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SOMEBODY'S MOTHER.

Tho woman was old, and ragged and gray,
And bent with the child of a Winter'sday
The s.rects were white with a recent snow,
And the woman's feet with age were slow.

At the crowdoed crossing she waited long,
Jostled aside by the careless throng
Of human beings who passed her by,
Unheeding the glance ot her anxivus eye.

Down the street with laughter and shout,
Glad in the freedom of ** school let out,”
Come happy boys, like a ek of sheep,
Hailing the snow piled white and deep:
Past the woman, so cold and gray,
Hasten the ehildren on their way,

None offered a helping hand to her.

So weak and timid, atraid to stir,

lest the exrringe-wheels or the horses” feet
Should trample her down tn tiwe slippery street.

At last came out of the merry troop

The gayest boy of all the group;

He paunsed beside heor and whispered low,
“IIE help you scross, 18 you wish to go.”

Her aged hand an his strong young srm

She placed, and so, withont hurtor harm,
{e guided the trembling feel along,

Proud that his own were young and strong :

Then back agniu to his friends he went,

His voung hesrt happy and well content,

< Jhe's somebody's mother, bova, vou know,

For all she's aged, and poor, and slow

And some one, some time. iy lond a hand

Toheip my mother—you umie i
fever she's poor and old and

And her own dear bay so far awny,”’

“Somebody s wmother'” bowed foaw her head

In her howe that night, and 1oe prayer she said
Was, " aod be Kind to thet noble boy,

Who is somebody s son and pride and joy.”

Faint was the votee
But Heaven Jivts wi
Angels caupht 1}
And  Bomebody’s Mather's" praver was heand.
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went ¢ity practitioner was giving some consis
erotien to the words of the oid aunt from the
country, who, having sown the seed of a good
suggestion, wisely held her paice, only glanecing
occasionally over her spectacles at her delicate
niece.

That young lady Jdid not even take the trouble
to fook disgusted at her @rand-atut’s charming

comparisons. She sat on the sofo, with her fair,
pretiy head resting on  her anxious father's |

shoulder. Her blue eves were turned toward
the window, in a droary gaze at nothing more
izteresting than the tops of the neighboring
housss.

A widowed father quite naturaily makes an
idol of his «nly drughter: but a man's idol
should be like a jointed doll, moved tosit,
stand, or pose only in accord with his will. It
is an unpleasant surprise for a man to discover,
as in this :nstance, that his pretty plaything has
wishes and emoticns which dv not come within
his contral.

Outward obedience Florence Gay gave most
datifully to her father; but the roses faded
from her charming face, and health and strength
slowly waned, till the beautiful girl was only a
shadow of herself. Aunt Cyuthia, whose good
sense and long experience made her a family
oracle, was sent for, and so strong was her faith
in the out-door cure she proposed that she over-
came the hesitating objections Mr. Gay broughs
forward, and with the unexpected aid of the
family physician, who found the case both ob-
stinate and pnzzling, carried Ler point and per-
suaded them to try her preseription.

Persous of seventy, even when as active as
Aunt Cynthia, do not usually join camping-out
parties, but as the old lady had propesed the
scheme herself, she was determined to see it car.
ried out ; so the week after Dr. Delaplaine had
given his approval, found her, with the invalid
niece, the half-consenting father, and a voung
lady, who had been persuaded to join them,
perched upon Summit Mouuntain,

Aunt Cynthia would have had them live in a
very primitive picnic-fashion, but her nephew,
being more sophisticated, had insisted on so
many luxurious necessities that she gave up the
control of the expedition, and the accommoda-
tion became quite palatial compared to her
former experience of wood-life. There was a
sleeping-tent spread under the trees for the
ladies, furnished with beds made of hemlock
boughs. In Mr. Gay’s tent a comfortable cot
awaited his hours of rest ; but his aunt was lirm
about the hemlock boughs for the invalid, and
to encourage hy example, nightly laid her an-
cient bones on 4 similar cooch.

““The smell of it's better than physic,”’ she
asserted, and noone being dispeswl 1o argument,
she had her way ; although Helen, Fioy's friend,
protested that her plumpshoulders were decorat-
ed with a fine insaglio in evergreen pattern,

There was & smaller tent for Mark, Mr. Gay’s
servant, and some woodsmen, who were ergaged
to help and protect the party from possible an-
noyances ; and a commodious parlor tent, fitted
up with rugs, folding chair, a rough table, well
concealed by a handsome cloth, bonks, papers,
wiiting facilities, a8 mechanical lamp, and an
oil-stove to make it a comforiable retreat when
the mornings and evenings were cold.
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! Hammocks and large eamp-chairs, that Floy
cand Helen would gladly have used for beds, had
- they possessed coursge to repudiate tho hemlock
t couches, were invitingly placed under the trees,
! with sciap baskets at hand to hold books aund
' fancy-work, The soft, thick carpet of cool gray
. aud enchanting ewerald green, and the roof, an
" arabesque of lance-like points and foliated sprays
; against the clearest azure, weie uature’s own
s contribution to the sanitarium.

1t is hardly necessary to tell the well-informed
! reader that the sky was blue with a heavenly
! blueness, the forests a gleaming glow of scarlet
Land gold, and the atmosphero a softly-tinted
{ haze that might have heen vapory smoke creep-
: ing through the earthy crust that covers subter-
' tanean fires where prisoned guomes melt rabies
¢ and rare metals in the fervent heat.
] Aunt Cynthia, surveying the landscape calmly
* through her second-best spectacles (she was well
to do, and wore gold ones Sundays), said it was
“ always so in Injun summer,” but Helen, who
- had only enjoyed nineteen opportunities of ob.
‘serving the varied seasons circliog round, ex-
- hausted her adjectives in the vain attempt to
! express Lier rapture,

Floy, lyiug on the canvas chair, stretehed to
its utmost limit and covered with rugsto form a
ouch, watched the leaves' reaseless dance, and
»said Httle ; but Aunt Cynthia, giving her closer
cobservation than the beanties of autumn,
thought she saw, day after day, a brighter tinge
of color come to her cheeks auld the faiut rose of
her lips deepen to a scarlet line. Batshe was
“languid and sifent still, and it was hard to
; awaken her to interest in anything.

“Why is it, Miss Steel, that poor Floy has
“changed <o 7 Helen asked, one day. ** She
; was 5o bright and happy once.”

* You may as well call me Aunt Cynthy. |1
ain't used to Miss Steel.”

t “ Thanks. Well then, Aunt Cynthy, what is
ihe matter with Floy

i *“She’s kinder under the weather, dear, a
“leetle ran down, you know."”

“ Oh, ves, a blivd man ecan see that ; but |
“want to know what ails her 17

* Malaris,” replied the spiuster, drawing up
her lips and carefully seraping the dirt from a
root she had been diggine ap with her fingers.

¢ Nounsense,” said Helen, impatiently, “Why
can't you tell me the truth ¥

“Taere, 1 do believe it really is yarrow I said
~Aunt Cynthia, trivmphantiy, guawing a bitof
- her exhuru-d treasure.

“Ob, please answer me,” persevered Helen,
‘I dou’t believe vou care a straw about your
old reots and herbs. You Jdon't want to taik
about Floy, for you are afraid to trust me.”

The ohi lady turned suldenly, prepared to
give a searching luok at the questiouer, and
diseovered that the grieved brown eyes were
full of tears.  She melted at onee. Her exterior
“was somewhat forbidding, but her heart was
i tender as a baby’s. “Deary we, child,” she ex-
i claimed, throwing down her prize, * what have
I done to hurt your feelin's ¥

*¢ Nothing, ouly vou won't understand how
worried 1 am about Flov, and you won't trust
cme. You would if you knew what friends we
, were at achool. 1 don't believe we had a
i thought we did not tell each other.”

“ S0 her father says ; but dees she ever tell
vou anything now ¥’

“That is what seems =0 strange, Aunt
Cynthia. She seems to like me ta be with
her ; but she does not talk {o me about auy-
:thing. Oh, she is so changed

‘¢ Did she write to you when you was over in
Europe

“ Yes, at first; but after a while the letters
stoppad, and | heard nothing at all. 1 dit not
think it so very strange, for we were travelling
fast then, aud might easily have missed our let-
iters.  When we came home, in August, vou
t know, 1 supposed, of course, that Floy was out
of town, till her father told papa she was sick, [
thought I never should get to see her. Every
time 1 called T was met by the same remark
“Trom the Lutler, ¢ Miss Florence is too ill to see
company, mum.” [ grew to hate that potipous
old Albert. 1 believe he enjoyed keeping me
out.”

““Well, I don’t take much stock in him
myself,” assented Aunt Cynthia, * 1 missed
my silver fruit-knife while | was to James's, and
I mistrust he took it.”

‘“ Bat what was the mattor with Floy ¥ per-
sisted Helen.

““ The doctor, he called it nervous prostration
and malaria, sorter mixed,” said the old lady,
looking back at her niece to see if they were
within her hearing, *and her father, he got
scared about her, poor motherless thing. I wish
he’d sent after e before. Come down the hill
@ ways, where she can’t see us; | hate to have
her think we're talking her over.”

““ I'll run back and get a basket, and tell her
we are going for ferns,” said Helen, taking her-
self at her word anw. running to the tents.

She wag back in a momnent with her basket,
and a little fleecy *¢ fascinator” for Aunt
Cyuthia,

“ Bless your thoughtful little heart,’ said
that lady, tying up her ears and climbing briskly
up the rocky path, where Helen helped her
whenever she would allow herself to be helped.

““ My nephew sent for me,” she began, when
they had fouud comfortable mossy seats for
themselves, in a sheltered s;0t where the wind
reached them not, *“and [ left everythin' and
come straight down to the city. Floy was sick ;
there wus no dispotin’ it, and it was a long
time before I could get at the real trouble. It
was the doctor finally gave me a glimpse of it,

i

and 1 went straight to Jamey, ¢ James,” says
I, * You've let Florence get n disappointment,
and 1 ain't sure but it’'s killin' her.,” He way
very stubborn, he iy yet, and pretends he dou’t
believe that's what ails her.  But he knows bet-
ter.”

‘ Oh, has Floy had a lover, and won't her
father let her have him 1" exclaimed Helen.,
* Oh, how lovely ! [ alwaya told Floy she’d be
engaged befors me.”

1 can’t say about being engaged,” said Aunt
Cynthia, doubtfully.

“Won's Mr. Gay consent to an engagement?”’

 He'd consent fast enough, and be as pleased
as pie if she'd only be engaged to the right man;
but you see there's twoof ‘em,”

“lwao lovers 17

““ Yes, beaus or lovers, whichever you want
to call "em.”

‘“ But Floy Jdoesn’t want them both,” said
Helen.

“Of course she don't,” said Aunt Cynthin,
diswpprovingly, “ Florence isn’t a Marmon or
a Shaker, or u bigamy, or auy of those thiugs.
But as well as I can get hold of the story,
there is, or was, two men wauting to marry her,
and they’ve both been sent about their busi-
ness.”’

* Who sent them off, did Floy 1

* She let thew both go. There was a right
one and 2 wrongone, sud as she couldn’t have
Mr. Right, she wonldn't have Mr. Wrong.”

“ But what does it all meant 1 wish Floy
would tell me the whole story hersolf.” ’

“1 wish she would; but she hasn't talked
eunough all put togther, to tell the story sinee 1
came into the house,  No nye ean make her talk
or take A inite of interest in anything, and till
we fetched her ap hiere she seemed 1o get poorer
and poorer all the time. | ean’t say she's fat-
tening yet, but she does have a shade more
colar,”

*“ Poor Floy ! She is only  wreck of what
she used to L.’

““ Yes, any one can see that, except her
father.”

“Oh Aunt Cyathy, he does see it. [ have
seen him wateh her till the tears came iuto
his eves,"

“Have you, really ' said Miss Cynthia,
seorr:fully. ©*Well, if a pailful of tears came futo
each eve, and fell ut in a stream, 1 woubly't
pity i When iy own nivee that | brooght
up, Florence's own wotlier, died, 1 felt for James
from the bottam of my heart, be grieved so. It
used tocomfort me inmy own affliction to see
how true he mourned, and as the time went
on and he never seemed inclined to take up
with a second wife, but set his whole mind on
the girl she left,——that’s Florence—1 got just
about a3 jond o bim as { wsed to be of Cildy,
that died.  But I'm free to say he's disappointed
me now, the way he's been crossing his own
child, Tidy’s zirl, teo.” ’

** There must hiave barn some rveason,” said
Heler, “ for [ know he's worried to death ahout
Flay.  He cume himself to beg papa to let me
cotre up here with her, and when papa sait 1
must go to West Virginia with hiimn to see grand-
ma, he gave him no rest till he let me off and
promised | should join your party. He said 1
could cheer up Floy if any one coull: but |
dun’t have much sucesss. Still T think she likes
me to be with her.”

** She’d cught to, for vou're a good girl,” said
Aunt Cynthis, giving her un expressive little
nod, ““ but it ain’t in your power, nor wins, to
do much for her.”

* Who is Mr. Right ¢ Do you know ! asked
Helen, suddenly.

‘1 know "emn both by name, but not by eye-
sight, but I don't know which is which. There's
a Mr. Muxwell and & Mr. Martin, One of ‘em
is the son of a man that James had & business
difficulty with years ago. The other is the son
Ct.:f friend he used to think the world an’ all
of.

“T know a Mr. Maxwell. Is his name
Arthur ¥

“Yes, 1 think so.”

“Then [ think I know him. 1 would give
auything to kuowif he is the cue.  Would it do
to ask Floy 17

*“1 don't think it woald be best to say any-
thin® to her about the affair, unless we had some
gool news to tell,  The doctor said something
like that to me 'fore we came away,” ’

““Well, we can find out some other way, per-
haps. I am certain I should have known it all
from Floy i1 had not been away at the time.
Bat doyou know if Mr. Gay had any personal
objection to the man Floy liked "

**1 guess there was nothing against him ex-
cept that he was his father's son, and turned
up in time to spoil the other man’s chanees.”

¢ Maxwell, Maxwell,” said Helen to herself,
musingly ; I wonder if Arthur Maxwell is the
man Floy is breaking her heart for,”

There was a lake not far below their campiog-
ground, skirted by n broad belt of beaches, be-
yond which, on the opposite side, wus a scat-
tered settlement too small to bo called a hamle’t
but still not ton ohseure to receive its quota of
city boarders in the season. It had no post-office
of its own, but every day in smnmer, for love of
gain, asmall boy traversed the tedions distanee
to the next village, laden with letters to mail,
and returning with what mail matter the one
;‘mﬂt of the day had brought, The young carrier
il resumed his oceupation, for a conaideration,
and Helen, who way ag expert at the oars ns
Ida Lewis, made o daily trip across thelake to
meet him and receive his budget of letters and
Impers. Onee she had persuaded Floy to join
her, but she scomed so weary alter climbing

back to camp that she resolved not to urge her
again till the mountain uir had had time to give
her greater strength, Aunt Cynthia never trust.
od herself upon the water in anything smaller
than a Sound steamer, and Mr. Guay, who had
not left home for the good of his own health,
could seldom be c.joled to leave the comfortable
parlor-tent, to her trips were gonerally solitar

ones. But one day, as she was about to push
her light shallop from the shore, like Walter
Scott's heroine, she way surprised to hear Mr,
Gay calling for her to wait for him.

Helen would have been deseribed bf' men of
Mr, Gay's age, as a lively, bright little thing,
with no particular depth of character, and not
much faculty of observation ; and if the young
lady had hesrd that portraiture of herself she
would have langhed a merry little laugh, and
shown no disapproval of her picturs. On this
articular day she chatted to her passenger in
1er most fascinating manuer, but her little head
wis busy wondering why he sheuld have come
without urging.

They saw the bay waiting for them on a
rocky promontory at the usual place, as they
neared the other shore, and Helen held out her
small brown hand for the letter Mr. Gay had
brought to mail. But he seemed quite deter-
mined to hand it to Johuny himself, although
his awkwurd sttempts to do so nearly toppled
the Hitle boat over. The water was deep, even
at the brink, sa the boy could render no assist-
ance ; anday Mr. Gay feaned over Helen, in his
effurts to hend him the letter, Lo lost his balance
and  would nave tuken wn  unpremeditated
plunge-bath if she huad not throwu her arms
ronnd him and tumbled him unceremoniously
into the bottom of the beat, which did its
best to ga over with the shock.

The letter, for which its writer had risked so
much, lew out of his hand and calinly floatedt
right side up, upon the placi:d water, ingeniously
dodging Helen’s oar when she essayed to push
it toward the shore. At last she succended in
giving it the right impetus, and Johany with a
forked branch secured 1t and laid it in thesun to
dry. It had never been vesy near to Helun, but
her far.sighted eyes read ¢ Arthur Maxwell ™ on
its white surface as it loated by,

¢ Now, Aunt Uyn,” the girl sald, later on,
when the two were taking what the older dudy
ealled a ** brambly ramble,” *“if Mr, Gay has
broken faith, we have u right to du what we
can for cur side, which,of course, is Floy's, 1
believe he has been sending for Mr. Maxwell, —
[ suppose that is his wau. 1 he has, 1 will
surely et our mau bere, ton, 1§ all thiogs are
fair in love aud war, they are just as fair for us
ay for him.”

“ 1 don’t really think he will risk tormentin’
Florence when she's ju<t gettin’ a mite better,”

“lda. He'sin a dreadrud state of satisfac-
tion about something this alternvon, and 'm
morally certain he's planning an attack, as you
might eallie.”

“ Surely  he wouldn't bring any kind of a
visitor withont givin' me warpin',” said Aunt
Cynthia.  ““How does he s'pose we're going to
accommodate hin, livin' in tents in the wilder-
ness, He'd have to roost in a tree like a
turkey,”

“ He'd do that with extreme ploasure, ‘Ile'd
sit on a stile and continue to smile,’ 3 week at n
tizne, 1 daresay, if he thought it would soften
Floy's heart.  But Mr. Gay is toe ssgacious to
lot him stop here.  He'll have him stay over at
Johnny's house, or som of those places, and drop
in occasionally.”

“You say you know Mr, Maxwell I asked
Aunt Cynthia,

“ Yes ; he was at Saratoga when [ was there
with papa, before he went abroad.”

“ Good lands ! exelnimed Aunt Cynthia.
“ Why couldn’t he have fallen in love with you
instead of Floy 1

‘1 supposs beeause Floy was so much better
worth it,” said Helen, witiy a little paung of an-
noyance, ag she remembered how iany of her
thoughts were givento the unappreciative young
man, whose devotion had certainly given her
reason to feel that he gave no thuught to any
other than herself,

It was no surprise to Helen when Mr. Gay,
two day's later, again invited himself to cross
the luke with her, and as 7~ half expected, they
found the little mail-carrier enjoying a conversa-
tion with a tall stranger. It was Mr, Maxwell,
and the frieadly greeting between the two
young people, who were so cvidently well ac-
quainted, seemed to greatly amaze and not en-
tirely please Mr. Gay, who listened with S prige
to the lively conversation they maintained upon
the return trip.

If Floy's futher hoped to arouse her from hor
her aputhy by bringing a stranger into camp, ho
must have regarded his experiment as a success ;
for she sprang from her chair with a quicker
motion than any one had seen her make for
months, and with flushed cheeks, glanced around
as if she would escape if possible.  But if Mr.
Maxwell saw anything in her manner except
gratitied surprise at his appearance, he was too
thoronghbred to let it appear, and his greeting
was the perfection of cordial cuse.

Then followed his introduction to Aunt Cyn,
who acknowledged it with straightened neck and
dilated noytrils, like an old war-horse, whose
blood stirs at tha sound of a trumpet. Bat after
a few polite commonplaces, the conversation foll
entirely into the care of Helen, whe, seeing the
position was a trial to Floy, soon propased to
escort their guest to some of the wonderful points
of interest she and Aunt Cyn had discovered in
the vicinity,

(o be continued.)
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