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IT CANNOT BE.

BY FANNIR WILDWUOD.

It cannot bo, that, like & star,
Upon my pathway yo hav: shone
For one briof momont with thy light,
To leave mo thus quivering and lone,
It cannoy Lo !

It sannot be, just as tho spring’s
Bwaat footataps now again are hoanl,
That at tho bound of thine vo more
My inmost boing will bo stirred.
It caunot bo!

It capnot be that tho samo tongue,
That bears tho marks of truth {n speech,
8hould, with swect saylings, unto tne,
A lecson of doapalr thus toach—
It cannot be!

It cennot bo that heavenly droams
Should leave thelr glow upon my mingd,
From slumberings andly to awake,
Only sonio ivy ruln Ond—
It cannot bo !

Tt cannot be the massy arch
Of thought, writ on thy storn, broad brow,
1a but tho shoeltering roof from whieh
There will escapo an unkept vow—
It cannot bo!

WHICH WILL SHE MARRY @

BY HMARO O. ROLF¥E.

John Myers loved Florry Castle, the prettioat
snd the most bewitchlng girl in Borovwllle, o
place noted far and wido for the beauty and {n.
telligence of iis Indles,

Florr~'s father was the wealthicst merchant
{n town and John was his clerk.

Now, do not Jmagine that I am golng to re.
peat the oft-told story ofthe pennlless youth who
foved a princoss ; for if you do, you will be dis.
appoloteld.  John was Florry's equal in every.
thing savo in one respeet.  Whilo she was the
wmost careless, romping, fun-loving young lady
{n the world—she had attalnod to the mature
2go of seventcon~ Johu was tho most difident
fellow concelvable, blushing ke a gitlatciery-
thing, always appenaring, he fancled, as bashful
peoplo are apt to, at tho greatest disadvantage
whenever he attompted to put his best fout for-
ward, and doubly ewkward ho thought, whun.
ever e ossayed i utter more than the cum.
wonost of common plact expressivns to Flurry,

Surely he was not handsome, In the general
necoptation of the torm. Tall, angular, almost
awkwand at timos, thero was very littlo ofgraco-
fuloess about bim, it is true, and his greatost
tensitivoness led hlm to think these lttle dis.
advantages infinltely more ocvusplcucus han
they roally were. But Plorry. overlooking all
this and seelng only his blue oyocs aud Wavy
brown balr, clustering about a broad, bigh broa,
whito 85 marble--pleasant enuugh thinge to
look upon, surely—noting his coustratned, dif-
Gdent manner when tn hor presence, and his
wany of? lttle atientliona to herself and her
wishos, and discerning his groat love for her
through all, at last beyan to pity him beartlly
for bhis want of confldonoce In himself; and we
sl know to what tender passion pity Ia akin. |

Onoce be board ber oxpross a wish to read a
book, the last new novel. It wa. not for salo
in Boroville, ard bo wrote to the publishers,
dlrecting them to mall it to Florry's address,

When be came to dlancr one day, sho sat
uvesr o window, turning ovor the leaves, with
the bright sunlight falling 10 a mollow glew upon
ber quevnly little head, She locked Jovellot than
over just then; and he trled hard to keop back
the lush that mantled his oo as ho saw hor
for the first timo In the enjoyment of his ano.
aymous glft,

« Ob, Johp,” she cried, wlsh & pleasant luok
10 ber face that did his heart good,  you know
bow I have longed to read ¢ Charllie's Bride,”and
tow eome good falry has made mo twlce glad
by sending 1t to me. I'm sure it must have been
Mrs. Choster. 8he's always so thoughtful, and
she said she'd uot forget o when she returned
home,”

“T'm very glad you' ve got the book, Yiorry,”
boas!d simply, but in a strange, constrainod sort
of way that made hor look up.

“Why, John,” che eald,  does angihlng trou.
blo yout"

“No, Florry,” with half-avcried face, “ why

do you ask "
+ Because. "
« Beocause what, Florry

" Nothing.” Then changing the subject, and
with a qulc, sby glance up into his face : “The
book ts splondid, John. I coald bless the onc
who gave it ' Then obdurately : # Mrs Chostor
is very kind."

Are. Chestor still, Johnturned away.

And ¢o maitare went on for & full menth, and
then Casper Duooy camo to Boroviile, astonish-
ing all with his Landsomo faco and attire, his
lavish expenditure of monoy, his fast horses, his
fazt driving and bis tast Ufo allogether. Ho was
@ tharough man of the world, dashing, brilliant, ,
fagelnaling ; and, as far 8a Oxternal appeur-
duocs, wont, wealthy ; and external appearancos
§0 & groat way in such & placo as Boroville,

irs. Dighy approved of Casper Ducey, Mrs, | Duicsy, pat a fresh balt on her hook, and cas}

Dighy was an oracle in Boroville. 8ho was a
handsomo wuman of five and twonty, a Uvaly
young widow, tvhoso second mourning becumo
hor ¢ rmlugly, and who, sows pooplo sald-
bul sor ¢ peoplo aro not to be relied on to any
great ¢ ttent, you know-~would not bo partisu.
larly avorsc to trylug the marital yoke agaln,
80 lightly had sho borno it, with a suftable
partncr, ot oourse. In company with berlato hus.
band, the widow had spont soveral seasons at
the varfous places of summeor resort, bosldos
Ppassiza & winter at the capital; and sho was
considored Infh:lible authonty vu ail attern ro-
lating to socloly at large. Bho was protty, io.
tol'gent, drossed in excellent taste, and
was belloved to have & snug llttle for-
tune all her vwn, 80 you sce, sho was a
vory nice littlo bit of fomininity, astho world
would s2v. Qultd a Jittle company of the élite
of theo vil.ago assombled in tho widow's parlor
one ovening, and Mr, Ducoy was tho subjeot of
thelr conversation.

«Yos, Mr. Ducoy is o vory desirablo gentlo-
man,” sald the widow, “We must woloomo
him to our clrole. Ho Is handsomo, witty and
Rocomplishod, and—and of course ho 18 rich;
but that don't matter 80 much, you know, We
mot him at Newport thrco yoars ago — poor,
dear Harry and I”  And she gave hor handker-
chief n very uncortain twis], thatleft theshadow
of a doubt {n the minds of somo of her listoners
whother it was intendod as an evidence of her
Incontrollable sorrow, at the romombrance of
hor ¢ poor, dear Harry,” or to attmot theatton-
tlon of Tom Lacy, who was flirting outrageously
with Mabcl Townley, at the further side of the
room. And so Casper Ducey had a
the socloty of Borovilly, and was reoelved with
open arms.

s« How do you llke him, Florry " John
Myers asked one aftornoon, as Mr, Pucey whirled
pust the windcw in a basket phaeton, nodding
gracofully to Florry, and thon turning to mako
some witty remark to Mrs, Digby, who ocou.
pled tho soat at his side. Tho widow laughed,
showing overy one of her white front teeth to
tho follest extent of propriety. She was exultant
and her face showed it ; and John and Florry
and Mr, Ducey saw it; and John and Fiorry
smiled, and so dld Mr, Ducey—in o qalet, gen.
tlom auly sortof way,

«0h, I ko him cxcecdingly well,” said Flor-
ry, In roply to Juhn's qaestlon, * He spent
last ovenlng hero, and he's golng tu tako mecut
1. the muralng for a ride to tho Jake with that
splendid turnout of his. How delightful!”
#Which *’ almost savagely ~ + Ducey or his
horses 2"

** Both, to be surc,” thon sauclly, « Fbat a
stupid yuu are, Juohn. I meant the ride.”
Florry rode with Casper Ducoy tbe next morn-
ing and many mornlugs thereaftor , and Johu
Myors and the widow grew Jealuus. Ducoy be.
came Florry's cunstast attendant, accompany~
1og her to concorts and partics, and takisg her
for boat rides un the Jake and long drives over
the pleasant country roods. Thoy walked to-
gothor, sung togethor, danced together. In short
1t came tu bLe & notadble fact that Florry Castle
and Mr. Ducey weru very deeply in love with
oxch othor, or wore fiirting beyoad all prupriety.
Ho bruught her flowers and mausic, and rend
puotry to hor iu bis rich, clear voloe—by and by
he mede love to her in the same vuice. To say
that I'lorry was not charmed with her briiltant
cavaijer would be in direct opposition o the
facts of tho caso. All thoughts of poor John
Mycrs were, for the time belng, vaatshed rom
bher mind. She bhad no time now for odd littlo
chats with him, a8 of old—perhaps the inclin-
atlon was wantiog also, John becameo despor-
ate, and rosulved onse ovening to tell her all. He
oould nv lougor stand silently by and sce mat-
tors go on as thoy had been golng for a few
wooks past,

He found her alone in ths parlor.

@ Florry ?* halt feartully.

“Why, Joha!” with a littlu start of surprise.
“You have been 50 shy of me of 1ate. 8o you
havo not forgotten mo quite "

« Furgotten you, Florry " There aworld
of roproach in his carnest volcs, s I shall nover
forget you. «I—"

« X hopo not, John,”ghe intorrupted. Maybe
she approhendod what he might have sald, «1
have something to tell yua, Joho. To-day I pro-
mised to marry Casper Ducey.”

She was cruel, and sho know it. It 18 bestso,
sho thounght, he mast know it sume time.

« And you love him, Florry " after a long

pause,

st Yos,” without looking up.

+ Bottor — bettor than you oould ever love
mo "

«I—X think so, John,”

His faoo was pallld, and his voloco trembled
as ho sald ¢

«Then God bless you, Florry, and make you
happy. I wish you all joy and peace, now and
heveaftor!”

Nover till this moment had she comprobond-
ed tho full depth of Jobn Myers’ love, How no-
bly solf-sacrificing he was—this man xhocounld
thoas glvo his hoart's 1dol ap to anothor, bocause
bho thought sho would be happlor with him.
‘What a world of angulsh those fow words cost
bim nonc could comprehond but himself and
another—One that roads all our hearts How
she pitled him as she thanked him for hiskind
wishos,

He tolled patlontly on at tho old, monotonous
H drudgory {n tho oounting-room, striving to crush

bis wild, unavalling love, to drown 1t amid the
ceageloss carcs ofbusinoss.

The widow Digby, Ured of her futlle Ashing
for tho «“graat cateh,” ag she montslly atyled

passport to ] 1

bor lino Jor Tom Lacy; and as the lattor gon.
tlomnan's heart had long sinco bece mo onalaved
by her piotty brows oyes, ho was & compara.
tivoly casy vicUm. Thon the widow oxulted
oyor littlo dabol Townloy, who did not caro o
straw for Laoy, and was satisfled in the proud
oonsclousness that she had aloverat any rato,

After a while, the Borovilitans arranged to
havo a grand picnio tn Crimp's grove, & mile
out of town, Of course all—that is, all who bo-
longed to tho * otrclo,” woro oxpected toattond,
¢ Tha Quimbys, the Drodalles, tho Thomases,
and Mr. Ducuy and Florry and Tom Lacy, beo-
sldos pr, Gruuiv, and his eonsin Miss Ellis,and
ovor g0 many moro, are golng,” sald tho widow,
¢ and wo shall have such o splondid time.”

4 Of course you will go, John," sald Florry.

':Oh, F,lgrry, I cannot.,”

[

* 1scoause—booauso”—hesitatingly, ¢ I have
business of importance to attond to at tho
store,”

Qb, but you must go, John,” persuasively.
¢ It will bo tho last ploulo of tho scason, and—
and you know I am going atway soon. Caspar
{nsistson my naming aneunrly day for our mar-
riago, and you must go just this onco, for my
sake ; nnd you need rooroation—you aro work-
1ng too hard,”

And s0 ho promised to irlve over totho grove
about tho middle of the aftornoon—* in timeto
partake of the rofreshments and come home
with tho rest,” he satd. Why Florry inslstec
on his going, sho scarcely knew. Maybo she
thought he was working himself to death, for
ho had beon lvoking unusunlly pale and thin, ot

ate.

At last tho all important day came, as most
days do, and an eventful dsy it was, {o throo at
loast. Just aftor dinner the picnle party took
upthelr line of march to the grovoe, looking not
unllko a battallon of hotel waiters, Inden as
they were with plates and platters, cakes and
biscults, and all the other things that go to mako
up tha delicious array that wo sce spread out on
a picnto table, to please the eya and tempt the

ate.

Florry walted a Jong time for \r, Ducoy. Ho
cama at last very late, offtriog no excuso for his
want of punctuality, and sottog, she thought,
very strangely altoge sher,

Ho seemeqd i unusually good spirits that day,
howavor, aad all unpleasunt thoughts wero ban-
ished from her miond loug before they camo (o
sight of the grove, with ita gay bannors fiutter-
ing morrily from tho wide-spreading boughs,
apd theJolly party guthered fn happy groups here
and thore, or wandering in enuples through the
shady labyrinths that oxtended on every sido,
showipg transiont views, through the swayiog
fulinge, of the green hills boyond,

By and by John Myors came, lookipg flushed
and heated , Lut whatever was passing tn his
miad, ho maintatned an outward calm,

“I'm 80 giad you've como !” sald Florry.
+ Wa'ro enjoying ourselves finely.”

Just then word came that the refreshments
wero roady.

+ There’s Mad Townley over thors, John, and
sho looks lonely. 4o and wait on her to the
table,” and tho iittle witch fluttered off, lvaving
him no aiterontive dut to obey.

The compady wore just taking their places at
tho refroshment stands, and Flurry stoxt quite
still, looking aoxiously around for her esoort,
who bad excused himself a half hour before, and
bad not yet returned. Five minutes moro slip-
ped Ly, and still ho did not come. 8he fott
grieved and mortifted. He hed never beon so
uvuglectful of her before. What could be the
matter? -
»Where1s Mr., Ducey ?” some one asked.
His protracted absence «as now for the first
time gonerally notioed,

« Yes, where 18 he ¥” from: & chorus of voices,

« What have you done with your cavaller,
Florry  Mabel Townley brokoe in, ¢ Yon
maust learn to tako better care of Qim tn the
mtm.u

«+Ho 1s old enough to tako care uf himself,”
sald Florry lightly, yet witba red fiushon elther
cheek,

uVery true,” whispered Mrs. Digby oonflden.
tally to Tom Laocy. “He’s ive avd thirty, if
he's a day. To ihink of suoh a chit of o giri as
Flotry Castle marrying a man old enough tobo
her father—tho very ideat”

Mr, Lacy, as in duty bound, agrecd with cvery-
thing tho enchantross aald,

#\We must ind him,” said somedody.
may have met with an acoldent,”

And g doxen of the party hastened off i va-
rious directions through the gruve in search of
Caspar Ducsy., One of the girls found him out
at 1ast, ng alittle scream attosted, and thay were
all around bim in & moment.

Ho was lying prostrate on the ground, just
wilhin the shelter of a iittle ihicket not far
away, with his eyes closed and his face looking
swollen and purple. ’

«What 1% the matter ¢

«#1g ho dead t”

« He'sin afit{”

Threo of fourof the girls «vanme {17 Ahroeth;
tbe gonticman logked At hun hard thon ateach
othor, but sald nothing, Dr. Granton glanced
at tho red, bloated face, theurucfully at Florry,

« 8puak I” she cried, with pale itps, « Is he
aesd .

¢ Florry, thé Dr, replied kindly, ¢ it igbestto
asd plain ltngusge, Mr. Ducey {s drunk [*

8he was silent s moment, standing ootion.
less 88 marble, ataring loto vacanoy, ko ono
io adream. Than the pallorin her fr06 gave
placo to a hot, angry fash, and her black eyes
finshed ax shé sald

«s Heo

“Amd this 18 true I ‘There was no denlal,

and she went on: #Thon he s dead to meo. I
nover syish {o look upon hig Moo again. I want
bim to know how utterly Isocorn hilm after what
hus bappened. Give njé a poncll and a bit of
papor, John. 1 will writea fow lines for him to
read when he comos out of his atupor, then I
wish you would take mo home.”

Bho lad finished (n & moment,

- You sbail all hear i, she aaid, bravely,
« It 18 not o lovo lettor 1

And shoe stood up 1n the midst of tho exolted
throng, whoso eyes wore all flxed eagorly on
her resolute ittle face, and road what she hud
written :

«# MY DucrY—I scorn na duwsts 30 ! Ir-avar
want {o see you again !

FLORENCE CASTLE."

1t was very brief, very concise; butit an.
swored Florry's purposo—it was to the point.
She bont over and drow somothing from the
breast-pocket of his coat. It was n small flask.
Then sho rolled the paper up and thrust L
through a dalnty little ring, which sho had slip-
ped from her fingor. Nextshe drew the stopper.
andaftor emptying the contonts upon the grass,
replaced it with tho rollof paper. Thonshe put
the flask baock whero sho had found it.

« He will dlscover it thore soonest,” . ho sall
simply.  Come, John, woe will go now.”

The grove was deserted in & fow mluates, and
Casper Duocy, in his drunken slumber, was its
sole occupant.

They nover sow him ogain. His rolgn was
over. Ono of the places that know him oncu
know him no morg, and that placo was Boro.
ville.

What John and Florry satd that afternoon, as
they rode home, wo will not attempt to conjec.
ture, but cortain 1t §s that Mr. Castle gavo his
sanction to their betmibal that very night. And
80 John won Florry after all .

—e PO~ G
CHINESE CALIGRAPHY.

In numercus instances the customs of tho
Chineso are diametrically opposed to our owan,
and this remark spplies ospecially to thelr
writing and reading. We right our letters in
horizuntal Jines from left to right, and print our
books in the same mannor; the Chincse, on
the oontrary, write In perpendicular lines from
right to left, so that what §s the last page of &
book or letter with as is the first with them.
They nover use punctuation masarks, while we
pay groat attontion to that part of our letters.
Wo writc our names more or less leytbsy at the
eud of our notes and letters; the Chinese sign
with a oipber, which ¢very mun adopts .ur
himsolf, belng o few chamoters combined in &
complicated magoner into o.e. .Anotber modo
of attostation is by afiixing the stainp of a seal,
not {n wax, but In red ink. The Chinese attach
mach consideration to the graphic beauty of
thelr written character, and make use of inscrip+
tions for ornamental purposes; as may bo seon
on the spectmens of poroelain brought w this
ocountry. The advanlago of simplicity-—and a
very great advantage it 1s—constitutes the merit
of our alphabetic writlng, but that of variety
aad picturesque effect may fairls be claimed by
the Chineye. The importanco of caligraphy us
an soccomplishment 1s naturally esteemed more
highly among them than it is in Europe; aad
large ornamental joscriptions or inbels are fre-
quently oxohanged among ‘rlends, or axed, aa
plotures aro among us, for purpuses of taste and
decoration, Tho Chincss spend much time and
1abor over tho acquisition of a neat and elegaut
handwriting, They bave alx diJorent styles of
writing thelr characters, but only two of these
aro studled by moet Chinese. QGroat cere s
taken in teaching school-boys to write noatly;
the Chinese student 18 very particular about his
pen and ink, and he is even fanciful on the
subjoct of the ink.slab on vhich the latter is
carefully rubbed with a litlle water, These peuns
(or, a3 they ure sometimes called, « pencils”)
ratber resemble our camel-hair brushes; the
handle of the pen is of bamboo, and cach pen
has 8 1ittle case or sbeath of bamboo or matal
tq protect tho hair from Injary, for thio Hp of
the pon is s0 fne that care has w0 be taken w
Xkcep it In good ordar for writing with, Tl.e ink
1s mado from lampbluck, etc.. mized with glue
and similas substances, and {8 always socated
with musk, The cbhkes are often adorned
with curjous dovices and short sentances,
stamped in gilt and colored characters. The
1uk-slab 1s made of different kinds of stone, care-
fully ground smooth, and has & small cavity or
depression at one end to hold trater ; bus, some
students havo a species of kmall cup placed be«
sldo them with s 1ittle water in it. This cup ia
sametimes handsomely catrved out of & plece of
Jode.stone, and fitted on to & wooden stand ; «&
is “furnished with a- s&mall ladle not unlike a
salt-spoon. Nearly all paper in China is made
from the woody fihro of bamboo, and . > Cally
ofa yollowish ouior, 1t has no strongth s 1o
vory ecnally torp, and the offtot of wate: wpua s
1s much tho same as apon hlotting papsz, Yel
with these, to us, unpromising matoerials, the
Chincee writer coatrives to prodnoe characters
which for regularity and symmetry cannot be
surpassod, . . \ .

NxARLY all nations havs & proverb to this
offaat :—< That wo ourselves make our groatest
sorrows.” If we look houeatly into our hearts
wo shall seo that it 18 indced s0. We yisld to
temptations, and fall into sin. Surely as the
thugder Mmilows the lightning, sorrow muat fols

A

ow nmrovon_ 1o this world,



