BY ELLA HIGLINSON.

LITTLE WIIITE SINS.

1t inonly n little whits sin, desr,
Wihite as & ross s while,

Hwoat na & Lily b sweet, dear,
Lilaht as a thistle is light.

Bo wweel, 8o white, so Jittle-
Now, how could any ons know,
Whao it wan so sinall at begloning,
v Puat Dittls white aina grow |

1tinonly o little white sin, dewr,
Tdla and wweot and wrong ;

Hut 0, it will gevw wnd blasken, love,
Aud fioariah yonr whola Life lang.

Nowar mitd Lo wina that Took ualy, dear,
You will shrink from them lu fright s
This stmsple song bs to warn you, Jove,
T bewam of the sins that look white.

—

I think | am beginning to understand how the Indians must feel a8
civilization, pressing ever forwand, pushes them with a strong hand, step
by step and Inch by ineh from the places they have so long loved and in
which they have been bappy—far bappier, indeed, than any whits man
will wver bo in the same places. Civilisation s encroaching upon my
pleasuros—1 had almost written righte—she is taking away my forests,
»his hast no lingering tenderness for anything; with a firm, croel hand she
taken averything—my tall, slim fir trees, swelling with saps and shaking
nploed sweotneas through the air; the white, graceful aldarn that the birds
w0 love | the spreading, whispering maples, with their bloshing loliage; the
codarn, tho hazol trees, aven my heloved dogwood, whose great, white eyes
must Jook with dumb reproach at the hand that cuts them down, A year
s the forest was at my very door; now [ lisve to go & mile or two o reach
It# dim line; in another year 1 suppose 1 shall bave to go twice as far, and
then all tho trees, the loxuriant undergrowth, the broken logs snd limbe
lsaning one against the other, sll the tremuloos climbing and falling vinea
~all the living, breathing things that speak (o me in their own sweet lan-
guage each morning as | pass—they will all be gone! Listen! [ hear the
clear, cold ring of the woodman's sx beating against the strength of some
noble trea! The sound grows londar, clearer, keener with each step. It
cuts throvgh the sound of my borse's feet, throngh the roar of the wind in
the tree tops, through the medley of bird volces that kre fairly riotons with
passionste glee thin moming. 0, the pity of it! To see God's lusty trees
cut down like beasts of the plain, and to hear men whistling ani singing
at thelr oruel work! Suddenly the blows and the coarse rasping of the
wawn oease and thers comes & warning shout; s moment's sllence, during
which every bird in the forest is dumb and every leal motionless, sod my
own heart stands still ; then & slow, crushing, crashing falling; s tremnlous,
foroelul hrushing of tree tops, & maping grating of limb on limb; & nolse, st
firat 1ike wind, which gradually rises and grows Into a terrible, thundering,
dealening roar—ihen u second’s ulter stillness—now one heart-hreaking
ormali and groan and it Is all over; & noble monarch of the forest who, an
hour ago reared his proud head into the clouds, lies dead and blesding on
the ground, Never again will the vines twine about him, and the ferns
pross broad palme against him, and the sape rash along his swelling veins;
nover again will the bind sangs thrill him, and the cool winds still his pas-
wlons, and the burrs, dropplog sofily throtgh the twilight, tell hi rosary
o'or and o'or, The whistling and sluging have begun again, and the nx has
clelt the quivering, helpless flash of another tree—how he ahivers, and yet
how bravely e stands agaiost it! Bah—poor fool! What does it matter
that & trea In dead? Lot your breath come freely wgaln, and the blood
pulse along your veins, and your heart throba grow calm! Loosen your
roin wud ot your restless horss leap oo his way! Who are you that you
abonld pity & treo that falls? 1s not Death beating at your strength, and
woakaning your sinews, and drawing drop by drop, your life sap? In good
timo b will deal the final blow ; there will be an [nstant's silstios, and then
~tho birds will sing, and the flowers will bloom, and the whole desr world
will b glad wgaln; for you are no more to the world of men than one tree
18 10 the foret,

Wotmen ean not vote, or, ratber, they may not; and, indeed, many do
not care or dealre to do so. The men kindly allow us to retain oar minds
and our tongues, however, and as 1 take the liveliest kind of (nterest in
soveral of those lmportant mortals who do vote, 1 sappose | my at least
offer & fow suggestions (n the very humblest manner—bogying thelr par

WEST SHORE.

don and lenience t the end of every sentence, of course, Men are exceed-
ingly earnest in their assertions that politics is * corrupt ™ and *shame-
Jess " and * disgracefol;** but when you ask them the cduse—In your very
ymallest volce, too—they look at yon huughtily, amazed at ywr:‘!‘udxe to:
information, and grofily momble something sbout * bribery,” rings,
“ wire pulling,” ** schemes," and so on. Now, I am of the opinion wolmon
hold their rights in the palms of their hands—the handa that are like
pink, erinkly tissue paper,” s Amélis Rives puts it—so all that I desire to
tell you jost now is what 1 consider the most shameless, the most corrupt,
the most sbominable thing connected with politica: 1t is the personal at-
tacks that are mude upon men’s private affuirs and home life! It is some-
thing that hay never come near ms, for—thank God =1 have never had
aven in intimate friend who was a politician; but it is something that has
flled me with horror as long as I can remember, Oriticise with all your
power and strength & man's political life—hia administration of pablic al-
fairs—for that is of vital interest to the whole nation's wellare; but let his
privats sffairs, his home lifo, alone; for they do not belong to you, but fo
himeell and his God. Let us see if we have enough law makers who love
honor and justics and rigat sufficiently to make it as heinous & ¢rime fo al-
tack & man's private life, habits or convictions—where they do not affect
his administration of public trsta—as it is to * stofl ballot boxes' and
** hoy votes,"

The thistles are blooming, love. In a sbaggy border around the low,
green flelds; across the pastures where the great trees bond in the swest
winds and cool-voiced streams flow through; along the yellow lanes where
the eattle come alowly home in the dim twilight with clanking hoofs and
mild, patlent eyes; in the negleoted fallow field, in many of the rich places
and in all of the waste places, in great, feathery tofta of rich, royal purple,
the thistles are blooming, love, Bee how the warm winds creep in among
them aud die of very love of them! How the sunlight trembles in little,
broken flecks upon their swelling bosoms! How the happy rains drench
them! By and by their souls, like the dandelions, will float away in down;
but now they are lusty and wwelling with vigor; here, down this hillaide,
they are like one undulating, purple sea. Come, let va go, hand in hand,
a8 wo used to do always, down the quiet paths among them-—-ah, kind
heaven! My heart is so full of you, love, when I see this purple bloom,
that I always forget you are dead. 0, love, love! Your thistles a-bloom—
and you not here!

Happiness is like the thistle-down which the children chuse, open-
palmed, through the alr, but can pever selze; or like the lovely color that
flits noross n pure cheek and is gone; or like & drop of dew that flunes like
an opal on s green leal and dies st the kiss of the sun; or like the beanti-
ful flower that blooms in our pathway and which we seize with eager hands,
only to find, alas! its petala dropping away through our trembling hands.

Love i u plant of snch peculinr lormation and nature that although the
first breath of deception that touchen it killa its roots, the poor pale petals,
which are alone seen of the world, strggle on tenacionsly and try pitifally
to remain green, that no one may guoss that the whole besutifal heart of
the plant is dead.

1t i stated that the nnmarried women of Masaachusetts have $29,000,-
000 on daposit in the savings banks of that state, What u templation for
men who want wives (o go to Massachusetts | And what a temptation for
women who are unmarried—to remain unmarried |

It i & bitter thing to be a plain and unattrotive woman—especially, as
it i shi who most passionately admires beauty in others and craves it for
hersell ; not for the empty vanity of it, but for the tros pleasure that beauty
givea, not only to its possessor, but to all the world.

William Dean Howells believes the American shost Hlory to be the boeat
in the world, and that we have become a nation of rare story-tellers.  Ho

mlkla Mary E. Wilkine und Sarah Orne Jewett among the first of the
roalists,

[have obwerved that the old thresdbare advice about the * two bears,"

;hh:r andl forbear, of marriags is invariably given to the woman instead of
mau,

Honry Ward B
— y secher was s tman who thought in poetry and spoke in

—

Mon love to boast of the conquests they have not made,



