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 LHE TRAVELYR AT SUKSRT,

P om0 et ound e
e main of e urhli ket

ning wigd dx 184 with farewalls,
,ﬁ% hatsla mm‘a from mine;
Atstie 1 go W mesl the darkooes
Atrost ki &wil bptnder) ke

Ay from the lighted bearibs beh nd me
1 pass WiLh wiow, relictant foot,

Witas Wilts me Lt ihe Innd of stisogynemd
What fuce thall smi‘e, what voioe ahinll greet?

Whit srverg alinll awe, what Wiigbinew hiled

Whas sonnder roll of music son!
Whitt vt procrssiony a8 ¢y bulune ma
Of sliapes unbouwu beneatl the iib?

1 shirink from nosecustomed glory,
1 dresd 1ho myriad voloed (i)
Giive me the anfurgoticn fades,
And fetmy los vl speak sygsln.

Iie wiit oot ohlde my mortal yearning
Who s oz Brodker «xd oor Fdena,

1n whose (ull llle divine spd human
The beaveniy and the carihly blead,

Mine be Lbe Joy of soul-eommu joh

The stue Of spiritual sir ngia renewed,
Tho tesurepoe for the pure sbd voly,

The dear delight of dulog irood.

No fistleg ear la mina to lislon
At il suthem's tiee kod fall;
Ko pardous eye I8 mine 10 messum
The pestl gaie and (be Japer wall,

For love must neods be more (han kuowledge:
What mateer iF | paver Know

Why Aldubsran’s siar i ruddy
Or colder Blrlus white & snow !

Forglve my human stords, O Fathier !

I go Thy !nr&u truth o pe ve, .
Thy meroy thall transeend wy loarlvi:

1 seck ot love, and Thou ard Love!

I ﬁr‘om find wy lost and moursed for,
fointhy -bn\mw%mlnm still,
And all that falth sand foresbadow
Mado perfievt in Thy holy will!
1, G, Whitder In the Independant

MRS, MARTHA'S BAG.

No one had ever soon Miss Martha
withont ber bag., It was a notable bag
—a sentimental bag—with o heart em
broidered upon it, n wreath of forget-
me-nots, and vu one side a branch of
laurel, It was always fostencd and
strapped with stout clasps.  No one had
aver seen theso cla:su nnolosed, If the
bag look sentimental, Miss Martha's _nlp-
poarance did not sag{'m sontimont, Bhe
was simply a stont, blooming cheoked,
olderly ]l ¥, whoso manuer occasionally
was ridiculously youthful, and who wore
a4 costume of nntiquated fashion. A more
observaut scrutiny gave o ploasauter
impression, yet it is left on tho mind a
bafling one, concerning Miss Martha's
ago and idfosynerasy,t If we might ex-
proas it thus, youth aud age kept a sep-
arate and ruling iofluence over her
countenanoce. ’Fhe oyes had lost their
charm of sotting in the wrinkled skio;
they hud lost tueir brillisnoy and alert-
ness of glanco. The features were
blurred, bat the piquancy of mobile ex-
prossion was in thom still; and the lips
were a little blue, they retaived the
aweatneas of comln? imil'nu‘ She still
rotained the youtbfnl hiabit of blushing,
and if some of the color had faded ont
of her brown bair, it had not lost the
silkiness of texture. Perhapa it was Lhe
impartinl rotandity of her figure that
preciuded sontiment feom boivg asso
olatod with Miss Marths, She rigidly
adhered in all the changes of fushion to
her own taste in dress. In tho days of
orinoline  and Urailing dreaporios she
wore i shorb skirt edged with a single
flonnco, displaying sandal shoes; o fiehn
was pinned over hee bust, and o Lit ol
pink was always iutraduced,

The old lady esrned u liviog in Paris
by teaching Eoglish, Her principal
means of sustenance vamo from the sale-
ry sho recoivel for giving lessons ut the
Convent school of Nolre Dame, She
lived in the Rune 8t. Croix, in o little
nttio, "“an weptiome” of a honse situated
o fow yards from the convent. Tt wad a
steep and quiot streol sbont which lin-

erod the aroma of sanclity—n siroot

st acemed to bave lagged back from
tho Middlo nges,  Blatuottos of the Vir-
gin lovked down from every niche, elul
in whito, fresh flowers lay at her foet.
Over the doorof a number of the an-
tiguo houses,on either side,roso the mas-
sive cross. It wasa strood of convents,
of schools nnd of hospitals.  Down the
rugged pavement walrml piety and char-
ity hand in hand, sweelest nuion, de-
vosting moumastiolsm of it extrume storn-
HITES

No eun knew anything about Miss
Martha's  previous history; her full
onme  was Misa Martha Lapgton, but
avory ouo called hor Miss Martha, She
bad boen recommended to the nnns as
one deserving halp and in need of it In
the “quarlier” there wns_u genoml im-
prossion thiat the **vieille fillo anglaise”
was a bit daft, bot it was gontle daftness
that won o mingling of pityin the re-
gord that was bestowed npon her, If her
ways were eccontrio, they were loveable,

had kept a froshness about Ler. Bhe
waa fond of walking in the Bois de Bou-
logue. On her return she would onu-
merate in her shrill orescendo voice the
items that charmed hor during her
walk; the good air that had blown on
her chicek; the notes of tho birds she had
beard, what they ad said to Ler; the
wild flowers she had seon; sho know the
lacguage of flowers and told little para:
blesin it.

Her relations with the neighbors were
marked with *bonhomie," superfleial, yet
gonial. She gave s ready ear to their
troubles, and belped them iu their difi-
oultier out of her bardly-won earn:
ings, TIn the love affairs of the youog
#liv tovk an especial interost, blushing
and du.uElma and wagging her big bon
net with arched plessantry as she list-
enod 1o their story, Miss Martha wounld
march off to the Bou Marche and buy a
little bit of finery for the future bride.
“When one i loved, one must look
proity,” the old waid would say. For
all this kindness it was felt nevertheless
that the griefs and joys of others affected
Miss Marthu but remotely. She was at
heart » solitary, weoting olber buman

on the most superflical points of
ocontaol. She spoke with thom, but she
repolled all sdvances at intimaoy, She
invited no one 10 eross the threshold of
ber little room, mod mocepted none of
the lovilalions tepdered bor, To
ber upon this p::i;: :‘u o l:'uﬂle lior so-
y no, bat no," she
would auswer, lier voice rising in reet-
: mm “!‘L-n liu]lo myselt. 1

one. ke
litado." PPy best my

Auother peouliarity of Miss Martha
She mm o S e
: onriness any re-

marks its sppearance, in’od.l

stbject was brodckied was amusing, if it
did not sucened o keeping inguiry at
arm's length, she wonld into a
it of patbetio snd ehild like anger, “It
was impertinent to notice her bag. It
concerned no one, Leavo italone." An.
other poculiarity of Miss Martha's was
reported by those who had wet her on
her walks,  They sail she did not seewm
to seo them; that an sho walked she
talked to bLerself, and that often her
foes wonld bo 1it with o broad smile, If
that smilo gave no comfort to others, it
seomed to toll of » mighty comfort in the
old maid's hoart,

Misn Martha's pupils at the Convent of
Notre Dame had mavy theories con-
corning the contents of far bag. Prob-
ably if the nuns thought about it they
imagined it wasa receplacle like the
pocket of o “*religienss—n world of mis-
collanenns objects, all pious und useful,
The girls' conjsctures woere many, A
fow of doll imaginataions maintained
that it eootained light refreshments.
The opinion that Miss Martha's soft
brown hair was n front, and the bag con-
tained a chango of wigs, found some ad-
heronts, Thore woure some who main-
tainod that the bag contained nothing at
all; that it was worn *‘pont se donner
nue countenanoe,” Nothing in it was
ovor hieard to rattle or shake.  Buot the
favorito ides was that it contained all of
Miss Martha's fortuve—all her heir
looms. 'This notion gained ground the
day when Miss Martha sppeared vio-
leutly agitated, and for the first time she
allnded to her bag of her own necord.
Bl explained that a seedy looking man
Lad made acluteh at it  Sho gave a
vivid rehearsal of the scene, the tenacity
and passion with which she had clung
to it sud defented the robber's purpose,
To hor pupils’ eager question, had she
given him up to the police? *‘No,"” she
replied, "I didl uot care to do that, I'had
the bag."”

By tho time Miss Martba Lad fanght
ten years in the Convent of Notre Dame,
and her Lag bad bocome accepled ns a
}mﬂ of horself—as wo grow to accepl a
riond's wooden leg or wig, and to invest
it with s share- of his individuality—a
vow pupil aerived.  The nuos had not
hurbored Mdle, Rhiono Michemin a fort.
night whon they kney thoy had admitted
n *demon” in the fold, Their keys wore
mislnid; thelfruit troes were riflad; large
inroads wers made daily into Bear
Monigue's wmkl{ biatehos of postry.
Botore three weeks the “‘espieglories” of
Mdle. Michomid had filled the place, Tis
poace had gone out of the window as
she entered the door.

Among lLer erratio atore of aocom-
plishments she had mastored duriog hor
téavels with her father, o fair knowledge
of English, and sho was sufliciently ad-
vanoed at once to take the second place
in Miss Martha's elass, Specnlations
coneorning the bag furnished food for
hor brain; sho sconted all the old theo:
view concerning it, She advanesd a now,
a fusoinating, a starlliog one. There
was noither wig nor heirloom in that
bag; it contaived neither sandwichos nor
tight refrashments; it was uot ewpty,
Tho bag contained Miss Muariba's love
lettors.  * ‘Tout wu romein inedid” wus
in tho bag,” she suid.  Then encouraged
by the effeot she prodoeced she plied con-
jeotures, “Bah!l  Who knows; thore
may bo in it tho embalmed heart of o
lover—such things have been!”

Mdlle, Reine, at sixteen years of nge,
winlded an infneneo over her fellow
pupils. Tor fearlossnoss and a sense uf
grotesquo  humor  that flavored her
nature nnd gave o sort of coarss health
to it, impressodthom, Sho awayod their
idens backward and forward, wsecording
to or will, Having advanced the ides
that Misa Aartha's bng contained “tout
no roman inedit,” sho eluok to it, and
enlurgod upon it, and thon followed
tuo pitiless vivacity of Lier fanoy through
wll its vegaries, That Miss Martha's
rotund faco should have onoe inspired
s ardent passion, sot them drawiog
varicatares, composing “bontarimes,”
writing farcieal love letters in their
leisuro momoents, Ono girl only, Aline
o Raix—the eldost of the class—kept
aloof, and stood between the old muid
and her wounld-be tormentors, Bhe it
was who one day interoopted o caricature
inserted in thoe grammar lnid npon Miss
Martba's desk, where a portly lady in s
ridieulously old fasbionsd  dress  was
reprosentod  firmly graspiog the bag, to
the handle of which were chained a nuw-
ber of enpids, who gazed upon the ex-
pansive figure with langhter and amaze-
went, or tnrned away affrighted and 1o
tears, Aline took out the drawing, and
looking st Reine, said quistly: *'I shall
Iay this beforo the Mero Superieure,”
“Jt will hrin;.{ matiors to an amnsing
pass,” nnswered Reivo with o langh.  *1
would give something to see our good
mother'a fuce when the bagis disem-
bowled, nud its contonts laid before her,
I faney Miss Martha wonll sooner suiler
all tho torments wo ean  deviso than go
theough that ordeal,”

A littlo quiver of tho eyolids showed
that Aline appreciated the force of the
“demon's” redouning.  “You may be
right,” she sail aiter s panse, folding
the drawing and putting it into ker
pocket; “but I armll risk the conse-
quenocs if anything like this happens
agnin, Ab, mesdomowslles,” sho oon-
tinued, turoing to the others, and spesk-
ing in a busky tono that came iolo ber
volen when sho was moved, **yonare do-
ing an ugly thing, turning into ridionls
an old lady., Suppose it is! sappose
they are!” ghe faltered, then resumed
abruptly; “Sappote the bag contains
what Reine says it does. Supposo it is
the buried story of Miss Muartha's life
that is in it! Is it not beautiful to be s
faithful to a memory? Again Aline
lapsed into silence a moment, lookiog
struight before hor; then sho continned:
"Ahr Lhow she has suffered. Itis her
heart sbe carrics swung over her arm,"
She paused suddenly; she had caught
tho converging gaze of a dozen paits of
eyes, fixed with nuif nstonishmemt upon
hor. A scarlet blush flitted to her brow,
and sho sat down hurriedly,
Reine burst out laughing; Lut the
langh was cheoked by the door opening,
and the girls rising to their feet, as Mids
Marths entered, introduesd as nspal
into the clusv-room by one of the
sistors.
It waa remarked by one of her com-
rades that Alipe blunderad absurdly
over the lesson; but it would have re-
uired filner powers of observation than
&ey possessed to have noticed that onoe,
when Miss Martha laid ker band upon
the youug girl'sahoulder, reproviug her

uponit. If the
ber manner when the

for being so distraite, and the bag
grazed her arm, Aline grow pale to the

Yipw, aod recoilod as if she had roceived
phyaical hurt,
THE BAG'S BECRET,

The fote of the Mere Buperisuro was a

ﬂ. day at the convent, yearly celo-

with social and religlous eclal.
For weeks beforehand, nuns and pupils
were busy, working offerings to presout
to their mother, and watching with
speoinl interest the progress of the flow-
ors in the garden,

It fellvon & day set in the heart of
June; the sisters nevertheless consiilered
it o special sign of heaven's graco upon
it, that it constantly proved so fair.
This year, the day rose, as ususl,
resplendent in & garment of snpshine
and m girdle of leaves, and the nuns
agnin said this to cach other, as they
gathered the blossoms in the eool of the
morning.

Visitors from the outside world were
fovited to join the festivities; refresh-
ments were laid in the refactory; the
;ﬂarnoo: n: to be spent in the gurden,
t was the only noniversary opon which
Misa Murtha relaxed he?irogahu labit
of keeping away from her kind, on their
boliday oecasions. Her broad figure
nsually sppeared one of the first at the
convent gate, bag on arm, the clasps
fiuely burnishod; she always wore a

dove-colored silk gown of skimpy pro-
swortions, displaying the bravery of her
t sandal shoes nnd open-worked stock-

ing and sported a red Indian eoarf,
strongly smelling of pot-pourri. Her
big bonnet had new strings, and a fresh
roso-cslored nbbon fluttered at ler
throat. Misa Martlia always brought o
bougnet to the Mero Supetieure, tho ar-
rangemont of which she had supervised
at the Marche anx flours,

It was afternoon now. The shadows
ware lengthoning in the orchard, where
Aliuo sat with a group of sisters. There
was 6 stiv of scampering fect and sonad
of eries all around, Shoe had just risen
to go indoors to fetch hoer mmntm when
alie noticed o number of girls making for
the convent, She thought she discarned
Reine waviog her bLandkerchief, as if
giving & sigual. The virermstancs did
not dwell on her mind, It was doubt-
less one of o wariety of gamos, BShoe
lightly walked up a shightly ascending
Enth. on the summit of which slood a

owor, It was o charming retreat. Un-
der the interweaving branches of oreep-
erds n benoh was plueced, from which
conld bo seen the square towers of Notre
Damo, the nearer tower of Bt, Sulpice,
As she approached, she cnught a glimpse
of a dove colored dress, **I shall sur-
plise some ono nsleep on that beneh,”
smiled Aline. The sleeper, she found,
wis Miss Martha, The old lady's head
was thrown back, her bonnet had slipped
off, holding by its strings her wrinkled
throat. Asshe lay in the abandon of
sleop, all the sword-stgokes, all the scars
thint the yoars deal in their pussage, cameo
ont planly visible, Awake, she had a
mobility of expression, a brightness of
the nhyeu which kept up au appesrmnece of
youath; but in sloep, age Lud its revenge.
If the vloek of the old maid's life had
stopped some forty years ago, striking
to the throb of emotion, it had gons on
recording the passing of time, and
showed the hour in the surrender of
lassitudo, Aline marked the wrinkles,
the snukon temples, the reddened eye-
lids, tho weak droop of tho opencd
mounth through which came the heavy
breath, All the dust of life gathered in
the hnning bair, Bhe was touched,
She thought there wes a valiant calw
apon the old faco. As she stood a mo-
ment there, wishing she could plaoo a
pillow under Miss Martha's head, somo-
thing struck hor as missing in her up-
pearanco. She conld not think “what it
was; then it flashed upon her—it wos the
bag! The bag was gous, Quickly shie
looked about for it on every side. It
was nowhere. Then she rememberel
that swarm of girls disappearing within
the convent.

Shoe sot off with & run, Her bounding
young feet carriod her soon over the gar-
den, into the house; past the parlor,
where the chairs, disturbed [from thuir
formal array, stood about in goeiable
groups; up the atairs into the dormi-
tories, the nuns’ cells, the rooms of the
Swurs Conversus—no gign of the pil-
forers anywhere; all was still as the sun-
shine pourivg in, As she stood ponder.
ing where she wonld go next, a muffled
vonnd of langlter struck her ears, then
a peal quickly smothered. There was o
garrot—n remote attie—from a window
of which a glimpse of the Rue BSte.
Croixo could bo obtained. Quick ns
thonght she was on its throanold. The
rusty key did not turn in the lock, but a
ehnir barrioaded the door. Aline pushed
it baeck with violence,

“Al, mon Dien!” execlaimed some
startlod voices. Then a laugh of recogui
tivn,

“Butrex dona, but don't make 8 noise;
for all tho world wo must not be found
out. Miss Martla, yon see,sho doss not
koow this attio,” eried Reine, She was
the coniral figuro of a group of girls
kueeling or squatting on the Hoor.

Aline recognized the bag in her lap;
she confusedly saw the floor around her
strown with letters and a variety of “ol-

joots. “*Ab, butitis infamons—It is in-
famons, what are you doing?" she
orivd,

“Not a bit of it," replied Reine, un-
abashed, talking rapidly. “‘Before hid-
ing the bag, weare ouly examning its
contents, It is just what I said—tont
unroman inedit—inside it. Dont lock
#o miserable. We only want to give the
old maid a start; wo'll help herto find it
—her dear bag—alter sho bas had a good
look for it."

] toll you that it is odious—that it is
liko" macrilege,” Alino sunswored with
labored breath.

“Bah! Don't lot her get out. Marie,
stand before the door. Keep her bands
from ler ears, She must listen! You
will see how interesting it is. Miss
Mariha's lover is & soldier—an offiosr—
handsoma fellow—Dblonds mustache, lit-
tlo sir of pride—quite “‘nne militaire =
There is his ministure! Malbrook *'s'en
va-t-on querre.” ab! you must hear; be
languishes—he burns- ho bursts with
love—for Miss Martha."

“ALL" grieved Aline, whom two langh-
ing girls were holdiug back, *‘you don't
know—yon don't know—what you are
doing!”

“Thore are all sorts of thingsin the
bag!™ coutinued Reipe, in an explans-
tory voice; 'a cockade, a medal, a soiled
gauotlet, quite a museum of romantio
old cloihes, n gold thimble, » pear] ring,
some faded flowers—everything; and Li-

tle compartments sewn into the lining
for everything. Thal is wbhy nothing

ulﬂ«lm l!;: tlintca: lldl:mnt 5« go::
8 vislt—fird ] great desp
-‘:!gol.hn of—-aft:lm tha bhas bhlq'on
bim not to bs tuo happy withont her,

In & French socent, slowly Reine bo-
gan to read:

‘"Happy away from you! Iam as stu

idly miserable as ever & poor love sick
tuy was—and you kauw it My heart is

away waiting before that shabby green |y

arden door—watehing to sesitopen and
ot you out, [ see the damp steps load-
ing down to the river, and you comin
trippling along on your pretiy foot. As
um{’ to waloll you--yonr trim waist,
your dainty sukles, your cheeks bloom-
ing like roses, your eyes all alight with
miselief and fan--I nsed Lo say: “There's
a nymph for you. Such s girl the poets
gaw when they wrole about ihe
nymphbs." "

*Miss Marthaa nymph!"

“A pymph!" went eddying ronnd
Alino on smothered sereams of langhter,

“But what I see oftonest (continued
Reise, not heeding the iuterraption), is
tho liedge of lavender—tho blessed hedge
in the garden—:nd that morning when
you on one side, acd I ou tho other, we
picked tho flowors for Aunt Priscilla’s
“pot pourri,” My dear, you bad used
mo shamefully. I Lad no spirit for any-
thing; my cigar had lost its comforling
power; wy hoart had been on tho ¢hill
pavement tweuty timos o day; but all at
once——lo you remembor--our hands met
seross the Ledge, and I wonld not let
yours go—1 would not—until you lmd
promised they would rest in mino in that
clusp alone death can part. You might
laugh as muel as you liked, after you
had promised, and siy you'd marry mo
womo 30th of February or on All Fool's
Day. I did not care; I conld langh too,
I knew I was the luckiest fellow in the
world. MBless you for it!"

YAmen!” said the auditors.

“Yon wesk bow I like the ministure
(Reine began again from another lotter. )
Passably, only., There is o sort of ro-
semblance; but what enrages me is that
I fanoy I detect on the painter’s part o
ruffianly intention to beautify you, He
biag triel to set right, what he may face-
tiously call ‘ont of drawing' in your face.
He hay not given that gentle squeeze up
of the left side that makes one eye, one
eyebrow, and especially one nostril, a
littlo higher than tho other, That de.
lightfnl, awry look, so perplexiog and
tormenting. Of course, he has not done
jostice to your eyes; Idid notexpect
tha‘—those sparkling, wicked, oharming
eyes. 'Cho color of tho hair is just 40 so,
a8 it looks in tho shade, and braided up
tight, according to Aunt Priseilla’s no-
tiona of Sunday propriety. Looso and in
the sunlight, wﬁul. is that bair like? 1
think of amber, champague, & nimbuos!
That is your hair,”

The explosion of langhter that followod
this string of smiles never jarred npon
Aline. She was absorbed; she did nut
hear it; she no longer stirred; sho no
longer protested. She stood listening to
words that, blundering and foolish, yei
sounded notes of the eternal love-song
which all crestion utters, and which
every womau's heart longs to Lear ad.
dressed to herself,

Presoutly she heard Redno say: “‘His
last lotter—ihat is inseribed to ADsa
Martha's **pattes de mouche,”

“DBrussens, June 16, 1815.—1 can only
snatel one momont—one momant to say
farewell to my dearest Marthia; the
Lugles are sounding; the drumsare beat-
ing: our fallows are mustering in the
‘Place.! It isa grand sight, In balf an
hour we march, Prayers and tears for
ug are flowing from many Lomes; my
dear girl's ure among them, T know. Her
miniatute is on my heart; her smile and
blash are there painted before mo. 1f o
Fronecl bullet finds mo out, my last
thought will be of her. The sigual is
oalled, Good-by, my dear, God bloss
you! God bless you, my swesthearl!"

A silence followed this letter, Raine
said, more slowly than sho had yot
spoken: *‘Thers is sometbhing insido,
wrapped in tissne paper—let us see what
Martha hus written: ‘My miniatore,
swashtd by the bollet that went through;
his true heart!'! Good,” sho resumed
briskly. “‘Now we are going to see Miss
Martha at nineteen years of age.” She
bogan carefally to unfold the paper;
then she said quickly: “Al! no, we can
not; itis all in bits—a heap of little bits;
nothing, absolutely nothing. There are
brown stains,” she lsughed nervously,
“lho stains of blood—"‘le sang de Mal-
brook. AlL! How horrid!” With a hys-
terical sob she threw the fragments and
paper down on the floor. A thrill ran
throagh the attio, .

All at ouce the clmir befora the door
fell with a erash. Miss Martha stood on
the threshold, pauting, dishevelad, terri-
ble, Soxme nuns stood behind her, stirred
ount of their calm.

With the gesture of & mad woman, and
a ory, the old maid sprang toward Reine;
but this young lady eluded her by jump
ing to her feet and lotting the bag (all on
the groand.

Then Miss Martha went down on her
knees and dragging bersolf on all fours,
Logan to piek up the spilt fregments of
the mininture, the tokens aod tho letters
--uttering little inartionlate cries like
the moans of o wounded animal. For a
short space there was a silenco as the
girls watahod this ravelation of grief und
love. Then Aline stooped, with the in-
tention of helpiog Miss Muarths, and
some girls followed ber example; but,
with & cry of fury, the old maid shook
ber Lead and uplifted forefinger to stop
any farther  desceration of those
troasures,

Al that moment the voice of the Mero
Supericnre was heard Wilding the girls
leave the room, and wait for Ler in the
school room—ull but Aline, whose en-
treaty to stay was granted, and who
revealod to the mother what bad hap-
paned.

‘Meanwhile Miss Martha continued to
pick up those profaned relics, uttering
those inarticulate ories, Aline and the
wother watohiog in silesce. Whoa the
poor soul bad gathered the last letter,
fusiened the last parcal with the faded
ribbop, and pat each in its place, the
Mere Saperieuro approached her, where
she sat ou the floor foolisily nursing the
bag. The mother spoke kindly. She
said she grieved at the pain so recklessly
inflicted. It had besn done thonght-
lessly, she was sure, Bha geally re-
prosched Miss Martha for having hogged
this griel—borne it alone. Ab! why had
sho not Inid it ab the feet of the Mother
of Barrows, who would have known how
to comfort her? At this Miss Martha
muttered something ineoberently, aec-
companied by a violent ropmimins

{ hor head, 'The Mero resumed

“You have nothing to reproach
hiwve

sub;no
ontly:
gonn’oll with, Miss Marths,
nothing but praise to give you.
yot, 1 hopa you will understand me,
wlter this nofortunate affair wy daty to
tliose young girls coufiled to my care—
to the Sisters, will oblige me for a ime—
only for a timeo- to ask you "lo suspond
otir attendanoe ab the class,”

“Qh! my motber,” broke in Aline
with forvor; *‘do not say that, Ab! she
has kept her secret so welll Bhe Lins
borue her sorrow so alone! No ove would
haro known it from Ler! Never a word-—
nevor o look, to bstray it." g

“Hosh! Aline,” said the Mere, lifting
her hand. “You noderstand me, Miss
Murtha, I am sure.”

*“You, yes, I understand,” replied Mise
Marctha, stupidly,

“After the holidays,” vesumed the

Mere, goutly, “‘wo shall be glal to wel-
come you agiin, Reive will be gone
thep. She st louve at once. Tho mat:
tor will have dropped at that time, Then
you will come, Thers is one thing
must ask, You must not bring the bag;
you must leave it behind."
Miss Martha Lad listened, duly acqui-
oscent un'i! the last phrase; then she
rose to Lor feet, “Leave it behind!
Never! never fora mowent!” sho said
with concentration, *Whero I go it
goes with me,” She looked down sud
began caressing the faded embroidery
with tho lips of her fingers, Ab, what
does it vignify if I earn less? Very littlo
suflices me, To each what each wauts
upon earth, To some, plenty: to you, ab-
stinonce, good deeds aud prayers; to me,
the thonght of him and how he lovad me.
Why,"” she continued, in an energetio
tone of reproach, “should yon wish to
part me from the perpetual assurance of
his love? Yon wear the token of your
dedication; yon have your veil and your
chaplet; tho married womasn Les Ler wed-
ding ring; well, I—I have my bag—and
I will not part with it no more than you
wounld put aside your habit to gain sowe
paltry ndvantage.”

She walked toward the door; the nun
followed still ganll{ remonstrating, Aline
remuined, immovable, noar the window.
Presontly she heart the gale of the con-
vent olose. She looked down and saw
Miss Martha below in tho rugged street.
She was walking rapidly, Ler bag over
bee arm, It was, indeed, her heart that
was swung there,

Aline watched till she could see her
po more; then she let her face fall on
Ler hands and she began to sob, She
conld not hava told for whom she was
crying—for Miss Martho or for hersell,

WHAT THE BAG SAID TO ALINE,

A fortnighit had elapsed; the low sun-
light cast gigantio shadows of ocrosses
ovor the Bue Sta. Croix. A knock came
to Miss Martha's door. It was repeated
when no answer cams,and then the voice
of the old maid eried quernlonsly, **Who
is there? What do you want?” After &
while the door opened and Aline nnd
Miss Martho stood faso to face. It was
tho first time they had met since that
bag had been rifled by profane hands,

Aline saw that the old maid looked
altered; hor health and strongth had vis.
ibly declined. If the Ireshneas and
gparkle of her oxpression had faded.
thiere was npon it, pereeptible throngh
tha distnrbanoce cansed by an unweleomoe
visit, the serenity that oomes from inter-
vourse with the dead.

She glanced askance at Aline, and did
not iovite her to enter. I shonld like
to speak to you, Miss Martha," said the
young girl, timidly; “theres is no hurry;
I can wait Lere until you are ready to re-
ceive me, The concierge promised to
return to take me back to the convent.”
“1 did not want to see any of my convent
pupils again, They have mide me saffer
too mueh,” Miss Martha said, with ex-
plosion.

Sho turned away, but did not shut the
door, and Aline accepting this ns a nega-
tive invitation, made a step or two into
the room. She saw that it had onca bean
o pretty apartment, draped with the co-
qaetry of white curtaius and pink rib:
bion; it looked to day as if the owner had
grown weary of the task of arranging,and
had allowed the dust to acenmulate and
the hangings to drag. Miss Martha's
bag was on the table, its contents taken
ount; evidently Alins had disturbad the
old maid in the midst of her memories.
With feverish basta Misa Martha bogan
to put back her treasures, speaking
alond in cart, detached sentences, ve-
hemently, a8 one accustomed to speak to
hierself,

*“They jeered at his words—his sacrad
words, Mobkeys, chatteriog and grin-
ning at a martyrdom, The good mother
says: ‘Lay your sorrows at the foot of
the Virgin,' I will lay it aowhere, I will
keep it where it is—in my heart. Yes,in
wy heart; it i3 in my possession; I have
cared for nothing elss all these years, I
hiave envied nobody elsa’s joy, becanse I
had it. I wonld not have exchanged it
—my sorrow—for any ooe’s Lappiness,
I say to mysell: I, the old, grotesque,
poor woman, I had his love, and woen
wo moeet amain be will koow that I
thought of bhim to the end,as Lo thought
of ma,"

Then suddenly looking up to Aline
and addressing her: “If you have come
like the ethers —like the Mbra and the
sisters—to aall me to part wilth my bag,
and vome back to teach, you may go. It
is no use; I will pob part with it—there,
I will not—no, not for a day—not for an
hour—not for a moment."

“I have not come for that," said Aline,
approaching the old maid, wiic had sat
down after the last words. The pirl
knelt by the chair; a velvety look was in
her eyes. Sha spoke ardently, in a eon-
cise voice, I bave come to ask you to
accompany me into the country—to be
with me in my grandfathor's chateau.
We shall be so well there, .

An expression on the old maid's face
seemod tosay she would not go. She
was well here, in this room, where she
had spont so maay years with her past,

“I am going there for awhile." Alina's
voice tramblod snd fell nway; a blosh
aroso, 8ho resawmed quickly: *"You will
sos how well wo shall be at the chatean;
it stands in the midst of woods; von will
be able to take those long couniry walks
you liks to take, and pick the wild
flowers, Aud the bag?
bag is to some with us. I waot it also!”

“You want 1t?" said Miss Martha, sus-
piciously, with lowering browa,

“Yes," replied Aline, in that hask
tone of emotion; “*if it has said so muc
to you, it has said something to me—
someiling thet may alter all my life.”

“Your life?” said Miss Martha, sur-
prised, almost jealons,

1| may
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perieure, and to my Confassor o S
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with such exclamations as thal
to you? Ho said that?” Bug toward
close of Aline's specch she
straight ol her, and as sho Jooked 5 beag
touchied the old faca and woko a new
pression upon it, It seomod as jf .,u.:i'
n sud 'en the discord between the
pression and the years upon j ::4.
melted away. Sho Jaid her band g
Alige's shoulder and smiled. Tt Wm
mother's smile, fine and full of gy

the smile that knows more aboug thy
story than the teller does. ““Poor iy,
Aline! Poor little Aline!” she repestsd,
Reaching ont her arms, Miss

took the giirl to her hoart, It hnd begy
ompty so long of sympathy with tha Jjy,
ing, that she conld not speak awhils g
the stir of re-awakened emolinps, They
she said_: “Yes, yes, wo shall go with
you. Woshcll all three go away fo
gether, my child,"—Merry Engl

A Pistol and a Moral,

Honator Haile, of Springfield, Mas.
offered to the mombers of the militsry
committes of the legislature a gulz
mounted revolver as a prize to tho bast
marksman, The contest took place st
the state camp-ground at Farmiogham,
and Col. Baneroft, of the house, was the
winner. It may not have oconrred b
Mr, Haile that the revolver has baen un.
commonly busy of late, aud that it is not
desirable to enconrage tho possession of
nso of that mischievous wonpon. It is
quite possible that Col. Bancroft may be
trusted not to make an improper use of
Mr. Haile's gift, but the fact thut it was
given shows thatit is regavdod as a valy-
able possession, and tends to stimulals
the purchase of pistols by persons who
bave no more need of them than Col.
Binerofl has, and are much more likely
lo do mischiaf with them, In sucha
community as this not one man in a
thousand Las any bosiness with & re
volver; it can be used for no legitimals
purpose. It is the weapon of assassine
tion, or of sccidental homicide. Every
day’s dispatohes tell of ilsdeadly work in
the hands of o rufian,a lunatic or a fool,
and not ones a year do we hear of its do-
ing any good. Whoever can do any
thing to make the carrying or owning of
o revolver disereditabla will be a publie
benefactor.—Worcestur Spy.

The Wicked Editor,

A Little Rock newspaper man whils
out in tho eonntry stopped at oruds
farm houss for dinner, Thinking that
his profession would receive mar
attantion, he remarked fo the farmer:

“Needn't put yourself to extra trouble
for me; I'm an editor,” !

YA what?” asked the farmer, regarding
the vistor with newly awakened interesh

“A nowspaper man,” )

“Wall. I reokon you oan get suthin' 10
eat anyhow, Some folks mont not g
yoi anything on that account, but 1 was
never particnlar.  But hold on, Edk
tor, did I understand yon you to say?

“Yes, sir, I aman editor, and how
ever unfavorably it moy strike yo&,
Tmnst say thot Lam prond of my all
ln "

11 bot $100 that yon are one of the
fellows that helped to take hiell onied
the Bible. Rsukon you'd batier travel-
Never mind the corn broad aud butter
milk, Julo,"—Arkansaw Traveler.

There Was Something the Matter with

A young man who possess
voieo, but who firmly and steadfastly be-
lieved that bho had in hien the making
a first-class tenor, ongaged o lt"u\‘.itﬂ: to
give him music lessons. When &8s
liow bo liked bis teacher, his reply w8
a good master, but ho was altogether 100
religions for him.

“How too religions?” '

“Why, while I am practicing he
ump a:ind down the rcom wringing

nds and praying." . ;

“\hat is his prayer? What does bif
pray abont?" I

“T can't exactly say, but yesterdsy ©
caught the words, ‘Heavenly Father
how long must I endure this? There
was donbtless somethiog the matter with
him, Bnt he has nat mo his coB=
fidence about his troubles.”

The latest thoories concerning thejrud
consiler that 1t gives forth ensrgy.w
appears as hoat, light or elsctricity, &
cording £ the madium which absor
the energy. There wre asironomi
phennmens, especially those in conne®
tion with Lbe divers dirsctions takes
tho tuil of comets, which can bo
islactorily sceonnted for

ol 8 poor
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only on the by
pothesia of electrisa! action, which
supposed to pervade the interplanstary
spaces. The eleotricity in the sun ¥
opposite polarity to that of space.
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