Sgrrexsrr 16, 1882,

CHARMING SIMPLICITY.

(From the Frouch of Cheealicr de Baygllers.)

» Love it n baby full of wiles,”
CThus oft my mother kpike)
+ And, though bowitehingly he amiles,
Will ating f““' liko  sunke.”
Still, I woubl dearty liko to kuow
tow a blind boy eun injure %o
A girl that's wide awake !

To-day. | watehed Young Lyeus greet
My playmute Laduge

He murinured accents, low aud sweet,
That reemed from falsehood free.

He told herof nchanniog tod,

The very anine ~how very adid !
My mother dreads for me,

Bat ["ve a cunning plan to prove
Haw groundless her alaciu

With Damon’s help Tl ook for Love,
tose guatded by his arm.

Then, should the archin try to sting.

With two to one, the poor blind thing

Uan't do o derd of barm !

Montreals Gro. Musnay,

HUFF AND TIFF.

Who were they 7 They were Mre. and Mrs,
Thwaite, and had been so for a few weeks anly.
‘They became Hutland Tl when they married.

Although they were wellito-do  citizens of
preat New  Taocaster, they had not been mar-
riml grandly in church, Leeause they were an
vimuy ; and if the lm!.h must out, it had been
4 ruunway match, No one could und‘efamml
why they had run away, as the apposition 1o
their tnarriage had been more of a postpouing
character than anything else ; bus Mr. Thwaite
had sugiested that the fgrmer M)ss F"“““’,'))'
Lad too §ittle woney for his son's intended wife,
There had been a stormy scenn, in which the
two vessels, old and young gentleman, had
come into eollision, amid elaps of thunder. Is
it nreessary to say more ! No; surely all per.
swui of twenty will ses why young Thwaite
nsarried prv:ciyi{atf-ly, and tlew with his charm-
ing wife into lodgings. o

“ Huff dear, 1'm all ready,”” said his wife,
cutering the roota.

She was dressed for walking, 1t being near
dinner-time, and she wore her bending string
hat and her clinging tufl gown,  Ier tecth
elinted, her eves darkened, as she looked down
st ker busband, who had Leen reading & novel of
Vietor Hugo.” )

Thwaite glanced up, stretehed, sprang to hix
feet, and bustled about, getting his hat, ploves,
cane.  Then he clapped his side scientifically.

“You have your purse ¥

“Yes,” says he.  ** You have your pamsol 17

“Yes,'" says she.

They went aud had their dinner.,

Thwaite had bLeen silent all the way home
{roin the hotel restanrant.  When they got back
ta their pretgy parfor, he sauk jnto a chair,
and stared before him fixedly.

“ What's the matter I’ asked Til, catching
gkt of something unaccustomed about him.

(1, nothing, THY. Don’t trouble vourself
abont it. Ooly--" his lips remained opan, but
uo wards followed.

“ Dearest, have you fallen il 17 i

*No; partly, though. ['ve fallen iute iil
Juek. I thought 1 bad same money in an inner
compartment of 1wy purse, and--it iy not
RITIOR A

“You've speut it *”

© Certainly not?! That is, 1 suppose 1 must
}u}"{',"

“Aml what have you in the cutside com-
partiments of your purse V' asked THf, lazidy
fanning herself and putting her two dainty feet
ot the hassock.

The only answer Thwaite sesmed likely to
make was to begin feeling of all his pockets.

“Hey £ said THT. .

“Why, none there now,” answered Thwaite,
shortly, aa it of course he hada’t.

“iood gracious ! said Tul, suapping her
bracelet, "%«‘:w unusual, isn'tit ¥

* Why, yes, that's what troubles me ; | never
was ot of cash in all my life before this.”’

© Aren’t there such things as checks I'* asked
Mes. Thwaite, turning her eyes upon him lov-
mgly,

Thwaite langhed,

** [ shonld think so !
about me."”

*Thore are so many banks.
cash your checks1”

““ When { have them,” said Thwaite, going to
the mantel-piece to light u cigar, **1 cash ‘em
at the first bank ! come to.”

* Perhiaps if you goton benk they'll give you
u check to cash,” sand she.

‘“ No, handly.”

“* Aren’t there such things
banks p"

** Heavens, Tiff, why not 1"

** Well, then, go so the bank where you have
one,"

Her husband took his cigar from his lips,
growing pnle_

“What the deuce am I to dot
balayge,” ‘

Mra, Thwaite shook out a fold of her dresa
with a gentle ‘wave of the hand. Iler husband
was again staring fixedly intn the desert of his
dilemin, ‘She rose, and going to him, laid
that ﬁrncuful hand of hers upon his shoulder.

v What difference can it make 7’ said she—
about ‘momey, 1 “moan !~ Something  will
happen,  Perhaps you have woney in your

But then ! haven't any

Where do you

as accounts at

I have no

‘aud saw a . pretty Yurao before his nose.
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trusk. It is quite funny to think of two peo-
e wha care about each other ns we do, talking
40 ‘x‘nlu‘ch I'lh(mt such a vulgar thing."
o That's all very fine,” Thwaite wurmured ;

it what itre we to do for breakfast 1"

* Breakfast 1-—beealfost 1

o Y('K.‘. ansd we shall break on it, according to
present indications,”

CPshaw ! Pmosure 1 can do without iy Just
for onee,” "I assured hit, slmost lay <hing.

He meditated, convineed that he cmhd not get
alone without it, even for once ; anid although
be had just heavily dined, he began to feel
symptoms of hunger. The imagination is every.
thiug.

Thwaite was stunued ; but before morning
he had realized thas he mast ind work., What
did work mean to him T A fine walk, at worst ;
gloves, cane, refreshments, diplomacy ; & gover.
nor with the money, a drum{ of being sent to
Furope. i

Tilf way us fresh as a roge the next day.  She
poppwd her head ont of the window, and sniffed
the air.

“* How perfeetly sweet it is this morning
sabd she.  *C @ mean to wear my gray linen.”

“ Wherae are you going ¥ usked Hutl,
She turned slowly, and gazed st him.
yes, 1 do remember now, §'0 breakfast 1

“It is oo, too criel, wmy love,” says he,
leaning againat anything he could find, in de-
spair,  “ But I shall go to a place or two of
business I know of, and get something protitable
1o do at ouce,  Upon miy word I will seon te
back, fully equipped for a hearty luuch. As you
say, nothing serious can befall two happy
betngs like you and 1"

T he went inta the sunshine, and THT sat
down demurely, curious to find out what weuld
happen next.

She had to wait till evening for the * next
thing,” unless a series of strange phases of feel.
ing eould be counted ws interesting. It was then
that Huff Thwaite burst into the room, his face
gleaming whitely in the dim light,

CCTHEY ok, TiTEY

She did not answer, but in a moment slowly
raisad herscif from the sofa, her hand to her
forehead.

My child, are you famished?” exclaimed
her husband, with glistening eyes.

¢ Ouly-—very-—dizzy,” whispered Tiff, faint.
Iy, winking rapidly, and panting in the great-
est trouble. ** Where am T? What have we
teen doing ¢

“ Ok, my dear, [ liave been up and down the
city all dav, finally securing a capital connee.
tion with fathaer's rival insurance company, bat,
by the benrd'of Mases ! [ have had nothing but
a glass of wine and a biscuit since last evening.
As soon as 1 was fairly lannched in business this
afternoon, 1 realized that of coume 1 could not
expect to receive any cash the first day, and 1
became almost wild with apxiety. Yet it was
imperative to smile. Do yon not know that it
is imperative in business to smile

“Udon't eare if it s retorted Tith, with
sotie show of life,  *“ Aud you should care more
that ‘I am yery, very ill. 1 have vead Hugo
until § am as hungry as a giantess.”

¢ But, Til, | have one profound hope in this
terrible dilemma, in which it now svems us if we
should literally starve unless my hope proves
well grounded.  Have not you any money !

Mry. Thwaite threw her head back daintily,
shingged her shonlders in mockery, her pale lips
swiling, her lustrous eves glancing scornfully
uver her hushand's head.

“ o pot keep me waiting fur your answer,”
he eried, knveling before her,

“Why. certainly § have money,” answered
she.  “How could [ have pin-money elee?
Huff, you are beyond your depth, 1 think.”

“Brave ! we are saved ! exclaimed Thwaite,
springing up, and walizing a few steps with his
cane,  Then stopping, he asked, “How eame
you net to mention it &t cnce last evening!
Give me vour purse without delay, dearest Tifl,
and let us start at once for our pretty little table
at the restaurant.” X

Tiil walked over to the encouraging figure in
the middle of the room, her hands behind her
sloping waist.

“ Hatl Thwaite,” she demanded, “de yon
mean to say you would use my pin-money to
support us 1

““ | say we're in a denced tis, and any weney
would be rather acceptable. Haven’t you pins
enought Orare you in a condition to starve
another twenty-four hours "'

« Yol Thwaite, 1 never could have believed
it

“ What ™

“hat you could not take care of me.” She
begau to ¢ry, and spent all the tears she had
louged to shed during the day, but would not
shed them because Huatl was taking care of her.

He was wretchedly hungry. His pulse was
awfully high, or low, he did not know which;
and as for his wife, she might die hefore worn-
ing for waut of an oyster patty. 1pon the top
of these dire facts lay the purse in her pocket or
upper drawer.  He was deeply angered.  Some.
thing whirled round-in his heart, and sent the
blood to his forehead, nnd he bit his lipa before
he knew that he was inclined to.  Hea sat down
in a bowed position, his thumbs in his pockets.
He heard the light pattering of a spring shower
ju tho gathering darkness, and he.also heard
his wife teeling about in the next room, turning
a key, and coming back to where hosulked. She
said " ** Tere 1" dramatically,  He looked  up,
1 The
pext instant . TiiF Thwaite was looking at her

“Oh

"

husband io blank dismay,  Huff had risen with

187

@ bitter and graceful elegance,
had skimmed thioagh a
with a tinkling crash,
Tifl turned to the sofa, and threw herself
down at fall lengih, gloriously wretched,
_ Huff vanished.  fr went out into the drizz-
ling rain to hunt for the purse. ile struck
matches that sizzled, and was reveral times on
the point of being run over by vehicles, and
there is scarcely any doubt thathis misfortunes
were further augmented by the use of words
after which the fuithful historian draws an ex-
clamation mark and supplies by a blank, All
in a moment, however, he thought he had
siepped on a mouse, and then he knew that he
had come wpon the plush wallet. in the hall
he opened it hastily, expecting to finda few gold
pieees 5 but his luck was far better than he had
expected.  What could Tiff have been thinking
of to forget ‘about it or withhold it, dear little

and the purse
pane of the window

toriety you two wild things would have !  As it
is, it's like a nice play. Adien " )

¢ 1 wish my mother would come now,” said
Tiff, after the door had closed upon her hus-
band’s buoyant sister—who was also a school
friend—and after a pause, or something equiva:
lent to one. Hafl' had not descended to the
earriage with Miss Thwaite, for fear of catching
sight of the world dreaded grin on the footman’s
visage.

*Your mother iy a woman, dear,” answered
Thwaite, as if that meant somethiug unusual,
““and it will take a long time for her to come
round as my father has done.”

“ But you are a3 unrelenting as you can be,"
suggested Tifl.

Hufl would like to have said that as a young
husband he could not be otherwise than he wag,
but ag he felt that this might be too brilliant a
revelation for Tiff, Lie remained silent.

goose ! How could her charming ghost have
{;xoﬁted by her pin-money, supposing they had
oth starved ¢ -

In a couple of hours more Tiff"s headache had
goue off like mist, and they both looked even
gayer than before the terrible ordeal of that day
hiad set in.

At uine o'clock there came a knock at the
door. The servaut stepped over to Mrs, Thwaite,
and said something in a low voice. Mrs.
Thwaite replied in the same manner. Who
could have supposed that there would be a
serious sequel to such a slight accurrence ?
When the sereant had withdrawn, says Tiff,
 Please, Hufl, hand me five dollars.”

¢ Certainly, Tifl.  But, on second thoughts,
remember how careful we must Le for a month.”

‘1 wish you would reflect that the laundress
must be paid.”’

“ Oh, we can't spend money in so lavish a
way a3 that at present.  She must wait.”'

* Well,”” says the blooming wife, uncon-
cerned one way or the other, * I'll go and send
her off.”

She left the room, and did not return for five
minutes. Then, after sitting down again, and
reading a few pages of }\Frs. Browning, she
looked up with a smile as if at some joke, which
was inexplicable under the circumstances, * 1
had to give her the clothes,” said she.

“Did you ! [ thenght you always did.”

‘1 mean, of course, the laundried ones
had Lronght.”

“ Weren't they just righe 7

‘*Hufl, yon are getting obtuse.
them in pagment.”

“Merey 17

‘1 can make wmyv things last just about a
mouth that way.”

‘“ But how am [ to manage with only twenty-
four shirts, and at least seven thrown to the
dogs a week 1"

“That does seem u problem,” mused Tiff,
laying down Mrs. Browuning's poems temporarily
on her knee. *‘Couldn’t you buy a tHannel
shirt, and wear it everso lang

* Couldn’t you get a bathing-dress " de-
manded Huoff, with withering sarcasm.

“Oh " gasped Tifl, “how fearful you alwavs
are I )

Suppose the quarrel over, and for a day or
twointense peace. Then came an episode.

* Well, dears, how do you do " " The speaker
was a fine girl, joyous with early morning air
and unusaal excitement.

Huff and Tiff were transfived. They were just
starting out for breakfast.

I was determined to find you in, and so |
came at this bour,” went on the visitor. ‘It
has taken us a good while to find you, since papa
would hear of it, The detective says you drank
Steinberger Cabinet yesterday—""

““How dare you enter the same air we
breathe I'' thundered Huff, striding up to his
sister and taking herround the waist fora stout
kiss. *“ Weaignore your existence.”

““What a lovely room!” exclaimed Esther,
sitting down with Titl upon the sofa, witha
sweep of the eves, and then bending sideways
toward the bride’s cheek until cheek and lips
wet. *‘ You dear!”

*“You love " says Tilf, and they embrace.

Y Papa says you must be married over again ;
go through the form, and all the show ans im.
portance,” remarked Fsther, with the most fas-
cinating, lazy nonchalance. ** e said he never
saw anything go off so like cotton into tames as
you did, brother; just as though any onec was
more in love with your Bessis Featherley than
he was. He doun’t remember forbidding the
marriage at ail.”

*¢ Please tell my father,” said Hufl, severely,
looking down at his wife, who held ber chin in
her hand, “that { remember his forbidding it
(or as bad as forbidding it) very distinetly., And
please add that from this time forth wy father,
yes, aund all the rest of you, is—are—dead to
me !’

“ Preadful ‘words those, Will,” sighed his
sister, glancing up with compressed lips. « Don't
you think so, Bessie 1”

Mrs. Tiff shook her head and swmiled. *¢ Mr.
Thwaite is never in . the wrong,’’" says she, and
leels a little awkward at her own assertion.

Esther thought a moment, and then said she
believed she would not stay any longer just
now. Huff said he would see her home, nnd
then reflected that he could not very well carry
out his intentions Esther upon - this explained
that she had come in the carriage.  When she
had bowed herself through the open door, she
stopped  to throw over her shoulder a roulade of
genial laughter, :

“By the way," Will,”" she called, “if we

she

She took

were in the fashionable set, what a torrible no-

In the evening they were sitting, as was cus-
tomary, in the cheerful blue-tinted room, Huff
feeling very cozy and aloof from the world and
annoying relatives, and remembering his day's
ocenpation in the rival insurance office as if it
were 8 dream.

The door was opened hastily, and a figure pre.
sented itself which dashed their united calm to
atomws.

It was Esther, pale and trembling, her ashen
face emphasized by a black veil around it, and
over her colored dress a heavy black shawl.
Thwaite hurried to her, and took her ungloved
handsin his.

“ My sister ! what las happened to you?”

“Let me sit down, or 1 shall faint,” whis.
pered Esther, dropping her head against his
arm. Thwaite led her to an easy-chair, and
helped her down upon its soft cushions. Tiff
was alert in opening the window, and then run.
ning to Esther’s side, finding her, however, a
little less faint, her eyes looking rapidly from
one to another, as the two sympathetic yvoung
people bent toward her.

* Dear sister,’” sobbed Tiif, *‘has something
terrible happened ¥

“My father,” said the white-faced girl, in
low tones, shutting her eyes.

“Father! father!” cried Thwaite, deeply
agitated, and clutching his sister’s hand in 3
firmer grasp. ** What news of him "

““Dead 1

The young vouple sank on either side of
Esther, crushed and horrified. Without open.
ing her eves, Esther spoke on :

““When 1 told him how you received his
loving messages, brother Will, in one mo-
ment—""

Thwaite’s distress was agonizing. Esther
stopped speaking, opened her eyes, and leaned
forward eagerly.

“Was it right to be so hursh and unyielding
to your own father, Will 1"

Her brother had withdrawn to the other side
of the room, his face buried in his arms against
the wall.

“Oh, Esther,
sobbed.

*“Why, ves, there is hope in this case,” Miss
Thwaite said, in a ditlerent tone. Will Thwaite
turned, his face covered with tears. ‘ You
said it, brother, and vou can undo it. Dead to
youl”

Esther had played a dangerous game, but she
was a determined girl, and felt equal to the
emergency. Her strong presence and sound
good cheer buoyed up the two victims of her
scheme, aud enabled Thwaite to recover from
the shock he had undergone.

Zhe drew a letter from her pocket which had
been written by Will’s elder brother in Chicage
to his father upon hearing of the runaway
match. He praised Will up to the skies, and
declared that any girl he chose must be a price-
less jewel, whether she possessed any or mat,
aud he begged his father to do the handsome
thing by them both. **And so,” concluded
Esther, ** papa wants to give yon a maguoificent
reception."’

She had thrown aside her black drapery, and
dusted the powder from her cheeks with a flour-
ish of her scented handkerchiel, and now ran
1o the parlor door, and called, *‘John!"’ in
business-like way. In another instant a walk-
ing hill of flowers emerged from the shadows of
the entry, and John, in datk green cloth and
silver buttens, set two huge baskets of flowers
upon the carpet. * Papa sent them to you,
Bessie, with his love,” says Esther. *“And I
shall soen be here again, shall 1 not I”

“(Oh do ! answered TitY, hiding her face on
Hutl"s shoulder with a twining of arms.

* Give our love to the governor,” roared Hutl,
tlushed, grinning, jubilant.

Esther laughed merrily, caught up her black
drapery, and ran down-stairs, followed by John,
\\'it}\ a contortion about his lips.

Rose H. Laturor,

have we no- hope "' Tiff

REAacHING out after the unreachable and in.
tangible is when a miansits down where in mistaken
counfidence ho believes a chair to be.

AN editor wrote a head.line—* A Horrible
Blunder”—'* to go over a rail accident, but, though
it was the printer’s fault that it got over the account
of & wedding, the editor was them :n thrashed all the
same.

A maid, as by court records doth appesr,

Whom $20,000 made 30 dear,

Unto hor waiter lover sternly said—

* Forego the weed hefore we go to wead, . .
For smoke takes flame, I'll be that fawne's bricht
wnner .

To have your Auna, give up your Havana.’

The wretch, when thus she brought him to semateb,

Lit his ¢igar and threw away the mateh.




