'WEEKS'

A FAMILY

Pt g AL

I E BIGNEY, w
P a—_—" ©
X n:“*-u of T Weax's. . ¥

. —_—

Scsscareriox,—One Dollar per ‘year;
2Be.

&m“‘rlﬁ"ﬁl -

charged in not paid in

Oné tach, oué insertion . ... .. $0.50

Single Copies 2 cents.

$1.00 per Annum in Advance;

“Hem to the Tine, Tef the €
P P

Two inches, one insertion .. ... 0.90
Each continuation one-fourth of first in-

VOL. 2.

sertion

ACABIA ‘M)

Falconer & Durning’s Coluinn.

To our frieads and Customers we would
say, that having pdrchased a LARGE

Wier gos

previons 10 the partial collapee of the
Works in this placé, we have concluded
to sell all wm'rﬂ GOO;H at
Creatly Reduced
" Pricesto Clear!

Fur Caps and Capes,
A LARGE ASSORTMENT

NET COSTI!

v g

A3

4 ;Mace §t,, Aca(ﬁa MlHQS.

under-

stand it, and that ismore than I can
say of many I heard, It certainly
Wwas pointed, and seomed pointed
at me, and I have heard it said that
itis proof of a good sermon for
each G'pgonnyfoe\ing that.
h'i,. been distinetly preached at.
pormit me, as a friend, Mr.
Herwstead, to guggest that this will
not answer, in our dmy. I fear
from my litfle foretaste, that people.
ot be able to" sit comfortably

ur bothilies, and unless you

Youtnast modify your style.”

“That is' whero I do intend to

preach. Af)east upon the frontiers
of our great West."

“Oh! how dismall” she ex-
claimed; “and can yon, a young, |
and, I suppose, ambitious man,
look forward to being buried alive,
as it were, 1n those remoto reg-
ions?" 2

*“1 assuro you I do not propose
to be buried alive at the Wost. or
spiritually smothered, * as Yyou
hinted, in a fashionable church in
tho East. I think the extreme
West, where States and society are
forming  with such  marvellous
rapidity, is just the place for o

o, and certainly for an am-
05"5 Itis nz&ing 1o have

s part in fo Shaping an
cmpire™ "‘ﬁm;‘,
“You admif Jou, are am-

~ | bitious, then "
“Yes,”
T} “Is that righte”
LT thigk so.”

, almost. wistful
tinge of sadness

3 foel verydifferently, I
i, twenty years honce., Jntiu-
o aiy,

;?h arare thing in
T'imaging it is soon q?‘
everywhare.” - e

“So it is; it neods constant. re-

indling. 3

t then Mrs: Marchmont and

-Rimmorly appeared, und scon
£ I sat down to u late

Ty; and

]

: : 1;73- lblamn he looks against

 { arity with

at ease he was
manner, ' She also
his seclusion from
was the cause of
been employed  in!
richly storing bils m n
to one s0 accustomed’;
cerity of socioty, his perfect frank-
ness of speech and ner was a
hovélty, interesting ﬂr:ot always
plessing. Shoread his thonghts as
shie would an open Page, and saw
that he estecmed ber as a true, sin-
cere girl, kind and womanly, and
that he had for her the strongest
respect. She feared that when he
discovered her true gelt, he would
acorn her to Not that
slie- cared, except ber pride
would be burt. But she foared an
honest man’s verdiet,|

Bat s0on her old jreckless slf
triumphed. “ Of eourse whaié-am
doing will scem awful to him," she
thought; “I knew that before I
commenced. He will not preach
me out of my fur #Mgne half hour.
If I could mags him! love me in
spite of what I am it would be a
great triumbh.  Afterall I am only
actingas all the girls in my set do
when they get a ) It's not
as bad as he makesout,”

Still that was.
f)our. when th
transfigured world together; and
while they saw nature in her rarest
and purest besuty, she had also
boen aglimpse into the more beauti-

the insin-

“|fal world of truth; where Gou

dwells. .
But as the morning advanced,
impulses and better feelings
g’(houghm vanished, even as the
WoM-wreaths woro dropping from
| branch and spray, leaving them as
bate and Jinsightly as before. By

it e sleigh drove up to (b

& nt as ever upon
Zing” the “western giant,”
conspirators had named him,
s her old, decided resolute
thembore resolute boeause
to her, a new hindrance—
"Wn conscience, which Hem-
|stéad bad unwittingly awakenod ;
said %o its wngomfortable
‘Possessor some rathersevero things
that day,

I Lotligwero Bell Parton, she
would havs been in a miserably
undeécided state. But it was
mature to, carry out what ghe
begun, if for no other reason
that she had begun it, and she was
Dot ono o give up a frolic at any
one’s scolding ; not even her own,

As she tripped down the broad
stairs in a rich cloak trimmed with

her
had
han

pe=es

far, she reminded Hemstead of
some rare tropical bird, and De-
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D SOMETHING MORE.

: admiration. Lottie received these | that, with its
tie asSumed an unusnal de-

gree of gaiety during tho early part
9f tho meal, but her flow of spirits |
seomed unequal, and to flag to-
ward the last. She had sudden fits
of abstraction, during which her
Jetty eyobrows contracted into un.
wonted frowns,

er practical joke did not prom-
i50 as well a8 on the evening ®be-
fore. That unexpectod half hour's
talk had shown some actions
in a new light. She did not mind
doing wicked things that had o
splee of hardihood and venture
someness in them. But to do what

dishonorable ‘was another thing,
and she was provoked enough at
it d for having iously
given that aspeet to her aetion
character, and still more
and'perplexed that her conscionco
should so positively side with him, |
Thus it will be scen ‘that her con.

Forrest indulged in many notes of

as a matter of course, but looked
at the student with genuine intor-
est. His expression seomed to
satisfy her, for she turned away to
hide a smile that meant mischief.
It was quietly arranged that
Hemstead should sifbeside her, and
be felicitated himself over their
artifice a8 if it wore rare good for-

tune.

Though the sun-and the rising
breeze had shaken of the clustering
Snow to a great extent, the over-
groens still bent “beneath their
beautiful burdens, some straight

age, where snowy hair and beard

alone suggest the flight of years.
Though the face of nature was so

white it was not the face of death.

{Pfioke was a sense of movement

and life which was in accord with

their own spirits and 1

Snow-birds flutte

in weedy thigkets

¥ “Indeed, T dont't know. For as

@ reason, I suppose, 1s some
“1girls are called witches.”
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that
“the snow.
lared the
moss-lined
and their
‘sometimes heard
‘ehime of the bells,
? & parson erow,”
Marchmont, *How

o

¥

*“Why are crows called parsons,
emstead ?” asks Lottie, as a
I might.

She gave him a quick, keen
look, and said, “1 hope you mean
nothing personal 2

“I should never charge you with
being a witch, Miss Marsden, bat
I might with witcherg,”

“A distinetion without a differ-
ence,” she said, sepking to lead him
on.

“He means," explained DeFor-
rest, “ that you might be bewitch-
ing it you chose,”

“Hush, Julian, you leave no
room for the imagination,” ssid
Lottie frowningly.

Marsden,” said Hemstead; “the
Oceupants seem as glad that the
storm is over as we are. What
piotures of placid content these
ruminating cows are under that
suuny shed. Seo the pranks of
thit colt which the boy is trying
to lead to water. I wish I were on
his back with the prairie before
me.”

“Indeed, are you so anxious to
escape present company "

“ Now Ididn't say that. But we
have passed by, and I fear you did
jnot sce the pretty rural picture to
which “F-called ~ your attention,

fell

“Look at that farmyard, Miss |
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““Well, thero is Herring, 5the
famous English artist, for one,”

“*Herring,’ indeed, You are
evidently telling a fih story,”
said DeForrest, eontemptuously.

“No, he is not” said Lottie,
“Herring is a famous Ppainter,s I
am told, and we have some engray-
i* of bis works.”

And I have read sqmerhere,”
continued Hemstead, “that his
painting of an English farmyard is
the'most celebrated of his works,
Moreover, Judge Marsden, I must
ask of you another decision as to
the evidenco in this case. I affirm
that T did not call your attention
to tho farmyard itself, but to the
oceupants. Is not that true ?"

“I cannot deny that it is.”
© “Woall know that many emi-
nent artists have made the painting
of animals & specialty, and among
[them saclr world-renowned names
88 Landseer and Rosa Bonhear,
Moreover, in the numerous pictares
of the Nativity wé often find the
homely details of the stable intro-
duced. One of Rubens’ paintings
of this sacred and favorite subject,
which hangs in the gallery of the
Louvre, represents two oxen feed-
ing at a rack.”

“Come Julian, hand -over your
sword. It won't do for you or any
one to sit in judgmeut. on such
painters as Mr. Hemstead has |
vamed.  You are fairly Leaten, I
shall admire barn-yards in futare
through thick and thin,”

“That is hardly a fair conclusion
from any testimony of mine,” said
Hemstead, “a barn-yard may be all
that Mr. DeForrest says of it, but
I am sure you will always find
pleasure in secing a fine frolick-
some horse, or a ‘group of patient
cattle. The homely nceossories
may, and sometimes may not add
to the picture,™ =~ Z&ww g

Were I an artist I would know
where to make a sketch to-day.”

@ “I think you will find that Miss
Marsden's tasto differs vory wide]yl
from ‘yours,” said DeForrest, “ that

is, if you give us to understand yon

would seek your themes in a barn-

yard, and set your easel upon a

muck-heap. Though your pictures

might not rank high, they would

still be very rank."

Even Lottio joined slightlyin the
genernl and not complimentary
laugh at Hemstead, which followed
the thrast, but he with heighrened
color said :

“You cannot eriticise my pic-
ture; Mr, DeForrest, for it does not
exist. Therefore, I must conclude
that'your satire is directed against
my ehoice of place and subjects.”

“Yes, as with the offence of
Denmark’s king, they ‘emell to
heaven.’ "

“I appeal to you, Miss N.arsden,
as not tho scent of hay, and the
breath of the cattle as we caught
them passing, swoet and whole-
some ?"

“I cannot deny that they were.”

“You have judicial fairness, and
shall bo umpire in this question,
And now, Mr. DoForrest, there is a
celebrated and greatly admired |
picture in a certain gallery, repre-
senting a sceno from the Roman
Satarnalia. You do not object to
classical accessories
as a work of art 7"

“Not at all.”

“And yet it portrays a corrup-
tion that does in truth offend
heaven;” your muck-beap, which
did not enter into my thoughts at
all, and would not have been in
my pictare counld ¥ paiot ane, would
have been wholesome in compari-
son. Have I made a point Judge
Marsden ?”

“I think you have,”

“Finally, Mr, DeForrest, what
are we to do with the fact that some
of the greatest painters in the world

Wi

s

cedars reminding one of vigorous | have emploped their brushes on
had been made to appear mean and

Jjust such scenes as these, which
perhaps offend your nose and taste
more than they do heaven, .-mdl
pictures such as that farmyard |
{ would suggest adorn the hest gal- |
| leries of Europe 7 |
| “What attists of noto hn\\f’
painted barn-yar " asked |
DeForrest in some confusion i

<

“How do you come to know so
much about pictures? Theology
bas nothing to do with art,”

“I dissent from Judge Marsden's
decision now, most emphatically,”
replied Hemstead. “Is not grue
art fidelity to natare ?”

“Yes, s0 it is claimed.”

“And where does natare come
from? God is tho Divine Artist, |
and is farnishing thomes for all
other artists. God is the author of
landscapes, mountains, rivers, of
scenes liko that we saw this morn-
ing, of a fine fuce and noble form,
as truly as a chapter in the Bible. |
Now, fine painting;

s, statuary and |
music, brinff out the hidden mean-
ingsof nature, and theretore more
clearly God's thought. Thealogy,
or knowledge concerning | our
Creator, is a science to whieh
everything can minister, and surely
the appreciation of the beautital
should be learned in connection
with the Author of all beauty.”

“I never theught of God in that
light before,” said Lottie, “He
has always scemed like one watch-
ing to catch me atsomething wrong.
Our solemn old Sunday-school
teacher used to ‘say to us childron
Just before we went home. Now,
during the week whenever you are
tempted to do anything wrong, re-
member the text, * Thou God scost
me."” When wasn't I tempted to
do wrong? and I had for a long
time the uncomfortable foeliog that
twa great oyes were always staring
at me. Bat this isn't sleigh-riding
chit-chat,” and she broke into a
merry little trill from a favorite
opera,

Hemstead, with his strong love
of the beautiful, could not help |
watching hor with deepening inter-
est. The rapid motion, the music
of the bells, the novel scenery of
the sun-lighted, glittering world
around her, and chief of all her
abounding health and animal life,
combined to quicken her excitable
natvre ihto the keenest enjoyment.
From her red lips came ripples of
laughter, trills from operas, saliies
of fun that kept the entire party
from the thought of heaviness, ami
to honost-minded Hemstead, woro
the evidences of a happy, innocent
heart,’

With secrot exultation she saw
bow rapidly and uncousciously the

|

I

By

unwary’student was passi der
the spell of her beauty d h-
ery. .

One must havo been cufsed with
a sluggish, halfdead body, and a
torpid saul, had he not
% the iofluences under wi r
gay party spent the next fow
hours,  Innumerable snow-flakes
‘had carried down from tige aix evory
particle of impurity, and let jt
sweet and wholesome enough to
scem the elixir of immortal youth.
[t was tempered also, that it only
braced and stimulated. The raw,
pinching coldness of the previous
day wasgone, The sun, undimmed
by a éloud, ‘shone genially, and
caves facing. tho south were drip-
ping, the drops fulling liko glitter-
Ing gems,

Now and then s breezo would
career down upon them, and ecatch-
ing the light snow from the adjacent
fence, would cast it into their faces
as a mischievous sehocl-boy might.

“8top that!” said Lottie to one
of -these sportive zephyrs. “Do
youcall that a gust of wind? T de-
@lare it was a viewless sprite—or a
party of snow elves playing their
mad pranks upon us,”

“I profer fairies loss cold snd
ethereal,” waid DeForrost with a
meaning lookk at tho epeaker,

“What do you prefer, Mr. ITom-
stead,” she nked. “ But where we
People of tho world speak of fhities,
sprites and nymphs, I suUppose you
permit yourself to think only of
angels.”

“Why so 7"

“You might use your wings and
leave us.”

“Were I'one, I would mot leave
you after that speech: But sce how
far T am from it. 1 weigh one
hundred and fifteen pounds.” I

“I wish you were no farther off
e =Y

“What do you mean ?”

“It's not our weight in avoirdu-
pois that aragsusdown. Bat I am
not going to preach any more to
day. Listen to the bells—how they
echo from the hiflside 7"

“Yes, Julian, listen to Bello,"
said Lottie -to DeForrest, who was
about to ‘speak.  “T'm talking
to Mr. Hemstead. See thosp snow
crystals on my muff, How ean you
account for so many odd.and beauti-
fal shapes 9

“To me all the countless forms in

said Hemstead, “ prove an
i mind  gra itself.
They are expressions of creative
thought.”

-

ng

““ Nonsense!  God docsn’t bother
with such little things as these.”
“We do not know what seems
small or great to Him. The migro-
scope revaals as much in one direc-
tion as the ‘elescope in apotker,
and the common housefly in sizo
seems mid-way in animal life"
“And do you believe that the

divine hand is employed in forming

such trifles Y

Bat these
avalanche and the
protection for next year's

trifles make i
winter's
harves

“What is that?” said Harcourt
from the front seat, where ho was

riving.

Do _you know,” eried Lottic,
“that Mr. Hemstead thinks that=
everything we see, éven to nature's
smallest trifles, an ‘ expression of
the Divine creative thought." "

“Is that scene such an expres-
sion?” askod Harcourt. with
sneering laugh in which the others

ined.
the roadside there was a small
hovel, at the door of which a half:
fed, ill-conditioned pig was squeal-
ing. When they wero just op
site, u slatternly, carroty-headed
woman opened the door and raised
her foot o drive the clamorous
beast away, Altogether it was ag
squalid and repulsive & picture us
could well be imagined,

Searching for proof.
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