Juny 14, 1883.

THE CURSE OF EMPTY HANDS,.

At dawn the call way heard,
And husy respers stirred
Along the higliway leading to the wheat,
“ Wilt thou reap with us 7" they said,
1 smiled and shook my head.
* Disturb e not.”” said T, ** wy dreninus are sweet.

I aut with folded handy
And saw across the lands
The waiting harvest shiniug i the hill
I heard the reapers sing
Their song of harvesting,
And thought to go, but drentsed and waited still.

The day at lnet was done,
And homeward, one by une,
‘The reapers went, well Inden s they pusved.
Theirs was no misspent day,
Nut loog hours dreamed away
Tn sloth that turne to sting the xonl ot Inst.

A reaper lingered near.
“What ! ened he, * Bdle here ?
\\-’he{rc arc the sheaves your hnnds have buond (a-
auy ¢
“Alus UV T mnde reply,
“ 1 let the duy pass by
Lutil too tate to work 1 dresmed the hours swav.'

U foolish vue ™ he suid,
Aud sadly shook his head.
*The dreaming soul is in the way of death.
‘The harvest voun ir v'er.
Rouse upand dream no more!
Act! for the summer fiuleth like s breath,

“ What if the Muster came
Tu-night and ealled your name,
Asking how many sheaves your hunds bad made
Ifat the Lord's enmuminad
You showed bnt enp! v hands,
Condemnned, your Gresming sout woubd <tend dis
mayed.”

Filled with strange tere or then,
Lest change cotne not ay vin,
Usought the whent-fields while the atheis shept,
* Perhapy ere break of day
The Lond will come this way,™
A vaice kept saying. Gll, with feur, 1 wept.

Through all the long, =till night,
Among the wheat-tields white,
1 reaped and bound the sheaves of yellow grain.
| dared ot pause to rest,
Sueh fear pogsessed my breast,
Ne for my dream [ paid the priee o jain.

But when the morning broke
And rerted reapers woke
My beart leaped up as sunrise Kissed the bunds,
For came He 2oon or e
The Lord of the evtate
Would find me bearing

et the eurse of vinpy
hande.

CHILDIE.

*Good-by, dear.  In a little while 1 shall
come back to vou.” Childie had stayed loug
below ; the night wis damp, and she was a fool-
ish child, indeed, to stand, in her thin dress,
wasting words upon the porch, What ueed of
itt Surely it could take but u moment to deli-
ver my brief message, and---

Why did he not stride away quickly, as ! hald
expected ! Twenty minutes had passed, und
still he staid, nud she—for what 7

So surprisedly, vexedly, 1 was musing when
these words loated up to me.  They tarped my
thoughts entirely ; cansed e simply to stare
out in honest wonder whence the voice had
come. Surely one had spoken to me; wne, my
own lover, ug on the yesterday, ere this trouble
caine betwern ug !

Nosight, na sound save the steps dying sway
on the winding path.  They were sharp remind-
ers.  That wasonly « fauey, then--this only—
Ralph Hare walking away from we for ever. |
fought, us best § could, the fresh pang wmy pride
had brought me. It grow apwee, us 1 had not
dreamed 1 it grew insupportable ; saddenly wy
fingers clivched, and the nails pressed rathless. |

fClare

A sweet voice broke the spell. 1 turned con-
fusedly to see Childie gazing at e,

“1--1 have something to tell you, Clure,
Guess what 1 have been doing down oo the
poreh to-night 7

* Flirting with the roses, makiog love to the
honeysuckles, deur ¥

We talked this toolish way to Cluldie. HBut
the question was mechanical ; 1 was too ab. |
sorbed even to note her shamed, blushing face.

“1—1 have been getting rugnged, Clare."

‘ Engaged, Childie t”

“Yees, 1 don’'t wonder you ure surprised ;
1 can't quite think how it came about wyself.
Of course 1 hadn't an idea of it when 1 went
ont there, but, samehow, all ia a little minute, |
I was in-—in his arms, and he wus usking me to
marry him, and telliog wme what a dear little
wife I would make ; and I-—1 was "

** Da you menn to say that yon are engiged
to Ralph Hare?"

A scornful laugh broke with the question
fram my lips. Whatever of soul lit my face was
evidently spared her, for she only regarded me
8 bit more shamedly, while the fush decpened
on her cheek.

*You do wot believe me, und | do nut wan-

der, Clare. Only to have seen him twice, and
things to como to such a pass ! It iy dreadful,
1 know, but | guess love eomes to a girl —don’t
itT—jurt when some man nsks her to marry
him. 1 kuow § am loving him, loving him—it
geems ny though | have heen loving him all
my lifetime, since that one littte minuts,”

Her blue eyes wandered dreamily off in the
direetion be hiad taken, while | stared at her,
dumb in the crushing presence of a trath de.
fying disbelief.  Suddenly she turned hack
again,

¢* So atrange, Clare dear! lla is not at all the
wman. | have dreaxmed that I should marsy ; not

lmm!some, nor brown-eyed, nor tall. But—my
precious flowers are already wilting : I must—
oht 1 forgot, Clarrie ; he was sorry for your
headache.”’

She  hnrried away, unnoting the ery with
which, nt the‘ﬁrat realization of the roses on her
bosom, | hed started to my feet. The flowers
hc-,l}ﬂd brought ; the tale of love; to—to——

lo give to Childie, to whisper in her ear!
1 hnd contained myself till now, but now-—-—

Fur the moment 1 could only sink back in
wy chair bewildered from the weight of pain.
And then T ssw things clearly, He had asked
her to murry him—this girl from boarding-
school whem, until two days ago, he had never
scen.  And out of his very trouble, his very love
for me, he had done this thing. Truth the
more maddening {  What if it were my fanlt ¢
What that she was the sole innocent in this
little farce of hearta? It was all naught to me
that moment. I did not blame myself. 1 did
not blame Ralph Hare ; my heart swelled only
with a sudden hatred towards Childie—little
Childie I had loved 80 long.

She was to me, thut moment, only the girl
who wore my roses ; the girl who, outwardly
at least, had usurped ay right iu Ralph Hure's
heart. Staying in the same house with her
grew suddenly insupportable ; 1 trembled lest
she should come again, and with an impulse,
wmost of terrar, 1 started up and went down the
stairs,

1 prused in the hall for one of those common.
places the greatest griefs sometimes do not ig-
nore—10 take my hat and shawl from the rack—
and hurried out the door. I had no thought,
no plan, only to get away from Childie. 1
turned into the pretty woodlund path where we
had walked together so many times ; where our
tender vows were plighted, and where we had
quarreled, too, two davs ago. Some trifle, it
matters not ; but 1 was right and he was wrong,
of course, and 1 was angry with him ; I wouald
never see him again, [ said.

i had kept my word. Even this night, when
he had come for his good-hy kisses, little fear-
ing wy proud words. It ecame to me with fresh
force as 1 walked on down the path. All my
own fault—my pride.  What would pride avail
me now? What comfort in the loug, dreary
days | saw ahead? But 1 must dwell with it,
perforer ; feed on it ; tack wy all to its empti.
ness, this monster I had wooed to me.

A hard punishment, but 1 had degerved it.
| prew suddenly humble; a strange impulse
moved me ; a conceived power, even, to endure
wy fate. Just as fate brought oue around the
curbing roodway, face to face with me.”

“Clarrie

Ralph Hare, traveling.bag in hand, going
away-—uawry from me. It wax more thau I
could endure. | turned cowardly to flee, but
the one word held me spellbound.

“ Yes, Clarrie,” 1 answered, faiutly, scarce
knowing what Isaid.  *“1-—1 wanted to bid yon
good-by, and to-—cougratulate you on yowr en-
gagement, Mr. Hare.”

A laugh broke from his lipa.

¢ Then, in return, 1 suppose | should thank
you tor my happiness 7

So very sweet the bitter in his words ' He
was my own lover still ; the Howers were mine ;
the tender tale for me, for me. A moment ol
exultation to weet a pang the deeper.

“How could youdo it?" Pride was little,
now ; the words burst passionately from iy
lips, w1 looked upat him with my full heart
i my tace,  “ How could you do such a foolish
thing ¢ And how will you ever murry Childie
when you love only me t”

I saw the light Hash in his eyes, but he laid
his hund even fiercely un wy shoulder.

*Why did you send thut pretty child to we
with such i tiessage ¥ That way what maddened
twe. | looked in her sweet face, and 1 vowed |
would not go away without » womnan's love, a
woman's kiss to chiver me; i1 could get them
fiom her,  How will 1 ever murry her, you say §
I swear tu you | never will."”

“ Youwrwill not wmarry Childie ¢

Shie was yet only the girl who wore tny rases
teverthelesy, §sliversd w bit at his words.

* No; never after the face you show me, But
} see there, *What of Childie? What of
Childie, indeed £ What should matter such au
engagement toany one? She will forget it in
a week's time, and be ready to love another
wan.  And—and 1 do not care, this moment,
whether she does or not.  For onee | ain mean,
dishauorable, coutemptible~-all, so thut 1 guin
wmy ends. | will maery only yeu, Ularrie,
wtped— —"

Invohintarily his hand tightened on wy
shoulder.

**} am going to marry you--to-night "

“ Pa-night ' 1 could only echu thie startling
word aud stare at him.

*Yes; come with me now, Clarrie.”

His tone softened ; hie took me 1 his arms
and kissed me the old tender way.

) am alittle strange, you think, my dur-
ling, but | am dvq}n-mte ; 1 eannot go und lexve
you with your foolish pride. It would surely
work mischief again between us. Cowe, dewr,
or we shull tose the train.”

Pride had risen & little beaeath his poremp-
tary nianner, but it sank under his tenderuess.
Une thenght, one mastering impulse that wo-
weut ruled we—the preciousness of the love 1}
was so near Iosing, the great joy to win it for
ever now,  Without a word 1 put my ann in
his and wilked towards the station,

Those bhssful moments—the lirst | sat in the
car, clasping my lover's hand while we jour-
naeyed towsrds the nearest town. 1} could but
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smile as | realized the shabby shawl and bonnet
---0dd wedding garments, truly, for ss proud a
maid as Clarrie Vane. But 1 did not care;
pride aud 1 had had a falling out, and | could
well afford to laugh at it. What matters anght
now, so near the grent joy

How strangely they flashed in amid my bliss.
ful dreaming, the shamed, blushing face of little
Childie, tht tender rhythm of the words:
*Laoving him, loving him, loving himn my life.
time, since that one little minate.”

It was all foolishness, 1told myself. Sach an
engagement could not matter to any one, would
not matter at all to Childie. Bat, try as ]
might, I could not shut out the pretty vision,
nor cease from hearing the tender words. |
began to feel a guilty thing; to shrink each
moment the more from being mean, dishenor.
able, contemptible to gain this happy end.
Involuntarily my lips parted to urge to Ralph
Hare a better way in this mad business when—

The train came to a suiden stop, and he Jeft
me to juquire into the detention. The charm
foosed alittle ; | lived one moment with honest
self. [ saw it vain to argue; passioun ruled
Ralph Hare this night, and he would not listen
to me. | was helpless to withstand him, and
yet—liow could I stand up to marry him in
Presen(:c of the shamed face of little Childie,and
rer simple haunting words |

Some way I must escape it !

The whistle of a return-train broke in upou
my reverie. One moment | sat trembling,
breathless ; then, with a sudden overpowering
impulse, 1 arose and went swiftly down the aisle
out into the darkness, away from him.

- - » - 3 -

I never knew just how Halph Hare met the
mystery of that night. A keen regret followed
my impulse as | sped backwards on the other
train. It died a bit at the sight ot little Childie
asleep, with a smile upon lher face, and a spray
of her lover's roses clasped tight within her
hand ; but this did not dissuade me from writ-
ing that same hour the explanation which
would surely make all right again between us.

My answer wag the single line :

*“ Since you could treat me thus, it is better ]
fulfill my last engagement.'’

The same matl brought a letter for Childie.
Sn it was all over, he was thoreughly angry
with mne now ; thie face | had shown was no-
thing to him, never would be again. [ was
dumb beneath the blow ; ] resolved to tike up
life as best 1 could, guetly, uncomplainingly-
For it was all my own fault again, sll now
through a foolish sentimentality for Childie.
It was not strange, perhaps, that 1 bated her
afresh in the coming days.

The coming days so bright with love and hope
for her! Letter after letter came to Childie,
always to light her eyes aud paint her fair
young fuce. Till one day, to my astouishment,
she met one with a frown, and, after a scant
perusal, tore it impatiently to bits.

Au hour later she came to me with a quiet,
swiling conntenance,

‘1 have judt done what 1 ought to havedone
long ago,” she said.  ** Broken my engagement
with Ralph Hare.”

“Child —~—"

*“ Rather, undoue what never ought tu huve
been at all.  What u ridiculous atiir it was !
'To engage one’s self to & man one hias never seen
but twice ; how could « girl love a lover all so
quickly ? Besides, vou know be never was my
iderl. Not handsame, nor brown.eyed, nor tall,
I have been thinkivg, Clarrie, aud all these
must my lover be.”

She was openly in earnest.  But, strange as
it all was, 1 uever questioued her | 1 never sxid
wote to ler.  What was it to e anyway!
What, sitce ull the same, my love was nothing
to him, never would be wgain 7 | lived my life
still duwbly, though a bit sometimes | paused
to wonider it the knowledge of tes such womeu
did nut trouble Raluh Hare a little.

I was ill-prepured for the letter that came
that Summer evening that wad burst of love,
regret, entreaty, which he had sent to me. Bt
from such shocks one rallies lightly ; it was not
wany minutes betore, with glowing eyes and
burning cheeks, 1 wus reveling in love aud the
blissful future as wildly as any day in Lif . For
pride was quite dead 1n me.

1t seemed only embarassing the thonght of
telling it tu Childie. Bat it must be over with ;
and that very night | told her all that was
essential of thix matter,

** Why, | see it ull now, Clare,” she answered,
quietly, &3 1 finished. **‘This 15 the very, the
ouly, reason Ralph Hare proposed to me."”’

The words, the manner, would have eteruslly
banished any doubt oue might have hedged of
Childie. But | had uone, aud 1 oniy swiled at
her. The next days were perfeet days.  Busily
I sewed, for we were to be marned, it was
decided, as soon as Ralph came home., And
Childie helped—oh 1 so indusiriously, and so
swegtly,—on the wedding-dress; and, at lut,
wll waus ready within two days of the wed iiug
day.

{h: ws coming to night—comiug home to
me.  How sweet it al)l was, how much sweetr
even for the troubies we had had 1 [ sat s the
little upper room with Childie, wuiting, watch-
ing, 1 never can gnite recall——

Sowme one came i, I know,  Taere were sotne
words about an aceident on the raitroad just
below.,  There were aother words, ut which
Childie shrivked, but which 1 could not remem
ber. And then ! sat and looked dnlly out at
this strange thing coming up the path.

It was—my lover. Up the path, up the stairs

he came, but his feet did not turn to seel_c me;
without a8 ward or look for his plighted wife, be
passed on to that other voom. .

So lie came home to me!  Yet in time for his
wedding-day. This was the fancy in my seeth-
ing brain as when at last I found myself alone,
[ stole away to that death-chamber.

I paused involuntarily on the sill. One was
there before me—a little fignre with blue eyes
and golden hair, talking, not uato herself,

¢ It was foolish, I know, dear, but I guess
love often comes that way, 1know I have been
loving you, loving you, oh, so tenderly ! since
that 'iittle minute I  And yon thought, ale
thought, 1 did not care ! For, I remember now,
I lied to you both, You see the neighbors
talked, nnd Clarrie talked a little in her sleep,
dear, and things I heard made me faney yon
did not love me, and so 1 lied for yours aud
Clarrie’s sake. How could I fancy, how could
1 do such a thing! Oh, forgive me! lorgive
me! Bat-—-but | am remembering. You can-
not speak, you cannat hear! [f you could you
would be sorry to hear me talkiug so. Ohb,
then, forgive el forgive me! Bat, for all, I
eannot help feeling glad, this little minute, that
you came this way.”

“ For al}——""

The words sank lower, and 1 could not catch
them. Bat somehow, as | stood there aod
watched her - somehow it seemed not qnite 30
80 hard to bear.

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Pauis, Jone 23,

Tue France states that the Deceased Wife's
Sister Bill having been opposed first by the
House of Comamons was then submitted to the
Lords, who rejected, despite the part played by
the Prince of Wales.

OxE of two journalists committed the most
horrid pun of recent ti nes the other day, when
he met a confrére who had, like himself, recent-
Iy been in Moscow. ¢ He said,” extending his
hand, * we saw one another last in cettr rue-¢i.'’

A voNTRACT has been entered inta by M.
Henri Garvex and M. Carrier Belleuse, to pro-
duce within two years a panorama representing
incidents in the lives of the most celebrated
men of the age. It is expected to cost £20,000.

THeRE is an Anglo-American church build-
ing in the Avenue d'Alma. At least the dual
nationality must be suspected from the munifi-
cence of the English towards the edifice, which
has been else said to be a purely American con-
venience. Au English gentleman, for instance,
gave no less than £13,000 in oune lump towards
the building fund.

AMoNGsT the attractions iu conunection with
thie national festival of Ju'y 14 will be the visit
of 100 Hungarian literary men and s=veral ladies
belonging to the guild of letters. They will
arrive here on July 1st, and will be met by s
committee, the president of honor of which is
Vietor Hago.

Fok some time a project for a riilway —simi.
lar to the one on the Rivhi—running from
Monte Carlo to La Turbie, has been under con-
sideration. 'The project is about to be earried
out. The works will begin in July and it is ex-
peeted that the railway will be ready in February
next. This is the firat instance of 3 mountsiu
railway being bult i Fravee,

A sprgtors Napoleon 1V, has Jately deceived
a good many people at Turin. He was a yonng
Italisn weaver of very good address, and deci-
dedly handsome, aud for some time succeeded
in keeping up his pretende ] position as the late
Prince [inpanial, who he declared hid not been
killed in Zaluland. His money having come to
an end, the pretender took to highway robbery,
and when caught so louily declared bis Napo-
leonic pret-nsions that he was treated as a mad-
man and sent to an asylum, from which he
escaped and practised his ol tricks. Being
caught again, the jury were less lenient, and the
false Napoleou has been sent to the galleys for
twenty oue years.

Thr devation to sport and the pigskin has
seiz:d upon the Pansiun belles to sush extent
that many of th= fair Amazous of the Bois de
Boulogne have agreed to travel to their conntry
chiteaux Leithar by boat, nor railway, nor yet
en poste, but to ride thither on horseback, limit.
ing the feat toa certaiv nu-nber of miles a-day.
Tae wost eonspicnoas of these daring horae-
women is the Comtesss de Coambron, who pro-
poses to ride all the way Irom Nice to Luchon
mounted on the little white Arab which she has
riddeu during the whole season in the Bois. Tae
Countess will be aceompanied by a joyousescort
of gay bachelon—aul return to Nice in dne
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DONT BE ALARMED

at Bright’s Dises<e, Diabetes, or any disease ol
the kidneys, liver or urinary organs, as Hop
Bitters will certainly sud listingiy cure you, and
it is the only thing that will.
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