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THE FAVORITE.

RELICS.

BY LOUISA CROW,

Shut the door closely, let no passer-by
Our task o'erlook ; 'tis only you and I
Who care with rev'rent hands to lay astde
These simple relics of the child that died.

Within this casket lay them one by one,

Nor let us weeping linger when 'tis done;

Such tears might breed repining: ’tis not ours
Togrudge the Lord the gath'ring of His flowers.

They are all here : the toys that she loved best ;
The little pillow that her soft cheek pressed ;
Her pictured books, defaced with frequent touch
Of tiny hands that prized them over-mueh.

A tattered leaf, with verses of a hymn-——

Nay, do thou fold it, for my sight grows dim.

1t seams but now sho spelt it at my knee,

« Nearer to God,” and asked how that eounld he.

I soe again the look that sought the skies,
The earnest wonder in the pure blue eyes,
As the rapt ear my meaning faintly caught,
Though scarcely eomprehending all I taught.

She huth these mysteries soived in souring
there ;

And we, too, have drawn nearer than we were,

sStrengtheried by faith that heeds mor let nor
Sy :

Kince those child-footsteps trod the narrow wARYy.

&<

AT THE LIGHT-HOUSE.

BY MARY KYLE DALLAS,

My man, do you want a berth ?” said ne.
:'s.Ayo, aye, Cappen,” said I, «I want one
badly enough. I'm half starved and half frozen.
I haven't a cent in my pocket, not ane. That’s
why you find me here at this time of the night,
casting anchor on a door-steps, That's why I
was piping my eye just now, whon you took al:
observation of me; and if you've got any berth
for e that an old sallor with a wooden leg can
all, I'm your man, Cappen, though I'm but an
anlucky fellow.”

« 1 know the signs well enough,” sald he. 1
know when Fortune leaves a man, and friend:
go with her. It's all & bright look-out ahead,
my man, when we are youhg; but the cloud
come, and there 18 difty weathor before long.
and the gale that blows you ill luck blows awa)
the friendship of Jaok the good fellow, and the
smiles of pretty Poll into the bargain; and b;
the time we're old, my man, we’re all ready t
own ourselves unlucky.”

“But you are young enough to be my sor,
Cappen,” said L.

‘He made no answer, but just a sign to follow
him, and he stalked away and I pegged afte
him. He was a big man, about forty ; his fac.
was tanned and weuather-beuten, and his eye
were black, and he had great bushy eyebrows .
his halir was' close cropped and ourly; and hi.
beard, ourly-too, was so long that it blew bacl
over his shoulder as he walked.

It was a seaport town, one that every bod)
knows well, 4ud if I should write the nam:
down yow'd know the man too, mayhap., H:
kept close along the shore as we walked, anu
for a while be sald nothing., At last, however,
he turned his head and pointed seaward.

« You see that?” said he.

«The light-house, Cappen?” sald I

« Yes,” saild he, # I'm the keeper, I want you
to cook my meals and keep my bachelor’s hal.
for me. Now and then I shall want you to row
in and buy provisions. The work won’t be hard.
1 think the pay wiil sult you. Do you know
why'I chose you

“ No, Cappen,” said I,

* Becauss I saw that hope was at an end with
you,” he said, « It’s only & man who had come
to that, who could live with me in a light.
hOuBO:” .

« 1 was on a desert island once,” saidI; ¢ we
were there three weeks, I waa shipwrecked
swnother time, wnd seven souls of us floated
without meat or drink under a red-hot sky for
days and days, and only two of us were left;
and we had made 8 meal of human flesh before
we were taken abourd & vessel, After that I
sha'n't be afraid of & light-house.”

The queer laugh he gave at that made mec
jamp, but I followed on, and at last we came
to wnere the boat lay, and he took the oars and
rowed us out to it.

I'd been in & .ight.house before; it was no
new thing to me, But after I'd been there a
few hours [ wondered what my master hired
me for. It was like being pensioned off; there
wuas nothing to do, B

But, mark ye, when it came night, and the
wind began to moan about the light-house, and
the iamps were lit, aud all outside was black ae
pitch, and all the sound we heard was the swash,
swast, swash of the waves, my master mixed
sume grog and cailed me to sit along with him,
That lovked soclable, but 1 can’s say he did,

He sat glowering over his glass for a while,
and opening his mouth as if to speak, and
shutting it again. Then sald he :

«“What's your name, my man ?”
« Ben Dare, sir,” said I,
« Would you mind calling yourself Brace ? he

agked,

“T've no reason to be kshamed of my name,”
said I,
“ Look here,” said he.

«] am a gentleman
born and bred.

I never came to earning my
bread before. I'm ashamed of it. This is wha!
I mean. Ifany strangers come out here and
ask for Willlam Brace, why, you say you ar:
the man. You claim to be light-house keeper.
It’s easy. I don’t suppose much company will
call; but I choose not to see them, if they do.
That’s what I hired you for.”

“Oh,” said I.

“You see,” sald he, «I got this place through
a rich man who has influence. Those who give
it me never saw me. If I dle some day, why,
here ypu are in the place. If I go off, and I
may, here you are still. Until then I’il pay you
well, and you know your duties.”

“ Well,’{t's shamming,” said I; « but, afterall,
what does any one care what my name is?
Number three or four hundred I might have
been on some alms-house books, I suppose,

up to the lamps alone; and he’d look over his
shoulder and turn white as we stood there
together.

Once I said to him :

« Cappen, what are you looking for 7"

And he answered : -

« Nothing. It's a way I've got, that’s all.”

It wasn't a pleasant way, I tell you.

At 1ast he took a new turn. He sat staringat
a corner for a while. Then ho spoke to me, in
a low voice:

« Brace, do you believe in ghosts ?”

« ] ha'n’t considered the question,”
swered.

« Well,” said he, softlier than befors, ‘“look
into that corner;” and he pointed.

1 an-

I looked.
« Don’t you see anything ?” he asked.
« No,” said I. * No, Cappen.”

“Ah,” he muttered, “very well, very well.
I'm glad you don't.”
« Begging pardon; did you?” said I.

4xAy, DO THOU Forp® rT.*

without bothering any one. I'll call myself
what you like; and what shall I call youn ?”

#Call me nothing,” said he. ¢«Call me cap-
tain, a8 you did when I met you, but never
speak of me to any one. You see,” he said, with
asort of quiver all over him, I don’t want to
be known as light-house keeper. I'm a gentle-
man.”

“8ome folks are proud,” said I, «Qf course,
every man would he oappen if he oould.
Sarvice to you, Cappen.”

Then I drank my grog and watched him
sitting with his back against the wall, now and
then looking off sideways in a queer sort of wny,
until he told me at last to zo to bed, if I wanted
to. And Iturned in. And so the life began, A
queer one, I warrant you,

Gentleman or no, he wasn’t lagy, He did /'t
care how he worked, The lamps Were as bright
a8 jewels. There wasn’t a speck of dirt in the
whole tower. When he was doing nothing else,
he’d saw away at the wood I brought in the
boat, or cook his own meals and mine. But let
Any boat coine nigh us, away he went and hid
himself, and came out with a white, scared
face and a shaking hand.

¢ Twasn't long before I saw that there was
something on the man’s mind heavier than
gentility, I didn’t believe that bothered him.
He was no dandy ; a big fellow, like a soldier in
bis walk; a flerce fellow, with & grip like iron,
The last man, elther, to hide himself in a light-
house out of choice, or to be afraid of owning to
anything he chose to do.

But for all that, at night he was afreid ta go

| «Oh, no,” said he. *Why did you think so?”
| It waan’t comfortable, for my belief was that

he either had the horrors or saw an apprigotion.
And he wasn't drinking to any great amount,
And a man at mess with you that sees ap-
prigotions over your head, makes you know
what narvous means,

But that wasn’t nothing to what ha
the very next night. s prened

We slept in two bunks nigh each other, and
naturally, when he woke up with a yell, I woke
too.

He was shrieking and shaking,
his hands.

«The woman! the woman !” he sald, ¢ She
stood here just now. Her breast was all red
with blood. It dripped down the white ruffies.
It dripped on her hands. It was horrible !
horrible! horrible! 8top her—stop her! She
has gone to call them. 8top her ! stop her!”

« Where did she go ™ T asked.

He stared at me with his wide-open
the whites showing, below and abop:e. oves, al

«She couldn’t have been here,” saild he. « It
was a dream.” *

uTord love you, yes—a nightmare,” said I.

8o we wont asleop agaln, I did, at least. But
I heard of the woman 80 often after that, that I
grew used to her. Imade up my mind that
what the doctor used to call delerfum tremen-
dons came out In the shape of snakes to some
folks, and In the shape of bloody murder to
others.

! 1 got in the habit of
‘ and it wat pretty well ¥

and wringing

taking it in that ligh
14, for genuine op‘:oll:t;
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are skeersome even on shipboard, and you ca?
guess what they’d be in a light-housé,

I might talk on forever—telling you how the
cappen, as 1 called him, got to be worse &0
worse every day; how he got thinner an
thinner, like a skeleton, as you may say, bi#
cheeks sucked in, and his eyes staring, until at
last he lay tlat on hix back half the time, jus!
able to cruwl up to the lamps one day, and not
able to stand the next. 1 wanted to go ashort
and fetch che doctor, but he would not hear ¢
it. He raved if 1 tried to teave him. So there
I sat nights, and heard the waves swash and the
wind blow, and heard him groan and mutter W
himself, and stumped up to the tower an
trimmed the lamps, and satdown by him agaiD
and now and then spelt out a bit of the Bible.
It didn’t seem to do him much good though.
don’t think he listened, but then I did my duty-

At last there came a hot, hot night in Juno-
It was burning hot all day, and a dead calm 8%
night. About dark the cappen went to sieep
and I went and sat where I could see the water
and the lights ashore. The big bright signals
sets in the sKy every night snone up atoft, ‘Th
waves caught ’em like s0 many looking-giasses
It was 8o still thas I could hear the sailors in #
Spanish ship moored not far away singing it
their foreign lingo. And I was sort of quiet ai
dreamy like, when something happened thu'
waked me mighty wideand sudden. Somethin#

white. Something came toward me. It Wi
o little slender, igure, with long hair all abou:
its shoulders. I couldn't see its face. I dov®
think I really saw it plainly at all, . Butit wei
past me softly whiie I looked, and I knew %
was & woman in & white rumied gown, and thut
she had gone to the room where my. master 18Y:

I shook too hard for & moment to maqve ; b8
as soon as I could, I started up to go to him-
Just then a voice cried : . :

“ Light-house ghoy !" )

1 answered, “Aye, aye,” and stopped
Duty first of all things with a sailor, .

A bouat lay at tne foot of the steps, and fov
men jumped out of it. .

“We want William Brace, keeper of thi®
light-house,” said one, a big man {n a fin®
overcout.

“ ’'m one that answers to the name,” say8 L

He swung a lantern over my heudl.

« Search the place, my men,” safd he. .

There was no use saying anything, but I div
try,to stop them. 5

“I've got a sick friend aloft,” says I + Don
disturb bim. I'm afraid the woman will skee’
him any how, he’s o tow.”

“« What woman ?” said he, "

“The one that came aboard with you, sifs
said I.

«No woman came with us,” he snarled:
“Stand aside, my man. Men, do your duty.”

They went up stairs. I followed. [ saw the™®
walk Into the cappen’s room, I heard them ©f¥
out, and stand still. Whea I got to the dooT
they stood In a row looking down on tHe bed- }
knew what they saw; their fuces told me thati
but I looked tho. Man nor woman couldd’
frighten the cappen more., He wais dead. But
I think he saw her before he died, by the l?"k
in his wide-open eyes. .

“ What had he done?” I asked of the offioe’
when [ came out of a kind of falnt the's“b,‘
sent me into.

“Killed bis Wife,” said he; «that's all. NC
doubt she deserved it; bt it's not allow
law when they do.”

“God help him,” said I. i
“God help us all,” he softly said, bowing B
head. «We need it.” I
Then they went away. ' ) ”

I was the only moui'ner at the dead “""’l!
funeral, and I don’t kmow to-day who he really
was,

I keep the light-house now. I told ‘em B¢
truth, and they gave ma. the place. I'm B9
afraid that I shall ever see the woman “‘mi
She came after. har husband,.ifiy wasn't ’l,t
fancy and she really came at all, and I don,
think she'll ever bother an old fellow 1ike ¢
that never did her any harm. Ghosts ”ohg
::,nlmoh for that., They always haunt theri¥

ple.

a bit.

—————- -G
THE surgeon of a ship of war used ‘Ol’m'od::
sall-water for his patients in all d‘”""év
Having sailed one evening on a party. of ph o
sure, he: happened by some mischance wel“'d
lost overboard. The captain, who had not B u
of the disaster, asked one of the tars next 487
he had-heard anything of the dootor. * YO‘;‘
answered Jack; « he was drowned last DIF
in his own medicine-chest.”
—_
T'imes says :—« Here 18 &
mily down town having afa
16 rooms of the house pla
behind it to give the eflect
oldest days this wlnw't"‘;
¢ household came in fro o
g%‘:‘!, and seeing the paper in the 8r® grﬂ
1t rately walked up to it and laid dows P9,
b curled up in the hest way to recel¥ o
fn(:“ns heat as it came from the fire. B° he
ra.ls:fd Mmotionless ; feeling no warm de,‘
the his head and looked over his shot! d
careg::bve; tlll feeling no heat he &
ety Y applied his nose to the &
s t.heor It It was ag cold as ice.
o b bemost Supreme disgust bis
' YWeen his legs, every hair on BI® Fine
saying « ['py s0ld,” the dog trotted out O theé
room, not even deigning to cast & 100K "
PRIty in the t ed bis B
ments,”
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Toom who had watob:

was standing on the stepa below me—somethit: -




