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oyes, and, dear good fellow thathe was, rejoloed
in bis heart.

80 1t befoll that threo days later a wagoa con.
taining our Invalld and hissel-oonstituted nurse
drove slowly up tho long bill, on top of whioh
stands the ittlo village ot Burnet, The pink
glow of a summor sunset atill lay {n tho wost,
Soft purplo flushea wore dying outon tho higher
mountains ; with ¢ach breath uf tho elastlo alr
Neod scemed to revivo $nto 1ifo and intorest.

Farmer Dean, who drove the wagon, talked
ateadlly on as thoy c¢limbod the hill, Ho was
fond <f reading, and the chanoo to interchange
viewa wilh n couple of city men--doubtless ad-
dicted to loarning, 1ike himsolf—wna tooatirace
tivoto be lost. 8o holet tho horses goslow, and
lod tho conversation into a deop and Improving
channel, namely, the « Conquest of Mexlcn,”
which instructive work had begullod many long
and snowy days during the past winter.

»# Thoy was a criwel race, thom Spanish,” he
epded, as they crested tho bIlL < Promising
the Incay Liis )ifo if only he'd glve Plssarrow go
many bars of gold, and then a-burniu’ of him at
a slow fire, after all, It's arari of thing to bring
retribootion down on a nation, ain't it? And
1t's done it too, I gueas.”

«Bo ithas,” replied Porry, holitely, deslrous

of maklog bimsolf agreeabls, but a little misty
on the subject of tho ¢ Joouy’s” fate, As for
Nod, 1o was gazing off over the blup faraway
alstanco with 8 sort of enchanted look in his
thin face. After thoso duil wecks gpent be-
twoon four dull walls, what was it not to scosuch
4ints, such width of viow—to smell such afr ?
« I reckon you're pretty wall tired,” remarked
the farmer, sympatbizingly, as he checked his
horzes bhefore the plazza of tho white, green-
blinded house. Two or throo childreon sat there,
and a 1ady with a bock in her lap, utsight of
whom Ned, getting ont of tho wagon gave o
frown of surprise, and made a Ilfttle svund
exprossive of annoyance. Hc ralsed his hat
formally.

«» What was it 2"’ asked Perry, as they mount-
od the stalrs.

«Oh, nothing,” pettishly; «only I did hope
to get away from acquaintances up here, anad
was not propared to be confrontod by Aiss Pearl
before I was faltly up tho stepe.”

ulMiss Peasl! What ! daughter of that old
cashior at the Bank of Amity, who died two
years ago? Why, now I think of it, 1t's tho
woman Vano used to rave about. So she’s up
here! <Aunt’ forsooth! Ho! ho! I woa-
dered s littlo over Master Thom's burat of avan.
cular enthustasm, Woll, cheer up, old fellow!
You needn’t sce any thing of Miss Poarl unless
you like, though, from the glimpse 1 had, I
should say it wouldn't bo such & bad tbing. Not
preliy, 10 bo sure, but a nice sort of faco.”

« She't well coough,” tumbliog tropaticntly
on {0 tho sofa, ¢ anly not what I fancy-—that's
all. Strongminded, I suspect, and up 1o litera-
ry matters; tho sort of woman who opensocon.
wvorsation by asking if yon havo read that de-
lightfal work of Darwin’s, and what yoa think
about protoplasms. I haven't met her more
than twioce, but I shon that kiod instinct®vely.
By Jove, what a pleasant room! Ja't it,
now "

Ho might well say so. All the f ashness of
sommer sodIm to rest over the AIR0 sQuATe
apartment, with Its cool, matud fioor, oak.
palated furniture, and waving curtz \ns of white
aimity. Snowy napkins ocovered . ™~ ~".top
&nd tables. A gay rug of homo manufaciuoe
1ay bexide the bod, over the foot of which wasa
folded scaslet blanket. Two or throo sucks of
hickory cracked in the fire-place, opheld by
«id-fashioned Bra-dogs with brass knobe. Un
the shxifabove atood a wine-glass full of aweet.
poeso, with 2 singlo crimson rose, and from a
pine bracket in the corner aprose a tall spread-
ipg bunch of fresh groen forns and oak leavos.

« Stunning ™ criod Porvy, &8 he turned ad-
iringly from side (0 side, “«A kind of a what.
d’ye-oallit—artisiic ain—hsan't 1t? This farm-
or’s wifo must be a prodigy.”

And ho reiterated tho remark as ths supper
tray came in. Svoh asnpper! ¥Fresh raspber-
ries, cream, broad llke snow, & crisp swecl.
broad, dbrown and - vory. ¢

%I doclarr ©ob =y soul, I bolleve thie hen is
atill clucking uivez this egg!™ he zaid, as bhe
chipped a white shell. ¢ You've fallon on your
foet, Nod® And what with the unwountod rellsh
of food, the sweet alr, the peaceful contentmont
of the plaazant « wing chamber,” that momen-
tary grievance of Miss Poarl's prosonoe was
forgotten dy doth,

Aeantime, on the otber side of the partition
wall, Manon Poarl was hushing her little nlece
tosleep. Every cornier of tho room in whichshe
sat bore tokena of that refining trste whose least
tonch beantifies. Long tendrils of pino wreath.
od ths looking.glass and framed tho pho.
tographs on tho walls. Froah flowers wero on
the shelf, the table; from a box outaidethe win.
dow came tho droathof biossoming mignooetts.
Marion was one of thoss women whooan Dot
spend a day oven in any apariment without in
0mMe WAY !mpressing her 1ndividualily apon 3t
It was almost an unconcious ac, she never
Teasonoed over it. A tonch hore, & touoh there,
a Httle 2djnstment of simple msaterials, amd the

oharm wrogght itasll oot The gracefulness of

ber nxture communicated a sort of inevitable
crate to i outwand surroundings. E2r room
“always lockted lke her,” sald adm.nog {ntl.
matee; as hey sousht in valn to ostch the
secret and produoe the aame efect wita the
-n;'c applisnces, It waslike her. It was har
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A talr, stil] bouse, well kepl,”

itaolf. And In tbis creation thore wsa poe) 've
and subtlo pleasure, Bhe bad arranged tho
forna and thoe littlo nosogay that aftornvon in
Ned Fisber’s room almost without a thouglit of
tho coming cocupant, just for the satisfaction it
gavo her own oyes. True, sho reocoligotod that
Mr. Fisher had ™en jll ¢ that made it natural as
well a8 Pleasaunt to adorn for bim a littles dbut
she would bave dono it as readily for a stranger
or a man of soventy.

Ned heard her voloo a little later, when
Porry, golng down stalrs to auppor, loft him
alone. Bhe was singing a low nursery sopg to
tho half-atleop ohtld, Ho did not know whose
volco 1t was, bat 1t fell soothingly on his oar,
and presently lulled him to droamioss rost. And
%0 the DBurnot oxperimnent was successfully in.
avgurated,

AMr. Fishor, siiting on the stately heights of
bis preconceived opinlon and doterminod In-
differonce, found it quito easy to « seo nothing
of Miss Pearl,” She was a busy woman, though
10 woman ever did her busiuess more quiotly
than she. Thoso threo summer months alone,
of all tho yoar, wero her own, t0 % as shelikod
rrith, B8ho hold thom as proclous treasure, and,
oxoept for such fnterruptions as duty or kind.
linoss imposed, nad no idea of spending them
on outsiders. Each momnent of each day was
llled up beforehand in hor mind; 1t was never
eaxy to find or to Xeep bor, At first Nod con.
siderod thbls agrecablo—almost Providenual,
Thero was no danger of his bsing bored, he
perocived. But by-and-by Porcy went back to
town, and he caught himself wishing that Miss
Pearl could bo spoken toa littlo oftencr. He
heard tho rustie of her dress on tho stalrs, or her
voloe, as she played with tho cuild. Uuco—ho
had just got down stairs for the Orst time, and
was siting, whito and a litile faint, on the
plazza, when sboe camo by, hor arms herved
with wild clematls, the little aloco trottng
besido her—sho caught his wistful look in
passiog, and stopplug, looped a long flowering
Sspray to tho arm of Lis chalr, smilxl, and after
a fow pleasant words went tndoors, In two or
three minutes Mts. Doan appeared with an ogg
beaten up 1o muk and wine. «It had Jest
popped into her hoad,” ghe sntd. Nod was no
ocoxcomb, but somehow he couldn’t help con-
nocting Miss Poarl with this timely refresh-
ment. Tho idea pleased bim. For tho fimst
timo he had noticed thoe expreasion of her oyes,
and the peculiarly sweet smlio which lighted ap
with beanty an otherwise plain face. After this
ho foll tnto the habit of watching from hta
winduw oach day to see her scl off for the
woouds. XMarlon always speat ail mornings, save
rainy ones, in the woods, Sometimes her littio
njoce was perchod on her shonlder, while the
other hand carriod oolor boxor portfolio. It was
protty Lo seo thess inseparable frisnds, the big
Marfon and tho smasll, Little Marlon never
distarbod hor aunt, was novor in the way,
Aocorns, toad-stools, witd flowors, wers her play-
things. She would amaso hersolf all day loog,
wiilo Aunt Marion, sitiing under & tree, made
watcroolor skotcues, and wrolto letters or
children’s storics, and carcful little papers on
domostic and soclal topics, 10T SOmMe mMagazine.
8he was 1uct & gontus, bat her work was
and casy, and it commandoed a fair prico—no
unimportant thing in a fumily as large and as
slenderly providod for as the Pearls®.

At noon the pair would come back, rosy.
laughiag, Iadon with wood treasaros of all sorts.
Lylng on his sofs, Nod would hoar tho ohtid’s
frosh langbter, and Marion’s low tones roply-
fog. At dusk the lino of 1ight under theseparat-
ing door was a gort of maguot from which ho
found it impossible to tarn his oyes. Little aa
sho gueizsd 11, Marion's cradie-song was sung
cach night to a scoond pair ¢f oars. Loog after
1t endod tho s0ft coolng alr would ring through
Nod's fancy:

4 Sloep, baby, sleop,
Thy father {s ocoudting his shoep;
Thy mother is abaking the droam-land tree,
And down drops & lttlo dream for thee—
Sloep, Laby, sloep.”

Did a littlo dream « drop down™ from the lulla.
by 1nw the oldar &Rpd WiGw-awake cars? Who
shall tell?

Idlenocss 13 at the root of many thingsnot dis.
tinctively ovil. It is a dangerous pastime for a
man to got into the way of watlchlig a woman
day after day, and in all ber comings and goings,
oven If 1t bo from inerila, and the desofn de
F'amuscr.  After following Miss Pearl thas with
his thooghts for two or thros woeks, it was an
oxsy and inevitable next step for Ned to follow

y her bodlly when returnlog sirongth set him freo

50 to do. XMarion’s walks, hitherto inviolato
from ioterruption, began to bo haunted by a
tal), thin shadow {n Qapping Panamx hat. She
shinfod her ground, tried new wood nooks, but
tho rosalt was the sams. Somo instinet seemod
always to take Mr. Fishor{n tho seme direction.
It wasalways a “happeniog,” with a Httle pref.
&ce of apology ;s but once there, what was she to
do? I was Dol oary 10 Tefuze weloome (0 an
Apparition trhose fave showed still the pallor of
guch redent Linesw, Suering, wexkness, wero
Ploasto which Marion's xweet ature instinetive.
1y opencd. And, sooth to say, the appesition
was oot 8 disagroeable ong. Ned could be a
charming follow when he llked, and bo vory do-
cidedly lixed now. 8¢ morning after morning,
whea the Dean dionenbell sounded tafirst note,
Mr. Pisher and Miss Pear], much tothe delecta.
tion of thelr fallow-bDoarders, were sect reiurn.
{ng froa the woods in company, Ned carrying
books ard shawls, oc wometimas the lttle
Alarfon, who had grown iramencaly fond of him,

| There was uits & family air wbout the party.

creallng naturslly & haditant Salr and sl as | Xo wooder {ae s11ars on the plassa smiled, aad

the knowing ones whispered. Marion did not
soe the amiles; sho was too simploand siraight.
forward to suspect gosaip, And for Ned, so
socuro did ho feel in hls citadel that be would
Lavo scouted indignantly the sontimentsl in.
terprotation of thosa intorviows. Miss Poarl
was ploasant company, and hio had unoocupled
timeo on hits hands., That wasalll

But a chango came over this charming socu-

] rity. One night Ned was suddenly waked by

hands beating on his door, and a volce—Rarion’s
volou~—calling In agonlzed tonos.

“What 18 1t ?” hie orled, strikiog a light.

1 Qh, Mr, PFlsher, my little Alarion is so vory
{111 Wil you call Mra, Dean and sond Mr. Doan
for the dootor us sooll as possible? 1 dare not
leave hor, or I would not disturb you.”

sPloaso don't say that!? oalled out Neod,
broad awako by thls time, and half-dreased.
L. another minuto he was down atairy, and
hurrying through tho long eniry, was pounding
on Mra, Dean's door,

«Ob, tho poor ltilo lambi" crlod the worthy
dame, as sho comprohendod the alarm. «IVs
croup, no doubt. Sha’s bad 1t onoe before, real
bad. But whatever shall I do? Xiss Pear!
don't know 1t, but Jeheil is over for tho night
to Tuxbury, attending tho ocattlo fair, We'll
havo to wako up Joshus; bnt ho's such 8 boy
to sleep, it’d tako half an hour, I'm afrald.”

«Where does tho doctor 1ive 2”

«Most down the hill—next to the meetln’s
house, you know. Oh, meroy, My. Fisher, you
ain't thioking of golng! I can'tlet you! You
ain’t At Land’s sake! he didn't hear meé~—ho's
oy

80 he was—hufrying down the long road at
the top of his spoed. Mrs, Dear lookod aftor
him with a half-muttored «s’ts! 'ts! 'tst"? Then
throwlng some wood on the haatlly raked.out
ombors, aud hanging on a kettlo of water to
bheat, she hurried up stalrs,

Life sud death fought for mastery that night
in the old arm-house. Ned Fisher, returning
with tho doctor, found himsolf, pe.mitted or
not permitted, working with the others over
tho smalil convulsed form. carrylog pails, 1ifting,
heating flannels at the kitchen fire,  33arion's
white face, as sho held the child in her arms,
was full of an agony of appeal, but she nover
lost her solf-control, «My darllog! my darl.
1ag! flowor of my life!” Ned heard her mur-
mar once, In o tone of irrepressibie angulshs
but every dlrection, every remody, was applied
with instant and rapid intelllgence. He nsver
forgot that sight—the fair, tasteful room, order-
Iy In spite of momentary oconfusion, the sick
cbild, and the woman he loved bending with
tendorness soineffadble, with griof 30 speechloss,
over the little barden ia her lap,

The woman ko loved! Yes, heknew it now.
As the morlog dawnod Afrs. lean fified the
cblid from Marion's lap and lald her in the bed.
8ho seomed sloeping or half nnconkclous. The
dootor leaned over, foit the hands, the head,
iistened to tho pulse, and then raising himself,
looked at Miss Pearl with a smilo of rollef.

#She'll do now,” ho sald. “Let her slecp as
long &3 possible.”

Nobody moved for a momeoent. Marlon buried
ber frooe In tho pillow. Thero were no words to
oxpross her joy; but sho beld ont bor hand,
and as Nod clasped it his wholo heart secmod
to go into tho pressure. \Was aho consolous of
ftor no? Ho conld not tell.

A midnigflt run of two miles is certainly not
an experiment to be recommendoed to R haif-
cared oconvalesosnt: but in this cass it did no
hsrm. Littlo Marion llved. In another week
sho was up azain, the shadow of her rosy self,
but gotting well. The dark sleoplesa cliroles
round Miss Pearl’s eyes grow leas; all things
sosmed bdbrightening, when Io! & dreadful and
suddon cloud foll. Marion was summoned
homao.

«Her ma's an anxious woman,” explained
Arz. Dean, as sho broke tho news at tea-time.
“And tho whols family’s bouand up in that
cbild; ard no wonder. So the minute they
heard ©of her beln’ sick nothing would serve
but that they should come back right away.
Miss Poarl’s real sor7y; 1 canses thai, though
sbe don't xay nothin’. She gave me this note
for you, Mr. Fishor, and told ma 10 say good-
bys if she didn’t see youn again, She’s got all
bsr paocking to do, and won't be down this
evening.”

The note was a faw simple words of thanks
for Nod's kindnoss that dreadful night. I fosr
1 was selfishly forpetful of your receat Slinoss,”
she wrote, “bat in my oxtremity I ocould think
of nothing bat the chilZ. Forgive me.”

But those wore not mere words of forgivonoss
which, haif an hour Iater, Ned feantically pen-
cllled $n his room:

+*Yon are golng away, and 1 have not seen
Fo, hive not spoken wonds twhich for daya
have beon on my lips, withbold oaly by reason
of your proocospation. Now, ino zuch brlef time
xs 18 left, I mustsay thom, for I dare ot let
you go while they are uasaid. I love and honor
Youabove all women. I1am not worthy—no
man {s—bat will yot be mny wife? How ro-
verent and tender are my thoughts of you osn
aot be told, and ifyoucan Dot glve me what
I sk, they will be roverent and twnder atil),
apd always. If possible, Jet me havte ono word
of hope; bat 1f 1 fall of niter dlzoooragoment, 1
aball follow you. E P>

Alia¢ Perc}, bending over a trunk, with a sad
look 10 ber eyes, beard a Ugit sound, asd
tutnol. A bnole lay oh ths floor, jast beyoad
e crack of the doot,

Nod, Usteningoo hils aide the wall, Telt the
sllenoe fusupportable. We sat atthe table with
fixed eyes for what ¥etmed a Noog hoar, bot no
anAwer came 1o his Ploa, At lexgih ths faintest

noise, as of rm[: fingers brushing the panols,
reachoed his ear, idnd then beneath the frlondly
door » tittle white strip quivered {nto sight,
Tuls was all it safd:

« Pollow.”

Whioh, after & dny's disorest delay, he did,

Perry Long was immonsoly ticklod at the
dénouement of the affulr. He is nover tired of
naking Ned if be #saw any thing of Miss Pearl
at Burnct;” aod his wodding-gift to durion was
a blindfold Cupld hiding his head in ostrich
fusbion in u stiver bualy, the wholo dofug duty
as top to a soup tareen, But Perry assorts, and
I am of his mind, that tho most senstbla act
of Ned Fisher’s life was when ho took off that
same bandage, and, 10 quote Perry ogaln,
s“dropped tho iovalld rile, and wont into busi.
ness as o Pearl.Fisher with suoh astonishiug
suocess.”

THE BREVITY OF LIFE.

To the young it does not seem short; it seems
vory long. To tho boy of fourteon the man of
forty socms a long way off, and ho of sixty ve.
moved by an ago almost liimitable. But as
timo passos on, tho aspeot of 1ifa changos, The
man of forty thinka forty not nearly as old as
he thought it when he was fourteon; ity years
appears to him bug the prime of lfo; sixty, far
from agod.  Whon at longth, increasing years
admonish him that his life.work is ended, and
that he can onter on no now undertaklogs, and
he looks back to refiect upon what ho hias ao-
complished ho wonders to sco it 20 llitle, and is
amazed to find the road o short in travelling
which appearod 20 long in prospect. He then
undenstands, as ho never did before, the mean-
iog of the Scripturo simlle. ¢ Yos,” ho says
to himself, #1t is indecd true. Lifo {s as a tale
that is told, and as & dream when oneawaketh,”

A moment's reflcotion will snflice, howovar,
to convince the thoughtful that tho old man’s
estimate is right, and tho young man's wrong,
Timo 1s short, very short, in which to achleve
anyibing for God. for humanity, or for oursclves,
It 18 known that tho average longth of human
1ifo 13 stated to bo thirty.threo years. " This
average, however, includes an estimato of all
thiose who die to tnfency. The statement of ths
averszo lifo of a healthy man may bo enlargod
somewhat, But it is porfoolly safo tosay that
it is not over fifty years. Somo men live on to
threcscore yoars,ar even to throesoore and 4om,
but more never reach the half century. O. this
ffty yoars, tho first twenty aro taken {n learn.
Ing how to 1livo, Something tho young can
sooomplish; youth is the time for recelving,
not {inparting—for preparing to achiove, not
for achlovement.  Thirty yoars may bo falrly
acocptod as tho average limit of the working
life. Bat no man works tho full chirty ~ears,
Reost, recreation, food, sleep, Sabbath, and the
enforoad idlencss which ooccasional {llness « om-
pels, reduce tho period to two-thirds.

Elght hours 2 day aro as many as the braln
or muscls can ordinarily stand. Sowro work
more, but fow to tho best advantage, Year In
and year out, oight hours may be tr.ken to re-
prosent tho working day. The voking life,
then, 13 DOL thinty yoars; itisbntte’. Andof
thess ton years, how ruch ix nece isarfly ab-
sorbed by the drudgery of toll, by the sathering
of grain that dles in the harvesting, and is never
garnered into store-houses ? How much in
gotting clothlng to bo puton and worn ont, in
gotting food to be consumed in use, in dullding
houses L0 crumble and fall into decay almostag
g00n z8 thelr ownera? How much, tag, of thic
time is lost i plans that como to naunght, in
fighting battles that aro defeats? When we
have taken from our lifo what tise 1s necessary
for preparation, what is required for recreation,
aopd what Is absarbed in falluore and transient
Suocoss, tho fragment that {s left {a very mmall
—iwa, threo or five yoars at tho moet,

———m =~ N e,

A N1cx placo for a medical man must be Cot-
tonwood Point, Ark, Aboat twelve months
g0, 006 Thetford had a slight difficcity with a
follow-citixen, and came off second best with a
bullet in his body. He sooght the sselstanoce of
Dr. Joynor, who relleved him of the ballet, and
then sent 1o his BN}, which Thetford, notap-
patently being accastomed to do xuch tdbings,
refased to lquidate. Whereapon the Doctor
sned the great add chivalrons and convalescent
Thelfrd, and attached the noble sieed of that
brave. This was morgthan he couid boar. The
Tesult was a froe fight of & lively deseripiion, in
which Thotford, the Doctor and a young wan
employed by ths Dactor engaged. Grand ro-
sult : Thelford dead ; the Doctor almost dead 3
and the Docwor’s yourg man badly brulsed by
the stock of a plstol. Doclore? bills, ¢von In
thego regions in which doctors are plentifal, are
somelimes safficlontly oxasperating; dbut here
wo take it oct i growling. Ifall doctors who
overchargo thelr patients are 10 be zssanlted
and battared by them, we shall certatnly livein
dark sud bloody times,

FoRXATIONS.—Have you noticed an Iclcle an
1 Is formad * You noticed bow 1t froze ope Grep
at a time, until it was & foot 10nZ o more. 1If
the water was cleap, the jeicle sparkled bright-
1y 1n the sun; bat 1f the water was slightly
auddy, the lclcle Ju.ed fon! and iz beauty
was spolled. Juat 80 our char: . .ers anre forming.
One ltle thooght oF feeling at a time aéds it
inflnence. If sach thought de pare and right,
the sonl wlil De lovely and will xparkle with

bapploses; dbut If impure and wrong, there will
de a fizal deturmity ) miaecy.



