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Fen Leaves free Fuiy’s Portfolio. “ if your time is precious, yon shall he well paid ; it will 
not take you lee*. Will mamj be uj «ÉMt to joo 1”

“Oh. yee, jeeP* «id Lena,*despair firing her courage. 
“ O sir, I hare a brother, eisk, dying for necessaries beyond 
our reath i Giro me some wine to keep him from sinking— 
now, if you p ease, sir !”—and she blushed at her own 
earoeetnese—*• tl.cn I will come to you to-morrow. My 
name is Lena May,”

“ Dear, dear mother !—wine for Charley, and more when 
this is goes.”

*• Ljua !” said her mother, alarmed at her wild, excited 
manner.

14 An artist, mother, gave me 
a sketch of mv. V 
ing luxury to his ferer-parched 
you?ll I» strong ar J —” —J - 
she laughed hystei 
head dropped : th 
had tinted.

44 There, that will do ; thank you ! Now turn your head a 
trifle to the left, so and the young artist’s eye brightened 
as his hand moved over the canvas. In truth, it were hard 
to find a lovelier model. That full dark eye and Grecian 
profile, that wealth of raven hair, those dimpled shoulders ! 
Yes, Lena was the realisation of all hie artist dreams ; and 
then she was so pure, so innocent. Practised flatterer as 
he was professional!v, praise seemed out of place now—it 
died upon hie lip. Be had transferred many a lovely lace 
to canvas, but never one so holy in its expression.

And little Charley day hy day grew strougv ; and rare 
flowers lay upon his bed ; and he inhaled their fragrance, 
and passed hie slender fingers over them caressingly, as if 
their beauty could be conveyed by the touch. And then he 
would listen for Lena’s light footstep, and ask her, on her 
return, a thousand questions about the picture, and sigh as 
be said,441 can never know, dear sister, If it is like you ;” 
and then he would my, “ You will not love this artist better 
than me, Lena?” and then Lena would blush, and my, 
“ No, you foolish boy !”

44 Well, Lena,” mid Eraest,44 your picture will be finished 
to-day. I suppose you are quite rind it is over with v’

44 Charley misses me so much !” was love's quick evasion.
44 There are still many comforts you would got for Char­

ley, were you able, Lena!”
44 Oh, yes, yes !” said the young girl eagerly,
44 And your mother, she is too delicate to toil so mnremit-

ipreme—to have the capacity to appreciate me. bat not that look creep over It that.
brilliancy enough to outshine' me,* or to attract • out­
siders.’ ”

that, because it is so unselfish,” said Minnie, 
humility. “Goon.”
- %n-----  — l!‘—irv women live on public

„ ,--------- „ —Arcs in print. Just fcpey
ly uilo's heart turned insidc-mtt to thousands of eyes

life were fast ebbfaur. The lit He taper ikkersd and Staked, 
and then went ont for ever !

It was in tb# “poor man’s lot** that Harry Grey’s pet 
boy was buried. There were no esrrisges, no mourners, no 
hoarse. Mrs. Grey shuddered, as the waggon jolted over 
the rough stones to the old bur ring-place. She uttered s 
Stint scream at the sexton bit the cofin against the waggon 
in lifting it out. Again and again she staved Ms hand, when 
he wou d have fkstened down the lid ; she heard with fimrfnl 
distinctness the first heavy clod that fell upon her boy's 
breast ; she looked on with u dreadful fascination, while he 
CU«d up the grave ; she mw the last ehorelfnl of wrth 
stamped down over him, and when the sexton touched her 
arm. and pointed to the waggon, she followed him mechani­
cally. and made no objection when he mid, “ he guessed he'd

THE STEAY LAMS.
with mock_____ ____________

“ You see, Minnie, these literan 
admiration—glory in seeing themsci
my-1':’: ‘ :Z t ! LzZZ. ------------ ----
besides mine lor dissection. Fancy her quickening ten 
thousand strango pulses with 4 thoughts that breathe and 
words that burn.* Fancy me walking meekly by her side, 
known only as Mr. Somebody, that tlio talented Miss 
condescended to marry! Horrible ! Minnie, I tell you. 
literary women are a sort of nondescript monsters ; nothing 
feminine about them. They are as ambitious as Lucifer ; 
else, why do they write?”

44 Because they can’t help it,” said Minnie, with a flash­
ing eye. “ Why does a bird carol ! There is that in such a 
soul that will not be pent up—that must find voico and ex­
pression ; a heaven-kindled spark tliat is unquenchable ; an 
earnest, soaring spirit, w hose wing* cannot lie earth-clipped. 
These very qualities fit it to appreciate, with a z?st none 
else may linow. the strong, deep lore of a kindred human 
heart. Reverence, respect, indeed, such a soul claims and 
exacte ; but think you It will be satisfied with that ! No ! 
It craves the very treasure you would wrest from it. Love ! 
That there arc vain and ambitions female writers, is true ; 
but pass no sweeping condemnation ; there are literary 
women who hare none the less deserved the holy names o*f 
wife and mother, because God has granted to them the power 
of expressing the mine tide of emotions that sweep, per­
chance, over the soul of another, whoso lips have never beeu 
touched 4 with a coal from the altar.’ ”

e 44 Good morning, Colonel," mid Minnie : “ how did yon 
like the lady to whom l introduced you last evening *”

“ Like her ! I don't like her at all—1 lore her ! £he 
took me by storm ! Minnie, that woman must he Mrs. 
Colonel Van Zandt. She's my ideal of a wife embodied.”

411 thourht she’d suit you,” mid Minnie, not trusting 
herself to look up. “ She's very attractive ; but arc you 
sure you can secure her ?”

44 Well, I flatter myself,” said the Colonel, glancing at an 
opposite mirror, 441 shall at least, 4 die making an effort,’ 
before 1 take No for an answer. Charming woman ? femi­
nine from her shoe-lacings to the tips of her eyebrows ; no 
blue-stockings peeping from under the graceful folds of her 
silken robe. What a charmed life a man might lead with 
her ! Her fingers never dabbled with ink, thank Heaven ! 
She must be Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt, Minnie !”

Sho was “ Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt.” A week after their 
marriage, Minnie caino in looking uncommonly wicked and 
mischievous “ What a turtle-dove scene !” said she, as sho 
stood at the door. “ Do you know I never peep into Para­
dise that I don’t feel a Luciferish desire to raise a mutiny 
among the celestials ? And apropos of that, you recollect 
‘ Abelard,’ Colonel ; and the beautiful 4 Zeluka/by the same 
anonymous writer ; and those little essays hy the same hand, 
that you hoarded up so long* Well. I’ve discovered the 
author—after a persevering investigation among the knowing 
ones—the anonymous author, with the signature of41Icloiso. 
You have your matrimonial arm round her this minute ! 
May I bo kissed if you haven’t !” and she throw herself on 
the sofa in a paroxysm of mirth. 44 0 Colonel ! 4 marry a 
woman who lias just sense enough to appreciate you, and not 
brilliancy enough to attract outsiders ! Fancy xny wife 
quickening ten thousand strange pulses with thoughts that 
breathe and words that bum ! Fancy me walking meekly 
by lier side, known only as the Mr. Somebody the talented
Miss---------condescended to marry !’ I declare I’m sorry for
you. Colonel ; you have my everlasting sympathy ; you look 
already like a man 4 transported for life !’”

“ Laugh away, Minnie ! You might have played mo a 
worse trick ; for instance, had you married mo yourself.
4 Ileloise’ or Amy, ’lis nil one to me, so long as I can call 
her wife I'm quite happy enough to bo willing vou should 
enjoy yonr triumph ; and quite willing to subscribe, on my 
knees, to your creed, that a woman may ho literary, and yei 
feminine and loveable; content to find her greatest happiness 
in the charmed circle of Home.”

iwardly, as one is aioutwardly

ligrante in a very destitute
was tottering under theOne ofcondition.

weight of n huge chest eke carried upon her band ; moot of 
them were ragged, and nil travel-stained and careworn. 
Bringing up the roar, with uncertain, (altering steps, some­
what behind the rest of the party, was a little girl of sight 
years, bonnetless, barefooted aad barelegged, her scanty 
frock barely reaching to her little purple Jtneee, her 
tangled brown hair the sport 
wearily, as if she bad neither a 
showing neither wonder nor 
sights and scenes before her. 
indifference to the rest of the
with them or not. My bwrta----------- ..
friendless, so prematurely careworn. What should lie her 
future fits in this great city of snares and temptations] 
Who should take her hy the hand ! Ah, look ! the Good 
Shepherd watches over the stray lamb ! 1 bear a shriek of 
joy ! A well-dressed woman before mo sees bor : with the 
spring of an antelope she seises ber, presses lier lips to those 
little chilled limbs, then holds lier at arms* length, pushes 
back the hair from her for .head, strains her again to her 
breast, while tears of gratitude fill like rain from her eyes ; 
then lifts her far above her head, as if to say,44 O God, I 
thank thee !"

What can this pantomime mean ? for not a word have 
they spoken, amid all these soils and caresses. “ What 
does this-mean «” «id I to a bystander. 44 Oh, and it’s a 
child come over from the old counthry, ma’am, to find her 
mother ; and sure, she’s just met her in the street, and the 
hearts of ’em are most breaking with the joy, you see.”

___  _____ this, if I would let him make
Dear Charley !”—and she held the tempt- 
** er-parched lip—44 drink. Charley. Now 

well,and all for this foolish face ?” and 
illy ; then her hands fell at her side, her 
licitement was too much for her—she

prlof eight

knees, her
_____ ______ She stepped

tim nor object in moving on ; 
childish curiosity at the new 
It seemed to be a matter of 

party whether she kept pace

«•'•jwfcwii « iicn ne naiu, -- re goenru uu u
drive a little faster, new that the lad snsout." He looted 
at her onto or twice, end thought it rer. odd thet .ho didn't 
etj ; hut ho didn't profess to understand women-folke. So, 
when it wee quite dock, the. ceese Hack again to the old 
wooden house : end there he loft bor, with the «till eight 
and her crushing sorrow

" Who will care fax juu, Jen», when I a sa deed!"

WIGHT.
Night ! The pulse of the greet city lie» still. The echo 

of hurrying feel ha. long aioce died ewey. The maidtn 
dreams of her lover ; the wife, of ber aiment husband ; the 
eick, of health ; the captive, of freedom. Softly lulls the 
me mlight on those quiet dwellings; yet under those roof, 
are heart, that arc throbbing end breaking with misery too 
hopeless for tear. ; form, bent before their time with crush­
ing .arrow ; lip. dial never smile, nave when some u.ocking 
ilt'-an cones to render the morrow's .raking tenfold more 
bitter. There, on a mother's faithful breast, calm and beau­
tiful, lie. the holy brow of infancy. Oh. could it but pass 
away thus, ore the bow of promue has cc-iscd to .pen its 
future—ere that oerencst sky bo darkened with lowering“ God be thanked !" mid I, a. I wept too the dose bee 

found Use ark, the lamb its fold. Let the chill wind blow, 
aha will baud it not! The little weary head .hall be 
pillowed sweetly to-night on that loving bveaat ; the chilled 
limbo be warmed and clothed ; the desolate little heart shall 
beat quick with love and hope !" And there I left them, 
still careening, still weeping, unconscious of Use crowd that 
had gather*! about thorn, forgetting the weary rears of the 
part, pressing a lifetime of happiams into the Joy of those 
blissful manuals.

" Take heed that re despise not one of these little ease, 
for I say ante yon that in haaseo their angels do always 
behold the face of my Tether."

And your mother, she is too

Dear, good, lovely Lena ! they shall both hare eueh a
rttr Insists, sirs I u ■■■ anil will I si» mine» •*’will be mine !'home, only say

hare peeped into that artist'sreader, you
the proud, happy husband.You slrould hareLENA MAT.

Such a gloomy room as it was ! You may sometimes 
here seen one just like it. The trails were dingy, the 
windows assail, the furniture scanty aad shabby In one 
comer eras e email bed, end on It e boy of about nine years 
so pallid, BO smartsmd, that, as be taj there with hi. long 
lashes sweeping his pale cheek, you eoakl scares toll If he 
were living. At the foot of the bed sat a lady, whose looks, 
sorrow, not time, had silvered. Her hands were clasped 
hopelessly in her lap, end her Ups moved ee if in silent
1*’5Oo<>d morning, Mrs. May,” said the doctor, as he laid 
aside hie gold-headed cane, very pompously. “ I hare bat 
a minute to spare. General Clay has another attack of the 
goat, and can’t get along without me. How’s the" boy ?" 
ied he glassed carelessly et the bed.

“ He teems more then usually feeble," eaid the mother 
dejectedly, as the doctor examined hie poles.

Well ell he wants is something strong

a of nourishment, to set him on his 6 ----
i, Mrs. May—that's the thing for him—that will do it. 
morning, ma’am.”

" Wine and jellies !” said the poor widow ; and the tears 
started to her eyas, for she remembered sunnier days, when 
those now unattainable luxuries were seal sway untested 
from her well-famished table, rejected by a capricious 
appetite ; and she rose, and laid her hand lovingly on the 
little eeKirer's head, and prisoned the warm tears beneath 
her closed eyelids.

Little Charley wee blind. He had never seen the bee 
that was heading over him, bat he knew by the tone of her 
voice whether she was glad or grieving ; and there was a 
heart-quiver in it now, as she said, " Dear, patient hoy !” 
that made hie little heart beat feeler ; and be pressed hie 
pale lips to her hand, ai If he would convey all he felt in 
that Mae ; for.lore and sorrow bed taught Charley a lesson 
—many of his seniors wore more slow to learn—to endure 
silently, rather than add to the sorrow of a heart so tried

You should hare seen with what a sweat grace the little
formed her dal You shouldchild-wife as its mistress

irde sod his lowers, and heardirley with his
his merry laugh, as he said to his mother, that
Mind, *• .1--7-

THOCGHTS BORN OF A CARESS.
“ Oh, what a nice place to cry !" said a laughing little 

girl, as she nestled her head losingly on her mother’s breast.
The words were spoken playful y, and the little fairy was 

all aoeoocioue how much meaning lay hid in them ; but 
they brought tears to my eras, for I looked forward to the 
time when care and trial should throw their shadows over 
that laughing fees—when adversity should overpower— 
when summer friends should fall of like autumn leaves 
before the rough blasts of misfortune—when the faithful 
breast she leaned upon should be bo looget warm with love 
and life—whoa, in all the wide earth, there should be for 
that little one “ no niee place to cry."

God shield the motherless ! A father may be left—Mad, 
electionsle, consider,te, perhaps—but a man’s elections 
form hut a small fraction of hie existence. Ilia thoughts 
ire far away, even while hie child clambers on his knee— 
the distant ship with its rich freight, the state of the money- 
market, the fluctuations of trade, the oflke, the shop, the 
bench ; and ho answers at random the little lisping immor­
tal, and gives the child a toy, and passes on. Tno little, 
sensitive heart has borne its childish griefs through the dsy 
unshared. She don’t understand the reason for anything, 
and nobody stops to tell her. Norse “ don’t know," the 
cook is “ busy,’' and so she wanders restlessly shout poor 
mamma's empty room. Something is wanting. Ah, there, 
is no " nice place to cry !"

Childhood pisses ; blooming maidenhood comes on ; 
lovers woo ; the mother's quick instinct, timely word of 
caution, and omnipresent watchfulness, are not there. She 
gives her heart, with all its Teaming, sympathies, into 
unworthy keeping. A fleeting honeymoon, then the drown­
ing of a long day of misery ; wearisome days of sickness ; 
the feeble moan of the Aral-bom ; no mother's ana in which 
to place, with girlish pride, the little wailing stranger ; 
lover and friend afar ; no " nice play to cry !"

Thank God !—not unheard hr Him who “ wipeth all 
tears away" goeth up that troubled heart-plaint from the 
despairing lips of the motherless !

CHILDREN S RIGHTS.
Mix's rights ! Women's rights ! I throw down the 

gauntlet for children's rights! Yes, little pete, Fanny 
Fern's about " takin’ notes," and she’ll "print 'em," too, 
if you don't get yonr dues. She has seen yon seated by a

5Icasant window in a railroad-car, with your bright cyea 
ancing with delight at the prospect of all the prettr things

S)U Were going to sic, forcibly ejected hy some overgrown 
apoleon who fancied your place, and thought, in bis wis­
dom, Hint children had no taste for anything bat rugar- 

cindy. Fanny Fem knew better. She knew that tbo pret­
ty trees and flowers, and bright bloc sky, gars your tittle 
souls a thrill of delight, though you could not tell why ; 
and sho knew that great big mans soul woe a great deal 
smal'er than yours, to sit there and read a stupid political 
paper, when such a glowing landscape was before him that 
be might Imre feasted Ms eyes upon. And she longed to 
wipe away the big tear that yon didn’t dare to let fall; and 
•he understood how a little girl or bor, that didn't get n 
ride etery day in the rear, should not b# quite able to 
swallow that great big lump in the throat, as he or she eat 
jammed down in a dark, crowded corner of the car, instead 
of sitting hy that pleasant window.

Yes ; and Fanny has seen you sometimes, when you're 
been muffled up to the tip of your little row in woollen 
wrappers. In a close, crowded church, nodding your little 
drowsy heeds, and keeping time to the sixth-lie and wren Ut­
ile of some pompous tlico'ogian whose preaching would hero 
been high Date.n to ton had you been wide awake.

And site has won yon sitting like little automatons, in a 
bsdly-rnn;ilated school-room, with your nervous little toes 
at just such an angle, for hoars, audor the tuition of a 
Miss Nancy Nipper, who didn't care a rushlight whether 
your spine was as crooked ee the letter S or not, if the Great 
Mogul Committee, who marched in once a month to 
the " grand tour, ’ voted her a " model school-marm."

Yes, and that ain’t ai, ! She has seen yon sent off to bod, 
just at the witching hour of cnnd'c-light.'whcn some entcr- 
toining guest w s iu the middle of a delightful story, that 
you, poor, miserable “ little pitcher, was doomed never to 
bear the end of! Yes, and she has awn “ the lios sad

Stiioimct" laid to you so rigidly, that you were driven to 
cccit and evasion ; and then seen yon punished for the eery 
lia joar term enters helped yea to commit. And she has 

•eon your wra boxed just as hard for tearing a hole in your 
I est pinafore, or breaking a China cap, as for selling as big 
a tic as Aaaniae and Sapphire did.

And when, hy patient labour, you bad reared an ediflee 
of liny h’oeks, fairer in its architectural proportion», to 
your infantile eye, than any palace in ancient Borne, «he 
has seen it ruthtevslr kicked into a shattered rain by some­
body in the houw whose dinner hadn't digested !

Never mind ! I wish I wee mother to the whole of you ! 
Such glorious flan ns we'd hare ! Reading pretty books, 
that had no big wonla in ’em ; going to school where yon 
eoeld enoew without getting a rap on the head for aol 
asking fears Aral ; aad going to church on tbo quirt. Mowed 
Sabbath, where the minister—like our dear Saviour—some­
times remembered to " take little children in his aims, sad 
blessed them."

Then, If yea asked aw a question, I wouldn’t pretend not 
to bear ; er lniilv toll you, I “ didn’t knew," er tom you 
off with new fabulons arasé «a, fer your memory to ehew 
far a aad till you were old enough to aw hew yon had been 
fooled. And I’d never wear each s fashionable gown that 
yea couldn't climb ee mr bp ' 
reflue to kiw you for Aar y 
seller, ee my tamper not a 6 
pay aw with year merry lee, 
band slid mr treating); la m 

Oh, I Irtl yea, my littia pats, Fanny fo sick of die, aad 
strife, aad nary, aad nnaharitsbfeaaw ; aad aim’d rather, 
hy tao thousand, lire la a tittle world fall of frwh. galfelew.

in the

DABK. DAYS.
How can jou cror struggle through the world
will ram fnr rnu. aluni*», irlmn T am Hnarl t”bo will care for you, Janie, when

Haro you rooms to lot ?” said a lady in esble to a hard-
featured person.

“ Rooms I Why, yes, wo bare rooms," surveying Mrs. 
Grey very deliberately. “ You are a widow, I suppose ? 
Thought so hy the length of your veil. Been in the city 
long! How lone has roar husband been dead * What was 
the matter of hut ’ Take in ww ing or anything ? Got any 
reference* How old is that child of yours*”

“ I hardly thiak the situation will suit," said Mrs. Grey 
faintly, ns she rose to go.

“ Don’t err, maman.," said Charley, as they gained the 
street. " Won’t God take care of us I"

" Put another stick of wood on the fire, Charley ; my 
fingers are quite benumbed, and 1'ro a long while to work
yet."

" There's not oven a chin left," said the boy moorofally, 
robbing his little purple hands. " It seems as though 1 
should never grow a hig man, so that I ctuld help you !" 

“ Hist ! there’s a rap.
“ Work done ?" said a rough voice ; "’enow, if you ain't

thorn tedious days,And so, throej

it, though the outer and Inner world was

fair girl glided into the
then, stooping w low

she tightly
pressed her dewy lips to the blind boy’i 

“ That’s roar kiw. Lena.” mid boThai’» year kiw. Lean,' I’m w
yea are

Pat yonr few down here —clow, Lena, clow.
The doe lor baa been here, end ewmma thought me elwping : 
bet I heard all. He mid I meet here wine end jellies to 
make me well ; and dear mamma eo poor, too ! Ob, you 
should hare heard her sigh w heavily ! And, Lena, though 
I oaanot aw, I was earn bar eyw were brimming, for her 
rates Imd tears In Ik Now, Lena, I want yon to tell her 
net to grieve, beeaaw Charley is going to hearea. 1 
dreamedahont It feet night, Lena. I waan’ta blind boy any 
longer ; end I saw each glorious things !"

•"Don’t, don't, Charley !” aid the jenny jgirl, nebbing.

need. Let me go, now’, 
on her little bonnet, end

A CHAPTER ON LITERARY WOMEN 
" Well, Colonel, what engrosses your thoughts w entire'y 

this morning! Tbo hut bow fashion for rests, the price of 
Macassar oil, or the mieit of your last pair of primrow 
hide ! Make a * clean breast’ of it.”

“Lome, Minnie, don’t be wtirionl. I’ve a perfect horror 
of satirical women. There’s no such things as repow in 
their promues. One needs to be always on the defensive, 
armed stall points ; and than, tike as not, some arrow will 
pierce the jointe of hie armour, tie amiable, Minnie, and 
listen to a». 1 want a wife.”

" ” i of year teeearepe ! Clubs, eigen, her
eoneerts, theatres, billiard-rooms! Chn’t

___________ said the moreifem Minnie. “ Had a pre-
looitory eymptoo of a crow’s foot er a pay hair ? Has old
tiR* it* trim (n el»n nn vnitr hanhitlriF tn— V* and el in revelled

•hall hare
'e a darting

And sithorses, oi rest ; d’ye
Wise Bed yes, Charley mart hare them ; hat

hew? Her tillittle pans was quite empty, 
perfect nigh taure to think of.

on year bachelor tow!" and she revelled
Ob, how her eye-glam at

very iqjured
, and when j

The Colonel took up
health, life to poor Charley ! and she walked on dwpair- tiara it out, fair lady, yea get

blaa*y stilts I'll talk reason tofreer stilts 
Bet Minnie

one heart of pity* Poor Loan! we batWest a wife,
gtow to her cheek, end n brighter •U tiMop.end strings, end straps

•• tie's n wry sick child, •aid the doctor, end there'sto her eye attends to year wardrobe, year Aetefds
very little chance for him get well hew•Houw,'re aim altera at the

fall of lew, w fati of sorrow. yea, aad what infellows’ to r,w in the eity, whew he eoeldHew youof the gods do you 
ty that it ia not pos

Aad if it to
be better ofIt;andleaked,aad pawed, a 

meat of all hfeartbt
the satbodi- t DoatDonable. whi 

itigji fllightinem shook her head mournfully•aid ha "WHK_________________ ______
marrow we will ew what eaa he dune (nr him.

" To-morrow !” All the long night the storm raged fear- 
folly. The driving stoat sifted in through the loom windows,

to evident fromShe le end thsre’d be a perfecti'wanly toMen yoe’w ealy k 
srowd of applicantthat she to may ew ia the holy

•we.” And lew end musical was the voies month, aad tratoat your idealeelf. Sir Oracle, open
•xpreewd hie reqewl 
at hie ardent lock «mb.

I don't want a literary"Well, nviug weei ■iiwuin lurvuni uio ivueo windows, 
and trembled, aad shook. Mrs. Gray hashed little children, than in this grantfall hat my wife’s

with their long without replying, where 1 reignin the
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