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finally settied herself at an open window, where
she could catch the pouring rain-drops in her
tiny hands. Unmindful of everything but her
own miserable thoughts, the young wife sat sob-
bing before her smoking fire,

«What I might have been,” she reflected,
“and what [ have came to—a common drudge!
Auntie was right—I should not have married a
poor man. I mighthave been mistress of Palace
Hill. Oh, dear! I wish I had taken John Farkers
diamonds in-tead of poor Ralph's rose.”

As the cluck was on the stroke of twelve, a
qQuick step aroused her from her dreary dream.
Her husband entered, taking in her slatternly
dress and the untidy aspect of the room at a
glance. Jennie saw it, and rase to her feet,
flushing with shame and anger.

¢ What's brought you home so soon ?" she
asked sharply, giving the smoking fire a.8pite-
ful punch,

“I'm going to the city—I’ve heard of a good
situation—and I came in to say good-bye,”

¢ You're allthetime hearing of good chances,"”
replled Jennle, ¢but they don’t amount to
much.”

“Bo it reems, but I'll hope for better luck this
time. Where's Birdie ?”

Hearing her father's volce the child clambered
down, and came toddling to his side, her gar-
ments dripplng, her little face and bands blue
with eold.

#Oh, Jennie!” cried the father, “only look !
Bhe’ll be sure to have the croup., Why didn't
you look afier her 7”7

«“1 can’t look after everything; she's old
enough to know better, There, you bad little
thing, take that.”

Jenaoje put out her hand to slap the cold little
cheek that lay against Ralph’y breast, but he
looked at her with something in his face that
stopped her on the instant,

“ Don’t do anything you'll be sorry for by-
and-bye, Jennie,” he sald, gravely. ¢ Yon are
note quite yourself this morning.’’

“ No, and I never shall be myself again,” she
burst out passionately, half-beside herself with
shame and anger at her own foolish temper,
¢ I'm harassed and worried to death, and I wish
I was in my grave.”

Ralph put out his hand to clasp her, but she
glided from him, and went into her bed room.,
He could catch the sound of her sobbing, and it
plerced his heart like a Knife. Once or twice,
while he was drying and warming the child, a
tear fell on her golden head. When he had
lulled ber to sleep, he tucked her away in her
crib, and then went to the door of bis wife’s
room.

+ I must go now, Jennie,” he said, opening it
‘8ofLly ; ¢ the train will be due in a fow minutes.
Come, and say good-bye.”

Poor Jennie longed to throw herself in his
arms, and entreat him to forgive her, but her
heart was too proud. She sat quite still, her
face averted.

¢ Good-bye, Ralph,” she said, coldly ;
be back sooun, I suppose.”

“ As soon as I can—to-morrow at the longest ;
but, Jennle, come and kiss me. I might never
come back, you know.”

8he laughed, and answered lightly :

« Oh, dow't be foolish, Ralph. You'll be back,
1o doubt of that ; we've been married too long
to act like lovers.”

Ralph turned with a quick step; but she
caught the look on his face, aud she never forgot
it to her dying day. For a moment she sat
boping he would come back, then she starte |
up, and rushed 1o the d®r; but it was ‘too late
—bhe was out of sight. A few moments later
she heard the shrill cry of the steam whistle,
and knew that he was gone, )

The day was unspeakably long and dreary,
and as night closed in the chill rain still dripped
from the cottage eaves. Margie grew worse,
and before bed-time Birdie tossed in a high
fever. With ag awful terror at her heart,
Jennle ran across the road and called in her
Dearest neighbor, Miss Charity Stebbins, She
Came at once, for she was very kind of heart,
though rough of peech.

‘“ The ehild’s been exposed,” she said, as soon
@3 her eyes fell upon the little sufforer—s taken
sudden cold—have a turn o’ croup ’fore mornin’,
‘Get on a kettle o’ water to boil, and warm some
grease. Got none ? In course, wimwmen o' your
Stamp never provide for the hour o’ trouble,
Now, I’'m an old mald—never thought to have
‘Ohildren, but I always keep a bottlefal in the
left hand corner o’ the third shelf o my rantry;
LIl run over and fetch it directly. I've been
Out all day in the wet, & doin’ for them as don’t
thank me, maybe, but it's my way. I'm not
the woman to set down an’ mope an’ fret, like
You do, Jennie Hilliard. I'li wager a round
Sum, if you'd a bin tendin’ to your business an’
hot thinkin’ o yourself, the child wouldn't a
had this turn. I know—I've had my eye on
You for some time, and meant to give you a
talkin’ to, an’ it might as well come out now,
Make tuat water boll—I want to bathe this
©hild.”

Jennie obeyed 1n silence.

“1 seen yer husband this mornin’,” Miss
‘Charity went on. « I took my eg3s down to
the station, an’ a couple of butter-pads. Got a
€ood price, too. My butter always does bring a
8ood price. Well, I seen her husband, and his
face made my heart ache. 1t's a burnin’ shame,
Jennie Hilllard, how you treat that man—bhe s
Workin’ and a strivin, an’ you so onthankful
:n({ disecontented. You'll be sorry for it by'm.
By

¢ you'll

‘ Oh, Miss Charity,” Jennie burst out with
Streaming tears, « I'm 8orry now, and if ever I
Beg ‘Ralph's face again, I'l| make up for it.”

“Ivs to be hoped you will,” sneered Miss

: Charity, « but I'm not sure you'll ever see his
. face again ; you don’t deserve to, any rate. I've
i 8een wimmin like you before—worry a man's
; heart out, an’ then cry for him when he's
gone.”

Jennie sobbed as if her heart were breaking,

¢ What a home you might make him,” Mis+
Charity went on, as she sifted some mustard
into the bath she was preparing. ¢« Why, bless
me, If [ had this house, I'"d make it shine agin,
It only needs the will—one pair o' hands can
work wonders when they’re willin’. And then,
instead of walking about in a dowdy frock, wi’
your hair on end an’ your face all of pucker,
you ought to be as fresh as a rose-pink.—g
pretty young thing like you—an’ always have a
smile for your husband when he comes home,
It's your daty. I'm an oll maid, but it’s my
opinlon as a woman as has got a goud husband
and a baby ouzhtn’t to mope ;3 8heought to sing
from sun to sun. Now I'm done—I"1l go for
the grease. I've said my say, an’ if you don’t
like it you must do the other thiug, that's ali,»

She flirted out, and poor Jenuie went to the
lfttle crib and fell on her knees beside it.

“ Oh, Birdie! little Birdie!” she moaned,
¢ It Heaven will spare you and give me back
my husband, I'll pever complain again!”

The night went by, with wailing winds and
dripping rain, and through ail the dark hours
Birdie hung between life ani death ; bat Miss

i Charity worked bravely, and when the morning

dawned the child slept and the dang:r was past.

Jennie went to work with an overflowing
heart. Ralph would be home at ten, and he
must find a different home from the one he had
left. omehow, this morning everything she
essayed (0 do went well with her, and long be-.
fore the hour she had everything fa order, and

was dressed in a pretty frock, with a blue rib.
bon in her yellow curlg, and a shining light in
her eyes.

She listened with eager impatience for the
sound of the train. She had refused to kiss
Ralph when he went, but she was ready to give
him a thousand kisses on his return.

Ten o’clock—but the whistle did not sound,
Eleven—yet Ralph had not come, Her heart
lay like lead in her bosom. Presently the doctor
came round to look after Margle.

“ Doctor,” she cried, * has the train come
in?”

¢ The train ! Why, haven't you heard the
news ? A terrible collision—ihe whole train
smashed-—nearly every soul killed or wound-
ed !"

Jennie grew ghastly white, and caught his
arm with a grasp like iron,

“ Doctor,” she whispered, « Ralph, my hus-
band was in that train 77

¢ Good Heaven ! What ? Ralph—Ralph Hil-
llard?”

*“Yes; he promised to be here in the first
train, Ob, Heavens ! Oh, Rilph {

Roused by the souud of her volee, Birdie
awoke,

¢ Mamma,” she called, ¢ has papa come, and
brought Birdie the red shoes ? ”

“ Oh, Birdie ! ” wailed the poor mother, he'll
never come again !

* Yes he will, mamma ; he gald he'd come
and bring Birdie the red shoes. Don’t you ky.”

Aud. with a sigh of content, she turned over
and closed her eyes. Papa had never broken
faith with her, and her little heart trusted him
entirely.

Jennie arose, and put on her hood and shawl,

“ I'm going, doctor,” she sajd, « 4iss Charity
will Jook after Birdie and Margie.”

“ But, child you don’t know —_" hais

‘“Yes, I do know,” she interrupted ; ¢ but
Ral p'h’s there, and, dead or alive, I must be with
him.” .

Toe sun was g8ing down, red and lurid, when
Jennle came 1in sight of her cottage on her re.
turn. A tiresome Journey—hours of slckening
Surpense, and nothing accomplished. She had
telegraphed to the city, and ascertained to a
certainly that Ralph was in the doomed train,
bat amlid the living or the dead she could not.
find him. There were a few bolies g0 badly
mutilated that they could not be identified, and
she bad come to the conclusion that one of
these was her husband. It was a terrible
thought, but she had to bear it and g0 home to
her child when night came on.

Standing there in sight of her cottage, in the
tawny splendor of the Autnmn sunset, she fully
realized her loss. Home, and no busband 1

At that moment the cottage door opened, and
a little figure wrapped in scarlet flannel, came
towards her with g wavering step.

“ Mamma,” piped Birdie's volce,
come, and Birdie’s got the red shoes."

Jennie caught sight of them, and dropped
down where she stood, without a word or ery,

“I've killed her ! Ralph groaned, as he bore
ber into the cottage. “ What a fool [ was ! ”

“ No,” retorted Miss Charity ; « she’'ll come
round, Wimmen ain't gltled easy |

Half-an-hour later, when Jennie awoke from
her terrible dream, her husband was bending
over her.

* Ralph,” she whispered, softly,
arm round his neck,
me?"”

Foolish Ralph began to cry like a baby,

¢ Hush, Jennie,” he said, « We're goulng to
be 8o happy. I've %ot a splendid place, and you
shall have eversthing you want hereafter.”

“ I shall never want Anytihing again, Rilph,”
clasping him close, «but you and Birdie. I've
had my life.lesson—1'm At to be a poor man's
wife now.”

“Aud it's me as deserves the credit, if ye
are,” snapped Miss Charity, as she put the tea-
tray on the table,

¢ papa's

putting her
‘“can you ever forgive

THE ORPHAN IMBECILE.
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Ah, who will take care of poor Lottie
Now that her kind mother s dead ?
There are those who will mourn her condition,
Supply her with raiment and bread,
And give har a couch to repnss on,
Where in the dark hours alone
She will lay in her brain-sick con lition
And wonder where mothor has gone,

Ah, who wlill take care of poor Linttie,
The imbecile peevish and queer ?
Who will give her that earnest attention
Sue had while her mother was here ?
The money of friends and of kinidred
My save her from poverty’s smart,
But who ¢an supp!y the love-cordial
To nourish her hungering haart ?

Ah, who will take care of poor Lottie |
Her dead mother's spirit begulled
To earth, still is hovering over
Her stricken and desolate child,
Relieved frowm life's wearisome burden,
It lingers in love near earth’s sod,
To influsnce shmeone to love her
Ere it wings its swift dight unto God.

Ah, who will take care of poor Lottie ! ¢
'I'is love that the lone creature needs—
She may seem dead to every emotion,
But still her heart hungers and bleads,
She may not be able to utter
Her terrible grief and despair,
But her basom feels none the less keenly
The terrible void that is there.

THE ARTIST LOVER.

They said in the large farmhonuse where Ellen
Ralston lived, that she was different from the
rest of John Ralston’s chi'dren, who were s'al.
wart men, and broad-shoullered, rosy-cheeked
girls, while Ellen wasslender and graceful, with
a colorless complexion and soft grey eyes.

While Jennie and Carrle could turn off a day's
washing before breakfast, do a week’s churning
without feeling wny fatigue, and treated the
daily cooking and cleaning as a mere pastime,
‘Ellen strove vainly to keep pace with them in
any of the farin duties.

It came to be a practice that the more dainty
work fell to her share, without any spoken con-
tract.

The white Sunday shirts of her father and
brothers, the rufl:s for the throat and wrists of
her sis'ers’ best dresses, were given to Ellen to
Iron, while Jennie and Carrie tossed off whole
baskets of heavier clothing.

The pies an: nicer cooking also fell to Ellen’s
share, and gradually all the sewing was left to
her. while the others took her share of house-
hold work, milking, and outdoor duties,

Without any complaint of illness the girl had
a slenler, frail figure, anl a far-away look in
her large, sofi.eyes, that wasa strong contrast to
the blooming fesh-and-blood beauty of the other
Ralston girls,

The old women called her finikinz ; and her
brothers lauzhed at her dainty ways and soft,
low voice, but wherever she move-i there was
an atmosphere of peacean 1 gentleness surround-
ing Ellen Ralston, that won love for her from
all who came under its influence.

Even those who thought she was ton delicate
for a farmer’s wife, expresised no surprise when
it was known that she was betrothed to sturdy
Wili Nelson, one of the most fourishing young
farmers at H ——,
locks, large blue eyes, and spleniid figare, made
him one of the handsomest of the rural beaux.

It had been a long, pattent courting, for Wiil
had worshipped Ellen since he was a boy, and
when he won her promise at last, he was un-
easily consclous that there were unstirred depths
in her heart his love had never wakened ; that
It was more from her gratitude for his patieat
love ad devotion than from any answering af-
feclion that she had esnsented to marry him,

There might have been a quiet we'lding in the
old chureh, a peaceful home at the Nelson farm,
with Will and Ellen passing from youth to age
in sober married cont 'nt, if the fates had not or.
dained that Cralg Elliot should pass through
white on a sketching tour, and seeing
Ellen Ralston at chuarch, be selzed with an ar-.
tstic desire to sketch her pu ‘e, lovely face.

It was not difficult in the primitive little conn-
try town to galn an introduction into the farm.
er's family.

There was much giggling and many jests for
poor Ellen, when it was ascertained that the
painter wanted -0 make & plcture of her,

In their good-natured pride at the compliment
to the family, Jennie and Carrie loaded ber with
all their most cherished finery for the first sit
ting, and where deeply chagrined when Mr. El.
liot suggested a dress of pure una lorned white,
with the silky brown hair falling in its own na.
tural waves over the shoulders.

The country girl had no id.a that in her own
soul nestledjthe germ of artlst love, asshe went
to her room to obey the directions given her.

But as she came agnin to the stiff parior where
the artist waited her, he could not repress his

; ery of admiration,

Over the starched Sunday dress of white cam.
bric tha girl had draped a soft muslin soarf, that
floated like a cloud from her shoulders.

The loag, half-curling hair was thrown back
from the low, broad forehead to fall in masses

and whose curling brown.

,around the shapely throat. and at one sids the

drooping flowers of a spray of pure white cle.
matis fell amidst the tr-sses,

Sha was awkwar.lly conscious of the artist's
admiration, and i1 gave a stiffaess to her attl.
tile, as she demurely took the seat he pointed
out t» her,

A portrait painter by profession, Cralg Ellio$
was accustomed to the embarrass.nent and the
wooden attitude,

S0 he made no comment as he took out his
card snd crayons,

He was a long time arranging his table and
sketching board to suit him, and while he fid-
getted with these, he ta'kad to Ellen.

Miny a time he had drawn a fair face from
its ~itting for a picture expression to an inte-
rested animatis>n by his words, for he wasa man
who had travelled and seen much of the world,
and could talk easily and gracofully of men or
booky,

But never had a face worn the absorbed look
of intentness that crept gradually over Ellen
Ralston’s as he spoke.

{

He opened a new world to the girl, who at
eighteen hal never been ten miles from her
country home,

Anas this wondrous vista of unknown scenes
was unfolded before her, the girl bacame con-
sclots of some new chord ot her own nature
thrilling into life.

She was an uneducated girl, though she counld
read an:l write, and her knowledge of books
was confined to the family Bible, the almaunaec,
and a few &chool ho)ks tha three girls had
studied in turn during the wintersat the village
schaoonl,

Yet, as she forgot herself, her life, her sur-
roundings, in the artist's worls, and strange
echolng response of her own heart, there sprang
to her lips words that would have amazed her
friends at H——,

She was utterly unconscious of the postry of
her descriptions of some of the scenes in her
own quiet corner of the world,

She never guessed how her large soft eyes
shone with the new inspiration of her heart,
how a delicate flush erept to her cheek, or how
her volce rose and fell in the rovel excitement
that made her eloquent.

There was nothing forced in word or action,
Yet Craig Eiliot wondered how so rare an ao.
tress came to be buried at H——,

She painted word-pletures for him till he
seemed to hear the leaves rustling and the birds
singing, and when she listened with clasped
han s and eager eyes to his words, there was an
eloquence even in her sllence.

Two hours of fairlyland, and then the sitting
WAS over,

Ellen went to her room to putona print dress,
and descend to the kitchen to make ples for
dinner,

Yet the glamor of those two hours hovered
about her as she pared apples and kneaded
dough.

There was a painful aching at her heart, as if
she hal been suldenly torn (rom home and
those she loved.

The rough voices startled her as she dreamed
over her work, and for the firet time she exper-
fenced a mad desire to escape from every scene
8be had known, every face she had seen.

The next day, when the artist eame for his
secon 1 sitting, he brought a copy of Tennyson
to lenl to Miss Ralston, and while he worked,
he quoted some of his favorite passages,

From oue poet to another was easy transition,
and Ellen fouud herself wondering if in infancy
or wuaere she hal heard these words, that
seemed like her own tonzue to her.

Surely at some time she had thought in this
langnage, s0 new and yot so strangely famillar,

The face that the artist copied b2came a sore
puzzle to him in its ever-varylag expression,
each 100k more beauatiful than the last.

Sad, he thought no Madonna had 8o exquisite
a face, ~

Animated, ha longed to have it for a Sibyl.

8miling, though that phase was rare, it was
a radiance of joyousness,

80, a8 day after day fouud the artist in the
prim farm.hnuse parlor, the old story that is
ever new was written upon the heurt of each.

The sammer was in its prime, the July sun
blazinz over fleld and wood, when Craig Eliiot
read the record of the past three weeks upon his
own beart, and knew that he lovad Ellen Rat-
ston, a girl who could scarcely write her own
name legibly, but who had the brain and soul
of a poetess, with the face of an angel.

8he inspired him.

He was conseclous that with her constant com.
panlonship he coull reach a height in his cho-
sen art that alone he could not touch.

Already her words had suggested t~ him a
Wwide panorama of scenes thai he would work
into paintivgs in the quiet of his studio,

He was singularly alone in the world.

Orphaned when a mere chiid, with a large in-
come entirely at his own control, he hat wand.
ered in Ttaly, sojourned at Paris, visited every
city of note at home or abroad, aod kept him.
self strangely « uaspotted from the world.”

He had seen fair faces, had met lovely wo-
men many times in his varied lifs, but no face
had ever nestled in his heart as that of Ellen
Railston was doing, no voice had wakened
every tenderemotion of his nature as her voice
could,

Having no authority to consult, no voice to
say nay 1o ‘his project, he determinel to woo

her manfully, to wia her i€ true lov - could win

_ her,

So the July eveninzs found him at the far-
mer's poreh, or strolling turouzh shadly lanes
with Eiden, making wer strangely hippy, yet



