UNREST AND CONTENT.

Whinn the grond som roars, like o millon loss,
With Jaws wide vpen and lnsbing mates,
And Sings (tselt {n s torrible passion
Acrcan (i thile's long, reeking plains,
My scnl lenpe up lo its clay-wulled prisos,
o ol dwiee 10 b oat and free )
To shake the sarth with that tarrible powee,
Auid b o with the tampast that rocks Uhe s

When Lhe tide goss out, and the mout [noke oves
Tho fur, blus, oloud.vezed mountain lines,
And the disk is wweot. nnd the white und red olover
Lalee stars in ths murninsous mosdoes ahine
Wien the waves ceoop baok, Like bonata that are conguered,
Anil the sen lina sobbing, her paraion speat,
My soul reeta, glad, (o it wise, storn prison,
And sloks 1o llowp, Hweet, swoet in contont.

—

How often you and I have heard gentlomen blandly aod magnani-
monaly remark that s woman looks more beantifal and more desirable when
dolicately preparing somo dainty in the kitchen than when thrumming her
gultar in the parlor. How shallow those men are, or elss how shallow they
conaider us. Do we not know that they speak thus straight from the palate,
and never from the eye or the heart? Onca I hud  slster-in-law whio loved
mitios ples, bot who detested the makiog snd the baking of them ; o she
used fo say to me, with the most soulinl snd lamblike expression in ber
oyes: 0, you do make the moat deliclons ples 1 ever ate, Now, I can't
make them good for anything, And, beaide ""—here ahe wonld nsmume n
positively envions expression—" you don’t know how pretty you look with
your aleaves turned up and your kitehan apron on and your hands flottering
aver (he flaky crust,” and she would sigh until I fancled she was dying of
envy, May [ be forgiven, for T was very youog, bol I sctually belisved her,
And the result was that she [airly reveled in mince pies of my making, and
was on the high road to dyupepsis, when one day I overheard her telling &
Iriend, with little hysterical shriaka of mirth, how she was flattering me, so
shie would not have to make the pastry, Well, that was fen years ago; and
I would believe some things then with my syes wide open that yoo ponld
not got me to believe now with them atint—and one of them is that you or
1 look more deairable gowned in & work apron, with our cheeks burnt scar-
lat and blisters on onr arma, than we do In cool, solt sllks, smiling into
somebody's ayes, o the parlor, 11 it be necssaary for women to do thair own
work, | like to see them do 1t cheerfally and lightheartedly ; if they can
alford servants, [ like to see thew keop u steady band and u calm eye on
the work In the kitehss, bt 1 do not wish to bhear sny man tell his wife
that ahe looks better in the kitchen than ahe does In the parlor, That
meany slmply that he apprecintes hor more as a cool than an n wife, o,
dear, It your husband sver says that to yoo, smile at him like an angel and
reply: * Yen, sweetheart; and | think you, too, would look more desirable
and more manly carrylng up coal, n o Bannel shirt and blos overalls, than
going to the opera in & dress sult and & white camellia." See how ho rels
Ishion that, desr.

—_—

11 1 were & world-fnmons artist and s king should say to me; * Paint
e & pleture that will live to the end of the world, and at which no eye can
look without burnivg purer "—what do you think | would paint? Two
peasants listening (o the twilight bells scroes the felds? The mvishing
heauty of m woman's form or face? A path of allver trembling scrom a
midnight sea? A flame of crimson and parple in the westarn sky at sun-
sot 7 Tha gold beart of & whils flower, where the bees cling, swest-drunken ?
A sunlit sea | & frosen wood ; & dream ol moonlight stealing over a bed of
violela; the northern lighta? Ah, no. 1 would paint for him—a home.
Klmple and amall it might be, but 1 would paint fowers and vines about it ;
und about the doom and windows birds with such litte, swelllng throats
you woull think you heard the liquid notes that poured from them ; and
sunabine—0, I would make e walls yollow with the sun's gold ; and within
1 wouldl paint & young mother with Mary's soul In her syes, anid al her sids,
kneeling, & little child with uplifted faoce and trastfal, unquestioning eves,

Iltering
e

Aod | wonld sy to my king: * | hiave painted you that whioh will live to
the end of the world, and st which no man can look without belng better
thersfor; for one may weary of hoaring the mualo of the soltest bells, or of
the perfume of the swoetest ower; the woman who la beantifal today may

WEST SHORE.

bo old and aad tomorrow ; thrones may topple and fall; wars may run, red-
huded.lhmughuurwrlmd;nﬁmsmydnhhlolha dust; but as long
a8 there is & woman with s little child left on this earth there will be &

home.,"

A yoang wife, who had been deeply loved, died, leaving her three chil-
dren 1o her husband's keeping. The husband was heart broken, and, soon,
to drown his sorrow, plunged into all forms of dissipation, gradually leaving
his chiildren more and more to the care of others, The angel wile sat alway
at the golden gate of hesven snd pleaded that she might go back to earth for
one night only and be with the hearts she loved. o, atlast, pitying har,
he who sila alwsys at the gate left it open; and straight she fisd through
and sunk down the heliotrope dusk to the earth. And ahe found the one
sho loved drunken of wine, with other kisses npon his lips and & stain of
shame upon his brow; and her children were alone, neglected and erying,
Looking up in that honr, ke saw her standing white and cold beside him,
and a great borror fell npon him, But she only said, with s passionate aob,
 What have you dons with my children? "—and went stroggling buck
through the midnight to beat her lonely breast and her bleeding hands
upon the gate of heaven. How oftan do yon think our tender dead, who
nover change, come back, to find us changed and, with one terrible ery that
our coneclonces cateh and hear forever, go back again to that land where
one day we will shrink from golng for fesr of thoss saddened eyes?

Two who had deeply loved came one day to part because of some trivial
misunderstanding, and because ench was too proud tosay, '' I am in fault;
forgive me.” o they stood with cold eyes but trembling hearts and looked
ut ench other.

“' Hore Is the—ring," she sald, drawing it slowly from her finger,

Ha took it sa alowly, turnad it over and over, and, s she did not speak,
flung it opan the glowing coals. She palad a little, bot unclasped from her
throst & tiny chain snd gave it him with & shaking hand, 1§ ghared the
same fate. Then they stood silent.

* I—1 have given you nothing,” st last she said, in s tone of dull regret ;
and he replied, his volos breaking with deep emotion :

' No; you have given me no ring, no petty bauble, it is trus, which
may be retarned and flung to the flames ; but yon have given every thought
for two years past to me; you huve given me your eyes, your lips, your
heart; you have given me to know that heaven still lives on earth to the
man who is loved by a chaste woman, These I can not give back to you—"

Then, all in s moment, the hoart toars leaped up to hor eyes, and his
wards were allenced on her lips.

(Onee upon a time & man went to & certain judge and said he:

‘" Jodge, I want a devorca fnom my wile, 'n’ s T hinin't no bible reasons,
nur sech, for gitt'n' I8, T jist thought 1'd come t’ yub kind o' quiet like '’
git it withont any foss.”

"' Oh,"" sald the jodge, smiling affably; ** and what chargs do you bring
agninst your wife, sir? Upon what complaint do you seek & divorcs? "

" Why, Jsdge,” and be straightened up and spoke in an awe-struck
tone, ' my wife was th* meekes' sort of & gell yuh ever see, 'n' I 'lowed 's
how we'd git along swim'n'; but, sir, 'l yoh'll b'lieve me, afore we'd ben
married slx months thet wom'n Jet ont thet she hed opinyuns—yes, sir,
nctyully hed opinyuns, same's 1 hed, only dif'rant—1 may say mostly dif-
rant. Now, thet won't do fer two peopls 'n th' same house, jsdge; so I jist
mude up my min' I woaldn't bov no wife what's got opinyuns,”

" Tweo,” nald the |ndge, sympathetically; * it is » bad business, but
I'm afrald I ean not belp yon ont.”

Whiy should you carry white owers to tha honse of death, save, indeed,
it bo w little child that has died? s nob death colder itself than any les-
fower aud whiter than any snow? Why not bring erimson roses and plls
them aboat those cheeks fram which the roses have fled, that they may
catehi something of thelr old timo glow? Why not lay claret carnations
near those dear lips, and heap bloxd-red poppies In the cold bands and on
the colder breast that they may &b lsast seom to presa a little warmih there ?
And about that brow, that was for 8o lang a time tho home of & tender
woul, put white narclssus blooms with thair hearts of wold ; and cover over
the slsnder bady down to the qulet feet with the wild pink rosss that she so
loved. Do not let your last remembrancs of hee be of something all white
all cold, but let a little warmth go with her even into the grave, :

Thay toll us that beaven lies beyond the akies only to persusde
us to
look upwand; uplifting the ayes elevaton the mind. l::-uh time that we
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