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OUR TIAV"ILLED PAIRSON.

(Will. Carleton in Harper'a for February.)

1.

For twenty years snd over out- good pason had been
toiling

To chip the bal meat ftom ont- hearts and keep the
goit t-cm piling;

But finally he wilted down. andt wpnt te looking ickiv,
And the docttnt-ait that somthing muet be put tp for

hlm quicly.

ge we kind of clubbed together, each according f0 hie
notion,

And bought a citcular ticket in the landea setosa the
oceau ;

Wt-spped nmre pot-ht-money lu it-whai we tboughi
would eaay do hlm-

And appointe7t me committee-man f0 go suit take h te
him.

I founit hlm lu hlm tudy, loeking rather worme than evet-.
And told hlm 'twas decideit that hle fiock sud ho ahould

Then hie syesa gew wide with wondet-, and i seemoit
almoet to blini 'Pm ;

And nm@n test-s looked ont o' window, with nme othera
close behind 'em.

Then 1 handed hlm ihe ticket, with a little bow of
deference,

And lho tudieit quite a littIe et-e ha got ite proper
reference;

And then the testm that waited, groat unrnanageablo
creatures,

Lot themmelvea qite ont o' wtndow, aud came clirnbiug
dowu hie featurea.

I wimh you coulit ha' aen hlm, coming back aIl fremh
and glowing,

Hi@ clothea so wot-n andt eedy, sud his face me fat snd
knowing;

I wimh yon could have hoard hlm when hoe prayed for us
who sent klm,

And paid us back twice over ahl the monsy we had lent
hlm.

Twas a toast to all believers, 'twaa a blight on contra-
diction,

To bear one magt from Calvat-y talk about the cruci-
fixion;

'Twsm a itamper on thome fellows who pretendeit they
coulit doubt it,

To have a man who'd been thet-e tand sud tell thern al
about il.

Paul maybs beat out- paster in the Bible kuets un-
ravelling,

Anditatblihlng new churches, but ho couldn't teech
hlm travelling,

Not- in hls jeurneya pick up hait the generaI inform-
ation,

But thon ho hadn't the railroadiandoi the steamboat
navigation.

Andt every foot of Sciipture whose location naed to
tnimp us

Was nnw tegularly laid ont, witth the difféenst pointa of
cOmpama.

When hoe undsrteok a picturo, ho quite natural would
draw it;

Ho would paint it eut o honnet that it eemed asa if you
saw if.

A' the way heobcimeleit Europe-och, the way ho
acampet-ed ibrough t I

Not s moontain dedgod bis clirnbing, not a city but ha
k-'ew it;

There waan't sny sulect te expisin ln al creation,
But hie ceuid go to Europe and bting bsck an ilium-

tration.

go we crowded ont to hoar hlm, much instructed and
deligbted ;

'Tws a pîcturs show, a lecture, snd a et-mon, ail unitod;
And my wfe would wipo ber giasmes, sud mrenehy pet

bier Test'meni,
And whisper," That 'et-e ticket was a ver>' good

inventmont."

Now aftmr six montha' travel wo were moi-t of us al
reaity

To motie down a littho,,ao'a to live mot-o taid and teait>;
To develop home resout-cea, wth no freign cas-es te fret

us,
Uting home-made faith mot-o frequent; but th. pst-mon

wouldn't lot ue.

To viow the self-marne mener>' timo and time again b.'d
cail us,

Over ri-tets, plaineansd mountains ho weuld an>' minute
baul us;

Ho allzittod ont-home aorrow, and ont- spirite' achesmand
ailingi,

To got th. cargoos tesdy fer hlm reg'iar Sunda>' ailingm.

Ho would take us off a-ieurlng in ail spiritual weatber,
Till we ai 1mai got hornesiek like, andt esick sitogother;
And "I wiéih te ail that's peaceful," aaid on. ftee-

expresaioneit brother,
That the Lord had made one coni'nent, sud thon nover

made another 1"

Sometimea, initeed, he'd taki us ie swest, familiar
places,

And pull along quite steady> in the god old gospel
traces;

But soon my wite would shudder, juat as ifsa '-bihhait
Igot ber,

Whispering, " Oh, mn> goodness gracions!1 ho'@ a-tskiu'
te the water!"

Andit hwasn't the aneold comtort when ho ealled

I teok that loentn.'te hlm, sud tight bitterl>' I rue 1t;
But I canuot takeo h frein hlm: if you waut te, go aud

do 1h"

Now a new rost-ai entlrely eemeit nexi Sunda>' te
eufold hlm,

Andt ho ioooed no hart sud humbleit that 1 kaew nome
eue hsd bld hlm.

Subitueit-like wua hlm mauner, sud orne toues were
hardiy vocal,

But evet-y word he uttered was pre-eminently local.

The sermon sounitei awkward, sud we awkwsrit toit
who heardit I.

'T was s grief to 800 hlm hodgo ht, 'twaa a pain te bear
hlm word it.~'When I waa in-" was msybe hait a dozen timon
repeateit,

Bot test sentence eemed te care hlm. sud waa alwaym
unnemploteit.

As weekm wont on bis old smilo would occasionaly
btigbien,

But the voico was grewing feeble, sud the face began
te wbten ;

Ho wouid look off te the eastward wlth a wistfui, weary
dtiFhing,

Ani twas wbimpered that eut- pator lu a foreigu land
wam dyimxg.

VI.

The cofflu lay 'mut garlanda smiiing ait as if the>' knew
ne;

The patient face withln i preacheit a final et-mou te us;
Ounr parmon hait gene touring on s trip he'd loîng been

eat-ulug,
lu that Wonder-land wbence ticket& are net isued for

retut-ing.

0 tender, good heari-shopherd 1 yonr aweet smrillng lips,
haIt pstted,

Toit of scenery that but-st ou yen must the minute that
yen saatted I

Cnnld yen preach once more arnong un, yen might
wander without fesrlug;

You could give us tales of gler>' wo wouid nover tire of
hearing.

HOW MY FORTUNE CAME.
I had ahiways been poor, and 1 had aise al-

waym been a dreamer. The fitst fact wus patent
te any and evet-y one ; the hast I hid as care-
fully as 1 couid.

One of my favourite drcams had been that of
sul,,denly finding mysoîf a rich woman. l'
thought about it as 1 followod my daily duties;
1 ,lreamed of it as I taught Mrs. Brown's four
little dauglîters. When I did s sumu in interest
for tbemn, it was sinmpiy calculating my own
profits ; sud whon I drew maps, it was only to
mark ont my future travels.

O, yes, 1 was a dreamner. And yet I worked
snd worked, as welh as 1 could, for my dreames
were solace and strengtb.

It is said that only the unexpected happons.
This is a mistake. I suddenly found myseif a
rich woman, and, tbough I had confidently ex.
pected some day to be rich, I will confoss te a
ittle feeling of surprise that was almoat swe

upen findiug my silent convictions vetified.
I had often fancied how 1 should feel wben

this dligbtfui state of tbings should be attain-
ed. Truth compels Me te say that my emotions
were by no means of an exaited chat-acter.
Wben it was horne in upen my mi, rny fitst
thought was that now I need not wear that
rusty alpaca any longer, flot- provide kindiing
for the morning fit-e. 1 bated rusty alpaca, 1
hated to think about the morning fit-e. And 1
bhad always had to think about such tbings. As
a child, 1hbad dimly rcalized that we were te
make the wood or coal, the bread and butter,
go as fat- as was pssible, and as a woman, I had
realized it as on ly the womsn cao who bss to
put ail her strengtb of body samd mind into the
effort te obtain the wberewithal to bo fed and
clotbed.

And, heing a dreamer, 1 worked with a dis.
advantage. 1 was net skilled, florttoroughy
skilled, in any kind of work. I taugbt, but 1
am sure I did'not teacb well. Not that I did
not kuow enougb, for 1 wss well educated, after
a wsy of my own ; but 1 bad no systematie
training for that vocation. 1 doubt greatly if I
could ho systernatically trsined. I could play
sud siii,: but could mot teach music. StiRlI
manage , for two or tht-ce years, te pass the
necossary examinations, aud get my certificate,
sud a position in the public sebools. And, as
1 sea now wbat tescbing is, and what it sbould
be, and how important the work of the teacher,
1 arn ready to beg pardon of the boys and girls,
mmow mtn and women, upon whom I inflicted
crudities in thome days. Sewin I detested,
that is the pst-t of it that required thougbt. If
1 sewed, I wanted a long 'eam that wouid need
no special attention, and s0 leave me free in
mnd to sit and dream- my dreams. I will say,1-owovem -, &tI have___ g -Ained -in his. Lon

bygone tirne. 1 see tbe room empty of orna-
ment, sud my eyes ached for beauty ; 1 see the
tbonsand sud one little mar-ket buis, wbereby
the ends were made to meet, sud didu't always
meet at that. I remember the time wben the
wsnt of a fresh frili for my neck or a bow for
my hait- was a serions want. And yet I am
forced to say, lu spite of aIl this, 1 was not su
uuhappy weman.

Tbey said I wss bappily constitutad. 1 tbink
1 wss, but ini a différent way from what they
meant.

My father left me bis books, sud a botter le-
gacy stihi, bis love for tbem, and 1 had navet-
seen a day, even wben the meal-sack was empty
sud the fit-e on the bearth iow, but wbat I found
these a refuge ; sud if these failed me, Wa3 not
the oulside wcrld left, sud had net I a saate in
that ? 1 feit, in no egotistical senso, I tbink,
indeed 1 kuow, that I got more ont of the oak
trees in my neigbbour's bandsoîne grounds than
hie did frorn bis wbole estate. They werc minte,
sud from tbe moment the buds began to swell
in the sUring, tilI the iast brown basf bad
fallen, they were a perpetual joy ; sud these
bat-e branches, delicately outliued agaiust the
gray sky of wiuter, pleased my eyes with s
pleasure hoe would have no more understood
than hoe would the joy of the seraphs.

1 think 1 had a rich nature. God was good
to give it te me. So lu dat-k days the sun
shone.

And thon thora was that ship of mine wbich
was to coma in, Ilwith gobd lu the ingots sud
siik lu the bales," laden with loveansd ahi the
sweet delights the soul cried eut for. It was
surely céniîng, sud it did corne.

It was lu those days wbou it was low-tide
with me, the days wben 1 made acquaintance
with waut, yea, wheu hae ast at my table, that I
met Roeatt Tremaine, the son of my neighbour
wbese bandsoine bouse overshadowed ours, and
wbose beautiful grounds I eujoyed tue than.
hoe did.

It was ou bis fathor's grouuds, under oua of
bis father's oaks, that I met bim. 1 bsd gomie
ont with a cepy of Shelley, sud sat reading, sud
wonderin g at the fit-o that burned so lu this
wondorful poet's beart-woudering at the di-
vine madness that touched bis bt-sm. Suddanly
1 heard sboutiug sud laughter, sud, rising, in
baîf a minute more received, straight lu my
baud, whicb involuntarily 1 extemîdod, a large
bail. la s minute met-e Robot-t Tremaine sud
bis ittie nephew came up. 1 was intoutly ex.
amiuiug the plIaytbing.

«'Ob, Uncle Rob, bere's iny hall. This-
lady bas it." The cbild bad bositated for au
instant, but trua te his cbildisb intuitions, hoe
timon said, "lady."

Uncle Rob lifted bis bat. " Really, yeur
skill is sornethin g wonderfui, if you did really
catch this, for 1 threw i t wit bout aim or objeet.
Are yon lu the habit of catcbing things se
essily, Miss Margaret? Sea, new, I remember
yen. And yen look as thougb you bad ne t-
cognition in your seul for su ohd friand sud
pîsymata. Shako bauds, sud sa>' you are
glad te sea me," sud hlleld ont bis baud witm
frioudly franknes that was woudet-fuily win-
uing. I gava hlm my band sud said I wss glsd
te sea him.

" Corne, Uncle Rob, let's go sud play," teased
tbe boy.

"No, 1 do't waut te do that. I've founid
an old friand, se quintance-fer she doas not
like s very warm friand-sud I arn goiug te stay
sud talk with lier."

" You hsd botter go sud play, Mr. Treniaine."
" I tbink not ; 1 prefer to stay. It's cool

sud pleasaut uni;et this trea, sud I want te
stay ; basides, this la rny ground, sud rny trea,
sud 1 eau stay if I please. 1, at leait, arn not
the trespasser."

"Rob Trea-ino, this is as mucb my trea as
it 18 yours !" 1 but-st eut.

"O0, this is little Margaret, after al]. I
hegan te foar some oea ase bad taken ber place.
1 sea yen hold the saine daugarous communis-
tic sentimenîts as ever. Eight years ince I
bava seau yen, Miss Margaret; yat yon 800 I

h ava net forgettan. If yen could manage te
giva meuta srile with a ittie less ica in it, sudculd putanl expression s trifie iess frigid on
your face, I sbould ha glad."

" Mr. Tremaine, I am beartile giad te se
you. I remember yen well ; but 1 presurne you
bardîy exet me to look or set as the girl of
fifteen lookad sud acted. "

'«I would't ike snything btter," ha said,
smiling.

I flushed, for when ha waut away i had put

so many new books, and 1 want you to read
them. We'll read thorm together, and-"

IlRobert, my son l It was an exceedingly
well-bred voice, but it woke nie fromi my littie
dream. "lOh, here you are. 1 have been look-
ing for you. And this lady ip-"

"lMiss Margaret de Ruyter, mother. Our
neiglibour, you know."

11I do not know my neighbours as I onght.
perhaps, so 1 have not the pleasure of Miss de
Ruyter's acquaintance. But my ill-health is ny
excuse. 1 have flot walked so far as this in iiany
months. Now, if the lady will excuse us, 1 will
ask you to go to, the house with nie. "

It was snioothly said, and, so far as the letter
was concerned, was true ; but 1 knew, wvhen
Mrs. Tremaine took hier son'., arm and walked
away, that she mentally resolved that the pleas.
ant plan she had overheard would, if shie had the
power, bit frustrated.

But she had not; the power.
The summer was like no other summer the

world bas ever known.
Neyer was June so sweet ; never, no neyer,

were mornings so rosy and radiant ; noever were
twilights so tender. The lîght Ilthat neyer was
on sea or land" enveloped me. And 1 walked
in it not alone, for the glamour and the beauty
camne to me through Robert, whio had grown to
be so dear, so peri[ously dear.'

The birds that sang, the fiowers that bloomed,
ail the clouds that fioated in that summer sky,
the hili-sides and the green-growing things,
were lighted and gilded and glorified by th e
light that shone from two brown eyes.

I knew that I was a captive, but I found cap-
tivity s0 sweet-nay, it was the freedom where-
with love makes free.

I remember one day in particular, and 1 refer
to, it, fot because it was an exceptionally happy
one, but because itwas the type of many others.
We had left our littie villagef or a mning walk
together. We took the way towards the great
woods that for miles and miles covered the hilîs
about us. Robert was as great an enthusiast as
myself in regard to wil-flowers, and searched
for the uewest of them for nie lu the secluded
nooks, and actually foumîd at last a blue geiltian.
He helped me over steep places, climbed almost
inaccessible rocks for me, aud loaded himself
down with feros and grasses. Once hoe found a
white rose, the last of the season, and gave it to
me with a look that I remember evon to this
day. Ah! happy, happy time.

But the summer aud our happiness had to end.
Judge Tremaine and his wife had other plans for
their son. Margaret De Ruyter was a most es-
timable person, but she was poor. Prof. De
Ruyter had been a very fine man, a profound
scholar, a thorough gentleman, but a man who
neyer had the second good suit to his back, a
man who preferred spending his money on what
he called "lrare " old books, to doing and living
like other people. And Margaret herself was
odd. Not muet like other folks, and no match
for Robert, who, rich, elegant and cultured,
could find many a woman better fitted to be his
wife. So they said, and it ail came to me.

And it was true. I knew it to, be so. And at
the close of a beautiful day, when Rob came up
the little walk to my door, 1 had made up my
mind.

I remember that day so well. It is a bitter
thing to stand face to face withi a duty, which
acknowledged and yielded to, will covor your lifo
with darkness, but wbich, set aside, would bring
to your own soul a sense of humiliation and
contempt not loss hard to bear.

And I made up my mind.
IlThere is no use in urging me, Robert," 1

said. "lGod knows 1 love you for your love, for
your willingness to throw away your inhoritanco
for my sake. But 1 will permit no such sacri-
fice."Y

"It is no sacrifice."
"Yes, it is. You have not the knowledge

that 1 have. You do flot know aught of priva-
tion or t.rial. Love in a cottage, with ail the
modern improvements, looks fair to you ; but 1
fiiar that you would find that-

Love in a cottage, with water and c-ust,
la-love, forgive me--wate-, ashei, duat.'

If I were alone, I would go with you unhesîtat-
ingly ; but I will not burden you with the aged
mothor who is my sacred charge. Oh, my dar-
ling, try to understand that it is for your ownl
doar sake 1 put away ahl the beauty and lovoli-
nes8 of life. Go-go before 1 pity myself into
repentimg my decision. Some day you wil
thank mie that I did nol spare myself snd you
this bitternees. "

He answered:" I would beave father and


