed
dilligently away at the boiling caldron.

Especially when you are doing them
up. added the young M. D., with rather
a clumsy effort at compliment.

Ursula did not answer. Harry walk-
ed up to the range and took both her
hands in his.

Harry, don’t! The berries will burn.

Let ’em burn, then : who cares ?

But what do you want? she asked,
strugeling impotently to escape, and
laughing in spite of the grave look she
fain would have assumed.

To see your eyes, Ursula.

She lifted the soft hazel orbs to his
face ; then withdrew them with sudden
shyness. 1]

Do you know what-answer I read in
those eyes, dearest ? he whispered, after

a moment or two of silence, broken only.

by the hissing and siminering of the boil-
ing blackberries, ;

No.

I read yes!

O Harry, I dare not. Uncle and
aunt are 8o detcrmined you shall marry
Miss Bradbury, .

And I am zo determlned not to mar-
ry her. TIsa man tobe given away as
if he were a house and a lot, or a busn-
dle of old clothes, I should like to know ?
Ursula— :

Harry, they are burning !—I am sure
ofit. I can smell them. Oh, do lct go
my hands! :

Harry Clifford deftly seized up the big
iron spoon, and stirred the boiling
depthbs vigorously.

It's all your imagination, Ursula !

No, it’s not ; and if they are theleast
bit scorched they will be spoiled for
Aunt Darling—

But, Ursula—

The creaking sound of an opening
door beyond suddenly disolved the  tete-
astete.” Ursula almost pushed Harry
Clifford out of the kitchen.

You'll be on the piazza to-night, when
they have all gone to the concert? he
persisted in asking through the crack in
the deor : 3

Yes, yes, anything—everything; only
go!

And Harry went, beginning to realize
that love-making and. persevering do

not assimilate. =L

Your peari brooch, my dear? Oh, I
remember now. I gave it to Harry more
than a weck azo to have mended. I
dare sayBit's done by this time? and
Dr. Darling turned expectantly to our
hero. '

I-—I'm very eorry, began Harry; but
the broach disappeared in the most @n.
aceocuntable manner from my vest pock-
et. I'know I put it there—
¢ Yes, dryly interrupted the clder gen-
tleman, I remember ‘sceing you pat it
tiere, and you assurred e at tlie time
that you never loet anything. So the
brooch is gone, eh ?. :

Yes sir, itis gone. But Mre, Darl-
ing may restassured, Harry added, with
a glance toward that lady, that 1 will
repiece it at the very earliest opportun-
ity. f .

said Mra. Darling, with a coubtenanes
that said plainly, it is of the very great:
est conséquencel ' Perhaps we shall
find it somewhere about the houre, -
But the dayg slipped by'oneé by one;
-and:the doom of the pearl brooch re-
'mained involved in the deepest mystery.
Harry Clifford b ught another one and
presented it to Mrs. Darling, with allit-
tle comélfmeﬁtiryv;.sia'o;oéhi” “Mrs, Darl-

ix;g laughed, and‘pinded ibinto the fold¥

:’ back of her e

o phread Jace 1b she wore at her
] g ’—P !

b7 Bt itls o strange what can have
{iesoms o, the jother | said Mrp, Darl- = So do o
g uitdd 1oAY "o 1 d o

"_.0b, it is of no comsequence at all!)

It was in the golden month of Septem-
ber that the old docter and Mrs. Darl-
ing made up their minds to invite Mrs.

.{ Bradbury to tea.

) L
Well, have pound cake and preserved
blackberries, said Mrs. Darling, who
always looked at the material side of
things.
And if Harry don’t come to termns
now, he never will, added her husband,
who didn’t,

Get out the best china and the chased
silver tea-service, Ursula, said Mrs.
Darling.

And wear your pink French calico,
child ; it's the most becoming dress you
have, said her uncle, with a loving
glance at the bright little brunnett,

And Ursula Percy obeyed both of
their mandates,

Mrs. Bradbury came—a handsome,
showy young lady, with a smoothe so-
ciety manner that made Ursula feel
herself very countrified and common in-
deed.

Delicious preserves these! said Mrs.
Bradbury.

They are of Ursula’s making, said
Mrs. Darling. And Harry Clifford
passed his plate for a second supply.

I remember the day when they were
brewed or baked, or whatever it is you
call it, said he, with an arch glance at
Ursula.

Suddenly old Dr. Darling grew pur-
ple in the face, and began to cough vio-
lently. Kvery one started up.

He's swallowed the spoons! eried Mrs.
Bradbury.

Oh, oh! he’s got the appoplexy!
screamed Mrs, Darling, hysterically.

Uncle! dearest uncle! piped up poor
Ursula, vaguely catching at a glass of
water.

But Dr. Darling recovered without
any mere-disasterous symptoms.

It isn’t the spoon, and I dou’t come
of an apoplectic family, said he. ~But
upon my word, this is about the biggest
blackberry I ever came perilously near
swallowing! And he held out his wife's
pearl brooch, boiled up in the blackber-
ries.

There was a momentary silence a-
bout the table; and then it was broken
by Mrs. Darling—one of those blessed
old ladies who never see aninch beyond
their own spectacled noses.

My good gracious! said Mrs. Darl-
ing; how could it ever have come into
the preserved blackberries? I—don’t
—see—

But I do! said Dr. Darling, looking
provokingly knowing. Yes; I see a
good many things that I didn’t see be-
fore,

And Harry, glancing across the table
at Ursula, was somewhat conscled to
|perceive that her cheek was a shade
more scarlet, if that were possible, than
his own, -

He followed the old doctor into his
office when the eveniag meal was ocon-
cluded—Ursula did not know how she
ever would have lived through it, ‘vere
it not for Mrs. Darling’s delightful ob-
tuseness, and Sophy Bradbury's surface-
charm of manner—and plunged boldly
into the matter. .

Doctor— he began, valiantly; but
the old gentleman interrupted him.,

There'sno need of any explanation,
my boy, he said. I know now why you
didn't want to marry Miss DBradbury.
And I don’t say that I blame you much ;
only T came very near choking to death
with Uprsula’s blackberry jam |

And Dr. Darling langhed again un-
til, had his spouse been present, she
would surely bave thought a second at-
tack of apoplexy among the inevitables,

Little Ursuld ! he added, would have

thought of it,  Well, you shall have my
blessing ! :
The pearls were all discolonred, and
the goid of the old-fashioned breoch tar-
nished with the alchemy of cooking;
but Ursala keeps that old ornament yet,
more tenderly treasured than all the
modern knick-knacks with which her
young husband loads her toil¢ttable,
And every year, when she preserves
blackberries, Dr. Darling comes to téa,!
and makes porderous witticisms, and!
prétends toscarch in the erystal pre-
serve-dish for a boiled brooch !

But then jolly old gentlemen will
have their jokes.”

Mand's: Flirtation.

.,...---‘0-.---*:

And ix there no engagement between
jus? i

| Why, Uncle George, I am only seven-
teen years of age; =l shall not be en-
zaged for the next three years, at least,
T a1b not going to settle myself down to
married life just yet, I tell youl
‘Maud, I don't want to think you en-
tirely heartless, but. I must own that
you-p=in me very much by the terrible
spirit of coquetry that you show ; and
beside, I am sure that Frank loves you.

o1 ﬁ ow, Uncle George, it is nothing but!

'3 flirtation. . To besure I walk, ride,
and dance with him ; but I do the same
with a half dozen others, = ! b
Maud, I thiek that Frank Molton
loves you.;; 9

So do they al, if T s to beljeve what
e (, :’.‘:: 1 Py .v,., i 4 (‘ P
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So the son of my old friend —the man
I love and respect more than all the
world beside-—is to be the vietim of a
pretty woman’s caprice. Maud, 1 tell
you to be careful; you a-‘ playing a
dangerous game.

The angry blood dyed the cheek of
the beautiful girl, as she swept haughti-
ly from her uncle’s side, saying<—

It is time to dress for dinner now; I
will come and hear the rest of your ser-
mon to-morrow.

He took one long step, and, gently
laying his hand on her arm, led her to
the sofa, and, drawing her down toa seat
beside him, said—

No, Maud, I want you to hear the
rest of my sermon to-day. Do you
know why I am, at forty years of age,
an old bachelor, with a lonely home and
an aching heart ?

Maud’s anger all melted away at the
sight of his distress, and left her sad as
himself, as she said—

No, Uncle George, why is it ?

Well, Maud, I will tell you. Even
you, my dear niece, much as I love you,
cannot fill all my heart.

It was fifteen years ago that I first
met Ida Hobart. She was a fashionable
belle and beauty, who drove all men wild
by her spclls.  To me she soon became
the very salt of my life, We met very
often. I was young and trustful then,
and her beauty and quiet, stately man-
ver completely fascinated me. When
she left her beautiful white hand rest in
mine, and when she turned from others,
and let her bright blue eyes dwell
thoughtfully on my face, I thought that
the love I lavished upon her was appre-
ciated and returned,

Day after day passed, and I felt so
secure in her affections, while looking
into her beautiful face, and hearing her
winning tones grow softer for my ear,
that it was long before T spoke my love.
I never shall forget how coldly she an-
swered me,

Why, Mr, Clayton, I supposed you
knew that I was engaged. Mr. Ashley
has been away ever since I knew you,
but I thought every one knew of the en-
gagement.

I arose, as haughty and self-possessed
as herself, and said—

Forgive me, Miss Hobart, if I have
annoyed you.

Oh, you hava not annoyed me at all;
but I am sorry you have made such a
mistake. I thought that you, like my-
self, were only flirting.

The death of my mother awoke me
from the delirious agony of my thoughts
and when my brother followed her in
one short year, leaving you to my care,
I endeavoured to forget the happiness 1
had dreamed of and lost. Never can I
trustany one as I trusted 'tke heartless
woman who blighted my life.

Now, Maud, I think that Frank Joves
you, and wishes to make you his wife;
he has spokea of it to we; but if you
cannot retuyn his love, let him see it now
before it is too late ; don’t lead him on
wutil you are his only Lope of happiness,
or I shall despise you.

Maud sat in deep thought for a few
moments, and then said,—

Uncle George, tell him that I love
him, and am pot flirting. And, Uncle
(ieorge, don’t despise me, will you?

Her uncle gently pressed a tender
kiss upon her forehead, and thanked Ler
for her decision,

A LITTLE HERQO

The New York “Sun” - reporter,
learning that James Connors, alias Rat,
a news-boy, bad saved scveral lives at
the ferry boat disaster, obtained the fol-
lowing particulars :— |

Rat is fourtecen yearsold. When ap-
proached he tried to avoid any guestions,
but finally said,—

I am a newsboy. Sometimes I black
boots. I live at'19 Pear]l Street. At
one o'clock on Sunday afternoon, I was
sitting on the Stone pier at the Battery
with my brother. We were fishing. At
half pastone I heard a noisclike a boat
letting off steam, and after that came a
rumbling vound, like a Dbig gun going
off ; I turned to look ‘around, and my
brother was in the water. I laughed at
Lim beeause he fell overboard. I then
jumped down for him, but he gotfashore
alone, The next thing I saw was'a big
cloud of steam, and ‘men, women, and
children floating in the river,’ 1 jump-
ed down off the ‘picr, took off my  cap,

'|jacket, and shoes, and jumped in after

two little babies. I grabbed one by the
arm, and the other by the skirt, and
passed them on to the float. .. 1 didn’t
see. any more babics; and 80 1 dived
down after the-ladies, trying to hold
them up while Mr. Connors,’ my uncle,
and Mr. Quigley took them in the boats.
I tell you we had lively times, and you
could hardly tell what to do first. = -

It is estimated that young Connors
must have saved at Jeast ten persons,
and aided in saving many more, He

rendered valuable gervices in diving like

a water rat among _the struggling wo.
, and buoying  up the soalded vic,

the practice of their profession of gener-
al knowledge or information to be ob-
tained by practical intercourse with the
world and studies outside the law libra-
ry. Ina book just published by the
daughter of an English advocate, Mr.
John Adolphus, the following is told,
which will illastrate the value of the
kind of knowledge referred to. The writ-
er says:

A very extraordinary erimipal case
was entirely decided by the knowledge
my father had picked up ot pautical af-
fairs in his early voyages to and from
the West Indies. Lascars were on their
trial for the murder of the captain of
the ship; the evidence of the mate
seemed quiet conclusive. In the course
of it he said, however, that at the time
of the murder there was great confusion
as the ship was in much peril, gnd re.
quiring all the attention of the sailors to
prevent ker sinking on a rock. My fa.
ther who defended the prisoners, ask-
ed so many questions as to the exact
number of the crew, and where each man
was, and what he was engaged in dur-
ing this perilous time, that at last the
judge whispered, I suppose Mr. Adol-
phus, those questions are to the pur-
posc? I own I do not see it, thinking
doubtless, the time of the court was bo.
ing wasted. After a few more questions
as to the duty each man was performing,
the witness had accounted for every man
on board, the captain being below and
the two prisoners murdering him. My
father fixed his eyes steadily on the wit-
ness, and said, in a searching and loud
volce, Then who was at the helm ?
The wretched mate dropped down in a
fit, and soon after confessed that he was
himself the murderer. In his evidence
he bad given to each man his position,
and forgotten the most material, or
rather, left none to fill it. :

FAITHEFUL SERVANT.

Many years ago, there lived on the
banks of the Brandywine, in the State
of Pennsylvania, an old Quaker gentle.
man, who possessed an old, faithful ser-
vant. This servant was a horse and his
name was Charley. Now Charley had
trotted before the family-chaise for
many a long year, to the village post-
office, to the Sabbath-day meeting, and
upon all kinds of errands.  Old Charley
was ever ready to be hitched up. Not
one trick had he shown por had he once
proved unfaithful, and grandfather als
ways rode him upon such crrands of
business as he might Lave about the
farm.

The river divided the farm, and it
was at times necessary to visit the lot on
the other side; there was a bridge a
mile and a half from the house, but there
was a good ford just down by the bank,
which was always used when the water
was not too high.

Ove day, in the spring-time, grand-
father had to go over the river, but the
freshet had come, the banks were over-
flowed, and the ice in great cakes and
fields was coming down with arush, re
he mounted old Charley, and set off by
the way of the bridge. Arriving safes
ly on the other side, he spent some time
in the business which had brought him
over, ond it was nearly sundown when
he got ready to go home. He locked
up towards the bridge, said it was a
long three miles around, and that he
believed he would try theford. Old

.| Charley can swim, he said, as he rode

down to the bank of the stream, and it
is but a short way over.

Charley looked reluctant, but aftcr
considerable urging he entered the
stream, In a moment he was siriking
out bravely for the ‘opposite shore, but
in another moment a' great cake of ice
came . pounding along, ‘overwhelminz
botli man and horse.  They both rose,
but grandfather had lost his seat, and as
he was swept alore by the pawerful euz-
rent, he caught the sweeping branches
of a large sycamore tree, and was soon
safe from immediate danger. * -

The riderless horse pursued his' jour-
ney toward the house, and sdon reathed
the shore, Hero, appeating tomiss his
familiar friend, he looked around, and
as it seems, discovered hismaster cling-
ing to the bransh-of the tree ; immedia-
tely and without hesitation, he:turned
around and swam boldly for ‘the tree,
and bereath the branch he stopped and
permitted my grandfather to get on his
back, and then, although'quite exhaust-
ed, he started at once for home,' '
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