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NEAR TO NATURE': HEART.

Out of the depths of nuture

oweot thoughta at times will start

Jhin riso, like a fragrant incense,
Cheering the downeast heart,

The chirp of the bird ur the ericket,

o The luttering leaves of the trees,

The odor of wondland fowors,
Wooed by a southern hreeze.

Tl'u‘y warmth of the sumnmer sunshine,

o Phe lowing of kine o the hill,

Tho silvery sky-hung ereseent,
Or the ery of the whip-puor-will,

Brings buck to the hanrt that is brooding
Some hnppy dream that is past

To eludden and cheer, fur the moment.
Though the joy is too sweet, Lo Just.

Ar a child to it mother turning

. Finds ever a qguick relicf,

So onr common wother, Nature,
Gives soluce for every erief,

Jasks Crannsce Harvey.

A BROKEN CHORD.

My dear.” —Two words on the otherwise
Llank sheet of paper the man by the desk looked
down upon.  Tuvoluntarily he smiled ; not that
he suspected Richard Haines of tender intents,
only it were not unressonable it ndght e sa,

Three words would have changod life mater-
inllv that mowmwent to the mun besidle the desk.
But he could not dream of this ; ke only turned
awav forgetful to wonlder where wos Rietard
Hdues,  His business was of stacks, tut he
quite forgot when lichapl Haines appeared ;
somethirng betwixt a Langh and o whistie moved
hix lips as he noted the quick cjaculations, the
energy with which the suggestive paper was
sthut within the desk,

This was more than business of stoek, then,
aftee wll Amid his surprise there flashed a
stad leu unexplaipable curiosity as to that other
wunl; he wished Richard Haines bad written
it. Ruta vaice a bit impatient broke in upon
his thonghts,

*1donot kvow as 1 shall ever rid myself of
the bad habit of leaving things about ; even
urfinished  letters lie lvose for every oune to
LN

“Inlove for the first time, aud in the first
stagees 3 that was evident,”  thought Hobart
Chif.

A ealamity in this case, Haines,” Le an-
swored, gravely 3 1 think you are very muoeh
the man with the gty conseience who needeth
noaccuser.  And, now Ilook at vonu, vou de
uot seem at all o man of stocks this woraing ;
you lnok rather like a man in love.”

Do L A faohish little laugh broke on the
other’s lips,  *CWall, CHIE, | must confess T am
——with the dearest, sweetest little girl in all the
world,  We me not vet gnite eggaged, but |
am sure of her-—that is everything, Chif, you
kllﬂ\v."

“ Yes” It was the one word he could utter,
so precipitately Richard Haines wont on

“She has 3o many lovers, this little lady,
amd, oddly, Tam the last of all.  For T lave
only known her a few wee ks ¢ she chianced to me
one day, and I—1 fell in love with her at ones.
[ wonld not have believed a nin could be so
fuolish, but I gueas it often happons so.  By.
the-way, how is the little gitls up in Medway,
clary

Heobart ClifF started at the que-tion : the ban-
tering smile left his face, e had, this brief
moment, quite forgotten the girl in Medway ;
for the first time in weeks she, with attendant
matters, had been clearly off his mind. To have
her recalled in this sudden fashion, and all the
rest brought back so plainly, was almost more
than he could endure.

¢ Miss Burnaby is well, Haines.”

Any other time Richard Haines woulil have
stares] at the testy answer; he was saite too
absorbed now in his own ecstatic business ; his
lips moved for further confidences, but the other
man grew saddenly impatient of his time,  He
hurried through his errand as best he conld, and
went back to his ollice to-—-to drum idly on his
desk and think of IHester Burnaby. He had
thought of her to the detriment of all businoss,
these few weeks past —alas! never ouce as
should a lover, though always she was the wirl
he wax engaged to marry—tlie woman who must
be his wife. Suggestion had loomed but to be
battled bravely, to be cast, even with unstained
honor, down.  Always the inevitable had beon
Hester Burnaby.

Honor had served Hobart Cliff'a lifetime, but
haonor strangely misbebhaved to-day. Some im-
petus from that office-scene, he knew not what
opened his seul unto suggestion ; for the first
time he suffered it, for the first time be sutlered
it, for the first timo permitted the sweet face of
Hester Burnaby to fade beneath thoe light of one
no fairer, yet, these latter days, a very heaven
to him.

He thought it out that day. Honor barred,
he could rearon ealmly ; he did not love Hester
RBurnaby, he could never feel for her again what
he hnd fancied onee he did.  Under these cir-
cumstances it would be—yes, it would be wrong
to matry her; better an avowal even of faith.
Jessnuss now, than the mockery of fulfillment
uuto her lifelong misery. This last wus a false
view of honor; she would be the last to crave
such netof him. On thisline he thought it out,
It was strange how the illusion grew.  What
would have seemed to him in the morning
most a crime unpardonable, grew at evening n

very duty—to break his engagement with Hester
Burnaby, With ready pen he did this—yea,
with elot}ucnce of words—bat, for all, he hesi-
tated ay he signed his name ; he had the strange
ferling, that moment, a man might have who
way signing his own death warrant.

Hobart CHIF had been o faithful lover in
bonor’s stiff requirements.  Hewas Hester Bur.
naby’s hetrothed iu the maddest strivings of his
fresher passion ; he had never once, of his own
planning, sought the girl who had entranced
him ; he had even stxid from places where he
kuew that he would meet her; he had, at
times, been houestly sorry that they met so
much by chance.

i» meant to be cireumspect now ; he would
wait at least till he received back his ring and
letters ere he went with his tender story to Elsie
Cray. But the old tielcosened, the new passion
arose in might ; it wus only the following even-
ing that he took his way to the pretty up-town
cottage, with his whole soul upon his lips. So
fond, so eager, with not even a thought now for
Hester Burnaby.

‘“} am sure of her—that is everything, CIiff,
you know.,”

He smiled as he recalled the words ; he won-
dered if Richard Haines was really as sure of his
little girl ag he was of Elsie Cray.  For he was
sure of her! Jubiluntly he remembered the
many favors she had shown him, the shy but
tender Jooks with which she had answered the
at times nucentrolluble passion of his look and
act. Mis own~-his own little Elsie !  Ah, how
bis soul Taughed as he drew near the house !

A pretty picture made Elsic Cray on the piszza
that bright evening, looking up at the voung
moon with a light song on her lips. Was she
thinking of him ¢ He approached with step so
hushed, so softly, she did note his presence till
he was mnost beside her.

¢ Flsie 17

She had turned, ere the little word, in quick
surprise towards him.  Most women would nave
lost self-possession before the soul within his
face, bmt Flsio Cray was quite used to souls ; she
was 4 lady with many lovers, and with only a
quiet gmile she vxtended her hand to kim.

“ You tind me dreaming like a schooluirl, Mr.
CHIF, but—1 am pleased to see you.”

He was not in the wood, one brief moment,
for such words as these.

“Elsiel” The nawme had been a song; it
broke now, a «ry of mingled yearning and
demand, * Blsie, you know why 1 have come.
You o not know why | have staid away ; there
were reasons, amd b will explain, 1ean explain,
but-—oh ! not this precious moment; just this
little moment open vour dear lips and te'l we
that yon love me.  If ouly oune little word, my
darling ¥ That were more to me even than ten-
Qerer things uow, Elsie.™

Sa quiet the ending, so assured.  So eagerly,
vet so patiently, he waited for her; he would
not so mueh as totch her little haad, he theughr,
till she should bid him. He had beena mystery
to Flsie Cray these weeks; he wonld have been
a mystery to her now had she had spuce for
thought, bu! she was quite too absorbed in the
auswer she should make bhim,

1 am very sorry to hear you talk this way,”
she said, after a littls, quietly Jooking up at
hini, “ You fancied that T liked you, and 1 did ;
had you spoken sooner”——she had a fashion of
being complimentary at such times—** had you
spoken sooner | do nat say how things might
have turned.  But it is useless retrospectiog
now, for the simple reason that 1 am engaged to
be married, Mr, CLE™

“Rogaged, Flse 17

“Yes; to Mr. Richand Haines.'

- - - - »

It was a hard night for two of them. For the
man walking away that first moment, from
Fisie Cray, gradually to awake 1o the crushing
reslization that what had been life to hitn was
but simple play to her. A heartless coquette,
meaniug to give horself to no man ¢ave such an
one as Richard Haines-—the rich stockbroker,
whose wealth held raok in millions.  Z%is was
Flsie Cray, the woman he had worshiped—the
woman, despite himself, he worshiped still.

He had been wont, in little troubles, to turn
to Hester Burnaby ; her advice, her comfort in
any perplexity had been eagerly songht by him,
With strange forgetfulness his heart called out
for her this hour ; u wild cry rang out upon the
night as suddenly he realized the g-utle words
that he had murdered, the faithful, tond caresses
his own mad hand had made dead things for
ever,

Strange, strange for all, that moment passion
rested ; life grew naught to him simply that
Hester Burnaby had died,  For she was dead—
dead ! This was the one thought of his weary
brain as he walked along,

Hard for two of them. For the girl, sitting
with the letter he had sent her, with pallid face
and nevvous fingers chutching it. She had loved
him s0; it seemed so hard, so very hard he
should be false to her—his love, she had be-
lisved for ecternity, to live only four little
mohths,  This was the simple acke of her heart
that hour; all the pain her poor heart could
grasp,

Over and over she had read the letter ; she
seemed strangely to ¢ling to the cold, cruel
missive his hand had written him,

““ Would it be right for me to marry you vith
wy heart bound up in another woman? s it
not better to e even what the world calls dis.
honorable, than to deceive unto certain misery ¥
L know yon would not have it so, Hester ; when

LX]

you should——'"" Her eyes were wandering
down the words again, but suddenly she pansed;
a poiut of argument rose up before her she was
bound to reason out. A point of argument way
much to her, that hour; she began eagerly to
question this thing he had done to her,

What 7 Simply told the truth—the truth
which /e could not help, however hard it was for
her to bear. This was all that he had done : he
was right, he wag noble ; all that was honorable
in man honored Hobart Cliff. For had he not
done uobly by her? What mattered the hard-
ness of the little present to the loveless mar-
riange he had spared her, the years of misery ?
What '

‘* Bound up in another woman.” The words
fleshed suddenly ; she clasped her hands above
the Jetter, and u smile played about her lips.
She was recalling that day she told him that if
only he were huppy, she must be happy, too;
even should he come to love another, as long as
he was sati fied, she must be happy.

She had meant it truly ; it had been always
her idea of love.  And now the time had come ;
this very moment she saw him bending down to
the girl he worshiped ; she listed his tender
kisses, the murmaured rapture of his words. Her
soul clisped its west 5 she Jooked, she listened,
with the sile still on Ler lips,

But—so quickly the burden passed ; era the
morrow she had drunk unto the dregs of bitter-
uess.  Eich day harder, esch the emptiness of
her lile wore insupportable.  And, bhecause
emotion must have some exercise in her, she
hardened towsrds the man she had loved so
fondly, each day came nearer hating him.
Haobart CHY had grecped i all that was sweet,
wotanly iu Hester Burnaby his own mad hand
had muardered :

Still, strive as she did, she could not forget
those four little months. One evening there
dawned on her the strange fauney that if she
could fally realize his happiness she might be
reconciled to this all.  The funey grew a fas-
cinating desire to see him hending towards this
Eisie Cray, to watch his dark eyes light and his
strong, sure hand caress her ; to see—how much
fonder, tenderer it would be than it had been
with her.

Why not ! The letter had particularized ; it
was bu. a little distance to the city, and, once
there, she might find a way. An hour later
Hester DBurpa'sy stood in the city’s streets.

She had nwo plan, she only wulkeld hurrieldly
ou towanls the pretty cottage, trusting 1o chunce
to help her. They might be on the porch this
pleasant evening ; it was growing dark, and
they would not notice that a girl walked slowly
---he wouid not, at least; he had been her
lover, and she knew, she thought, with a bitter
laugh.

Slowly she dr-w near the houge. The porch
was empty ; she wns passing disappeintedly
when, just withis a window, she saw two sitting
-—a fair face turned toward her, oue berding to
toy with a little hand. It was hsrder than
Hester Burnaby had thought ; her heart heat
loadiy ; with a little despairing ery she turned,
wheu suddenly vue lookad up.

Al ! a erystill but a ery of bewilderment and
joy.  Bewildering admitting but the one tue:
that it was all a lie ; strapge as it was, a lie—
for ever. G .ddy with excitemeat, she huriied
back again up the streetr; she did not note the
tall figure turning the ¢orner till it passed beside
hery she looked up bewildered still. It was
uot strange looking that the sweet face grew,
that she gazed into that face with a teuderer
passion than even her tender heart had known
—-r:ot strange that juaiden coyness banished.

“ Hobart—dear Hobart, is it you I

He stood staring at her; his brain w s weary
vet, and, at odd times, that strange faney came
back to him. But when she spoke a light crept
into his fice, revealing how his heart had turued
back to her since that hard night.

** Hester you speak to me that way ! You are
not angry with me for all that I have done?
Ah, you pity me ; some way you have heard the
story of ser coquetries, how she led me on to
worship her— you know it all, and—you are not
angry ¢ You understand that there is such a
thing as enchantment, and that the man so for-
tunate as to break the spell may find his own
true soul again ? Hester, little one, 1 know [ do
not deserve it, but-—you spoke those sweet words
to me; you are going to forgive me —~to be to
me as in the old days—"

He paused abruptly, for the first time he real-
ized her changing face. A moment she regard-
ed him,

““ That would be impossible,”’ she answered,

coldly; ““it is a broken chord that may never
. resound again,”
So she walked away trom him. His eyes did
. not follow her; he only looked over where she
. had stood, with afaint smile on hislips. Ithad
 baen but a vision--it was as he had fancied-—
Hester Burnaby was dead.
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PROCESSION AT NEVADA.

At Anstin, Nevada, on July 4, the public pro-
_cession contained a locomotive and two flat cars
i which moved in a stately way through the main
street, the cars being decorated and fitted lor
the display of emblematic devices and cariying
young women representing the States, and
symbolizing virtues, sciences, arts, and trades.
The grade of the railway which passes up
through the wmaio street of the town from the
station of tho Nevada Central is 124 feet to the
100, and being on the natural route of the pro.

cession, the locomotive and cars were utilized
to most excellent and peculiarly effective advan-
tage.

%\ correspondent says that all went smooth
and easy enough going down the steep grade,
the brakes being very competent and responsible
hands, but many mechanically appreciative in-
dividuals were curious to see how it would be
in coming up—whether the speed could be re-
gulated to the pace of the procession marching
before and behind. But that gallant little
motor, weighing 33,000 pounds, just worked its
way up the steepest plain road in the country,
slowly, carefully, with the precission of clock-
work, and reguiated exactly to the gait ot the
procession. There was no difficulty whatever
about it.

SEWER (GAS AND TYPHOID FEEER,

)r. George Hamilton, in the Medical Record,
takes issue with those whn assnme the couvey.
ance of germs of typhoid and scarlet fevers,
diphtheria, and dysentery by contaminatea
drinking water, and who do not believe that
sewer gas can spread the infection or originate
the diseases. Referring to the epidemies that
sometimes occur suddenly in cities fed with
drinking water from sowme common source, he
says that their sudden appearance and as sudden
disappearance cannot be attributed to the char-
acter of the water, except an the supposition
that the water changes sudd uly from purity to
impurity, and vice verse, a supposition incom-
patible with the delivery supply of water fiom
reservoirs. Walled-up cesspools, he says, are
common in the city and not usually found in
the country, and the exhalations trom unventil-
ated and uneared for vaults have much to do
with the prevalence of typhoid diseases.

MISCELLANY.

[t will be snme time yet before the musum of
casts now being formed at South Kensington
will be open 1o the jublic, but a considerahle
number of casts for the illustration of the history
of aucient art have already been collecten.
Among the latest acquisitions are four slabs from
a frieze recently brouzht from Lycia by Prefes-
sor Benudorf, and which now adorns the Museum
at Vienna. The material of this frieze is wor
warbie, but caleareous stoue, and the surface of
the relief has suffured a good deal from weather
but uwotw th-tauding this the sculpture ws-If
shows that the design and execution belorg o
the fine period of ancient art. Oue of the slils
represents a four-horse chariot, the horses group-
ed in the same wauner as on the medallions -t
Syracuse, Un another slab is a female figure,
probably that of a «ticen.

A MISNIVE is now being cirenlated amongthe
followers of Mahomet, intimativg that the sun
will this momh, resersing his usnal order of
procedure, rize in the West. The purpose of this
strange phenomenon is to announce the day of
wrath which isto follow the dav of merey. The
excitement created in the East by the circalation
of this prediction is of course extraordinary.
R -peatedly in the middle ages kindred predue-
tions exercised a sadly disturbing influence upon
Christendem. But it is among the imaginative
people of the Orient that the effect of such
deliverances is most marked. A short time ago
Mahomet Sali stated that the founder of Islam
hal appeared to him and warned him that the
end was near. Moteover, it is notorious that the
False Prophet of the Soudan claims to be the
Mahdi, whose adveut is to precede the final
agonies of the world. It is ditlicult to account
for the myths that have arisen on the subject.

TrUTH says :—Prople are vastly mistaken if
they suppose that a visit 10 Windsor sigmfies
confidential intercourse with the royual hostess.
The guests, and such of the household as are in-
cluded in the dinuner-party, assemble in the
grand corridor, and the Quecn enters from her
private apartwients, just as the repast is an-
nounced, and accords a formal greeting to each
persen.  The company then goes into the din-
ing-room {the Qak Room), and during dinver
conversation is, of coutse, of a very vapid sort,
¢ Shakespeare and the musical glasses.”  After
diuner the party meet again in the corridor, and
her Majesty goes round the circle, speaking per-
haps for two minutes to each person, after which
she retires, and the guestsad) urn to one of the
drawing-rooms, to finish the evening with music
or cards. Next morning they leave without hav-
ing pgiin seen the Queen, so that very littie
politicul capital can be made out of a visit,

A cONTRIRUTOR to a P'aris coutemporary says
the season of London is about ts finish with a
marriage **of first rate.” It refers to the fancée,
an American lady, who, we are told, has no ve.
cessity to offer herself in a shower of pearls and
dollars, the gold of her hair and the royalty of
her twenty vears being enough. This is charm-
ing as far as it goex, but the announcement that
the proposed bridegroom is Lord Wolseley is
rather a staggerer,

Tukre is a dispute between two great fencing
masters as to their relative prowess, amd it is pro-
posed, therefore, to have a grand assault ; but
the dilliculty in arranging the terms is that one
of the two celobrities wished to have, while the
other will not aceept, *¢ white waistcoats anld
blackenod foil buttons.” He saysit is lowering
the dignity of the profession. Dear, dear! this

is particular and grand,




