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Faet and Faney for Women.

BY ELLA HIGGINSON.
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A writer in fdood Honalorping tolls the most melancholy
and heartoending “tree ' sury of & young couple who gt
maried on o thousnd & yosr. The young wile “ could do
something in water codors and wool-work, could talk French,
koew all abwut the hings of Jodab, and could sing at the Penny
Hoadings " but sha dida't know how 10 beep house, %0 we
W condems Uhal she saried out ot & dissdvantage. Two
onibe after marriage the hosband brought home & friend o
dimner. The bowse was ke & packing oase with sqoare
boles  hre were bideous castiron rallings 1o front, com position
Mepe . supwany knocker, painted black, with & puat's head |
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e mun, N & map of Karope, newly graveled path; yoliow
marbied paper and narrow passage drawing room separsted
from dining rovs by dosrs which would neither open por shut
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bo wel bt down in such & house, with the sxpectation that she
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e wnd b conk. Why, n the first place, there I 5o 008 1o
bewp honme bt eniegd & man who dasen | care whether sbe hae
e bright or heautifel thing abont ber. 1o sets her down Is
& hede and supoets bt 10 make & home of It Bat in this story
WL e Name s thvwn on the woman, [inner was thise
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o mation was Nack all over, and whes the knlle went into it
Ui sdin omine off U putatons were s quashiy the cablage raw.

The hasband frst * pot uncomiortalde , then be * oo
phained of guod fah being speilt, and the waste of food .~ the
e et wilh anger “ faally b made s of language he
bl mever bt hoard 1o e befire All this i 1he prvsnnce
ol vompany, you s O, b was & noble, well-bend hasband,
e bet How poved and bappy west any woman have
en to dwnll with M in o packing case! s wile remon-
strnied and Usrew the bame on (he servasts; be told her she
" gt b have meen b the couking hemell Kb pepdied with
comnmendable spirll  “ Very complimentary o know that
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The busland swwn; the wile eried snd Sl the room. Thes
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I have known young couples who have married on conside
ably less than & thousand & year, and they worked, and sved,
and planned, and loved each other; made allowanoes for egeh
other's mistakes and for all the terrible sccidents that beiel
the first dinners, there were always praises for the scorched
poddings and kiaes for the blistered fingers ; there were o/ wayy
slippers warmed for the bread-winner's weary iset, and twg
swee! lipw ot the door. Their bome wan & cottage, small, g
deed, bat pretty, with & green yard, vines over the poreh, and
Bowers In evary window ;| there were white lace curtains thet
swept lnward and outward with the cool winds, and there we
& bird that sung always, and & cat that purred o= the hearth,
There was love, inside, and contentment. Helgh-ho! Tie
cotlage bas grown to & mansion now, and the kisses for the
litthe wile's hunde are forgotten ; so are the kisses at the door,
for the matter of that, and the warm slippers; the
are never scorched now by the French cook, but, somshow,
they don’t taste hall %o good ; where once the husband shaved
the pretty lawn, & gardoner goos with stately tread. It s ol
very grand and perfect, but—0, doar! Where are the love sad
the kisses and the contentment ?

Don’t let any one frighten you out of marrying on s thousasd
& your, young swesthearts, becatise |l you both do your parts
faithfally yoo will be much happler in the coltage thas yeu
will be In the mansion, by and by, on ten thoussnd & yesr,
Lot we tell you that many & rich woman has stood in her ele
gant bome and seen the working man in the little cottage opper
#ite take his wils nto & tender embrace; and she has tumed
Away with aching breast and wet eyes at the vision,

The dandelion should be our national flower. 1t fames like
richest, purest gold on the sloping hillside; acroms the bee
haanted meadow | in the orchard where the doves hide, griev
ing, in the long, sweet evenings; about the cool marsh-place,
where the frogs murmur with swelling throats ; along the hanks,
where the river flows, singing, through tke rashes ; in the still,
boly places, where cur dear dead ones sleep with quiet haads
and palsless breasts—0, | think they must Jove the dende
lions | they who bave come to see through the clear, sed ey
of death what & bitter mockery, & hollow show, & valn, blind
strile after empty honors and useless wealth and mifish glory 4
this thing we call life.  We reach with sager handa and covt:
ous hearts lor the rich, rare flowers that grow above ne—we
waate car sirength, and break oar pride, and waar out lile |Lsell
striving to climb o them—and all the while we never coce se
the sweet, modest, simple dandelion that blooms along the
waywide | that blooms alike for the rich snd the poor, the se
cwaalul and the uniontunate, the young and hopetul and the oid
and sad, the woman with orangs blossoms on her brow and the
one who lays white blooms on her dead. The dandalion b like
bove divine—it lives in all places and for all people ; it is e
free—to all who have enoagh beauty in thelr souls to car lor
WO pive the pold of e heart to all, And, later, when &
Vanch—4 Uny globe —of tremalons, glistening, silken Jovs
fonls past w oo the solt winds, we know that & dandelion #
dead, and that this restions, etherval thing is ite soal, in sear b
o & haven where it may lie anti] the trampet of spring calls
forth lo live again oo sarth. 1t s the emblem of lile everiss
ing—let it bw cur national fower'




