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TRIED.

Lisle Mercur went home early this
evening. Little Pet had said good-bye,
after dinner, with heavy eyes that fol-
lowed him all the way to the bank. and
kept reminding him of some they had
once closed in death in the same honse-

hold.

Willie was just buried three years ago
to-morrow. The father went lightly up
the stairs, straight on his way to the
nursery. As he turned at the head of
the stair-case, Mrs. Mercur stepped out
of e d1_ssing-room door into the blaze
of the hall lights, e'ezantly arrayed for
an evening party. She paused in sur-
prise #: seeing her husband home so
early. Pretty and piquant as she stood
before him, her delicate Leanty, as sgft
and ethereal as the dress she wore, quite
dispelled the the stern expression on his
lips, and the reproach im his tones died
down to simple surprise, as be asked:
“Are vou going out to-night, Fanny?"

“Yes. Why not?” she inquired. in her
fluttering, girlish way.

“Your baby, dear,” the husband said,
in a sul, reproving sty e.

“Psbaw, Lisle, she's only a little un-
well; and Lette &ill sit by ves. Shesays
tl'e chi.d is fond of her, and bezs of me
to so and enjoy mysell. She isthougiat-
ful of me,” the young wife added, casting
a reproachful glance at the earnest face,
looking with sire, aisappointed inguiry
into hers. ‘"She says I must pot shut
up like a nan.”

“Do yoa itaink your French maid cares
more for vou than J do, Fanny?”

The smull hands worked uuneasily,
openine and ~hatting her fan. She was
always sost when this strong man’s love
spoke to her in this twofold, unappeala-
ble way. So sheignorantly pushed aside
the steadying hand that would have
grided ber into beautiful womanhood,
and said the least bit peevishly: ““Come,
Lis'e, don’t be always making me sol-
emp. Sayv good-nicht and kiss me and
tell me to go and be happy.”

Tie hriuoaud bent over and k'ssed the
red Vps held up coaxingly to bis, :uul.l
encircling the slight waist for a moment
with Lis arw, said in his deep, sad way:
“Cio and be happy, Fanny.”

Ste glided down the stairs and sprang |

into i e ca. ciace waiting for her at the
dogr, but could noi shake off the si -ange
feeling {1at her husband’s manner had
inspired. until fairly launched into the
whirl of giddy enjoyment at Mrs. |
Grange's. Lisle Mercur watched her
graceful. retreating figure until it went |
out o s'glt. As the front door closed
afte: her her be {urned heavily, with the
great want his beauntiful wife so lightly
comprehended, and walked to the
nursery door. [Iistood slightly ajar. A
little quernlors voice kept repeating.

**No, no; Pet wants Flvon.”

“Sh! sih! Lette’'s here. Lette's better
than Flynn.

Pet {urned on the pillow and looked
at the fussy Irerch girl with c¢hildish
incredulity.

“‘Pet wants Flynn.”

Lette was becoming annoyed at the
child’s persistency, and pushed back her
chair " avatiently.

Mr. Mercur was about to open the
doo - and go in, when he heard & rustle
a. ithe “vot of Pet’'s bed, and a pale,
wea! y-faced woman glided in from a
room adjoining the nursery, and stooped
over t"e restless child. Her " os touched
the io. cheek, and two fai arms went
rourd e - neck, like love-chains from an
angel’s beart. Pel was quiet now. She |
needed no hushing. The touch of)|
Flvun's cool bhand was always enough
for her. Lette went bustling through
the dco -at (e fool of the crib. After a
while I'lvun vulocked the fingers clasped
about e meck and holding them in ber
own, i «o~n by the beds'de and looked
at toe newd nesi'ed on the ar’nty pillow.
Her white illegib’e fu e was partially
turned toward the ball doo. , where Lasle
Merenr siood with a father s pardonable
enriosity. He always rezarded his
yoang sister’'s governess as a calm, gen-
tle womar. with soul enough for her
position.  To-night ne carght a g'impse
of something more. That strange power
toward which childhood leaps in-
stinetive! | wa ched. nnslumbering, self-
gnard “a . or steady gaze, thrilled in the
low sure wviterance of her conscions
words; asserted  itself in her lightest
tonch, Lisle saw why his child wanted
Flann. She was one of those
women who, when one once knows
them, breathe poetry to the very ele-
ments, even though they shrink from
talkine or singing ‘&.  To such, it must
no. o through mary hands, all dabbing
at 1.« fresliness.  So she took (o this fair
child, anc. whispered her sweet thoughts
e her. And they grew Lo quietly and
na uva'ly tee ther, that even the close-
sighted ,ather never knew of the union
until the aight when saccident showed
him Pel’s companionship. And his pret-
ty wile flashed back in his face the truth
the. as or spiritual communion he was
alone.

Pet luy so still he thought shie must
be falliug asleep. Then he heard her say,
soitly: 4

“Mamma's zone, Flynn.”

Flynn smiled.

“Mamma was pretty.”

“Why didn't God make Flynn pret- |
tier?”

“God knew,” Fiyvnn said, reverentiy:
and the child raised hey eyes us she did
in prayer. They came back brightly
again.

“Mamma wore beautiful flowers!”

“Wkere?” asked Flyn.

“Here.” Aad thelittle hands went to-

the - over Pet’s bosom.
“Pei's Flyna's flower.” . _
The sweet face brightened with a mis-

chievoas smile.
“Wear * yours whese mamma Wears

little form up in her arms. and ressed
it eclose to her loving woman's heart.
This bvd she was nurturing would open
ore day into Fiynn's beautiful blossom—
nO: MAMIMA'S.

So thongzht papa as he walked outside
the door, while the pale governess walk-
¢1 the nursery f'oor with the burden on
her breast, and at Tast laxd it down sleep-
ing on the bed. Then he went back to
his room and waited for mamma. She
came home long afler midnight and
slept late in the morning. When she
met her husband at dinner she said in
her childish way, qunite exultingly, “I
knew Pet would be well enongh off.
Lette said she was quiet and slept well.”

The fathe - thougbt of weary feet gon~
to and fro in the nurser+, and the low
" Nabv .ammed softly in .1s baby’ser -,

‘hinking of the subtle music of this

man's voice, he "orgot what mamma we s

saying, or ‘uat she was there. So no
revelation was made.
Mrs. Mercur grew feverishly fond of

excitement and party cong. Her hus-

sat beside her until she wasasleep. Then
she moved like a statue down the stairs
into the presence of the cowering
servants, who were waiting as if by in-
stinet for her commands.

““We will have no lights to-night,” she
said in a voice that thrilled through
darkness. *‘Let a'l retire and the house
be quiet; to-morrow will be soon
enough.” There was no need to say for
what it would be soon enough, and they
went from her presence awe s.ricken and
oppressed with gloom. When they were
all ;one she went back to the window
seat '1 the 'ibrary, where she Lad been
sitting with Pet, and, kneeling down,
buried Ler face in tle cushions. The
murmnr of the waves beaking softly on
|t e beach came in at '.e open window.

Lisle Mercur s.iled a week in advance
of (he Solitaire, centrary to his expecta-
tioa woea e wrote.  When the news of

ihat vessel's wreck reached his family he
} was already impatiently moving toward
| bowe. It was still comparatively early
| i ihe eveni~~ when he alighted from

band’s remono.rances were unheeded: ! the coaeh in front of his own house,
and at last, growing weary of her we:k | Surprised at finding it closed and dark,
accusaiions and insinuating comparisons | e wen: avound toward the back part of
of his conduet and Lette’s, be gave up | the premises, intending te aronse one of

' 11.11‘.!1&‘,

the ¢ _tempt of restraining ner, until he
saw Lhat ber health was ;. oidly giving

way. Then he pleal with her,
gentlv bLut earnestly. She laughed
at his fears, and turned to

the pleasures she was madly pursuing
with renewed eagerness. Duty urged
him to move cecided action. He led ner
to ber mirror ooe morning afler a night
o @is. pation, and bade he - confront the

sunken cheeks and glassy eyes staring |

back in her face *'ke a solemn warning.
She gazed for a moment like one trans-
fixe(, and the {suth fastened slowlyon
her vuwilling consciousness. She could
not . ~ar .. S e turned fiercely toward
him, and with a wild gesture, almost
shriel el: ““‘Stop your idie prating. I
w ']l live while I do live.”

Tlhe erd of her race was reached at
last, and she lay down to die. It wasa
grim place she was verging on. The
phantoms and shadows were all passed.
The real coasm . the gennine gioom, were
just ovtsde. Should she go back, seek-
ing a’d of the p easure-hunters, through
this p'ace they had led her to? Ah! they
we o cheerless gnides now,

‘1 am dying, Lisle,” she whispered.
He ga.hered her cold hands in his warm
ones, but he con'd not remove ihe chill.

“} am dringz, Lisle!” ‘he shrieked,
piteoosly. He bowed his head over her
pillow till his 2 os tonched her dawp fore-
head. bet they aad no comfort for her
here.

“‘Help me, husband!”

He coald have helped her once. He
could on'v turn, iu his deep distress and

groan now. A quick thought fleshed
through him hopefuily. **Shalt I call
Flynn?”

The dyivgz eyes looked up imploringly.
She came white £ 1d ncarble-like, as she
who liv th-re in her agony woald be
soon. wisle ecould not see the hope
which e 'orged to read if there were
hope of e ia his wife, the lids lay down
so heav’ v on hereves.

Fanny wurped {o ner, with a wild plea
in evesy lineamrent of her suffering face.

““Hel) me, Flynn!”

“God must do that,” said a firm, sus-
taining voice, elose in her failinz ear.

“Wiere is He?” gasped the whitening
Ips.
*Here, Fanny, closer than I can come
to you.”

“1° { could see Him! If I could feel
H'm! she esed elingingly, as if reach-
ing ovi in the  ark.

“C. | L m as you me. Ask him to
help vo 1 as you ask me. He loves better
than . Fanny. He can go further than
I. Feisright here. ;
—ean t voa feel Him—said the low voice
in toaes hai thrilled ene with the con-

‘oJsness o. an invisible presence.

.ba look of terror weni from the
«" astly face. and the fa nt shadow of a

coming smile paused on the dying lips |

thai o, 'y . ..d breath {o say:

Y —a g

She was gone where they could do no
more for ler.

Lisle Mere-
went 2 broad.
did pot return,

leit Pet with Flynn, and
Two vears passed, and he
Then came a letter,

savine be would sail in two days more, |

in the Solitaive.

Tow.  the close of summer, just at

twilight ore evening, they two sat alone

in the w ndow seat of the library, look- |

ing :. tl» o'd lighthouse far up the
beae’s on the Roeky Point.

“1t 'ouks nugly, don’t it, Flynn?”

“Yes,” said Flynn, thonghtfully. *It
looks losely and bare and grim in the
daylict; hat how was “¢ last might?”

Pe. ~emernbered how the storm raged
and the sc. roared all night, and how she
elnng to Flynn, wild with fear lest they
shon'd all, home, sea and winds, be
whirled togethor in terrib'e destruction.
Then,  :iniag in through the chamber
window, gleamed that solitary light
from the old tower,and Fiynn said:
“Look, child, what 1s it like?”

*Like a star of uope, isn’t it, Flynn?”

Flyon said:  *“*Yes,” anl hoped it
might be such to thosa at sea. She did
nov waisper the creadful fear she had in
her  heart—thay a vessel, howeward
wight 2o down that dismal
night. She samoothed the little head
that micht be fatherless, and wove that
in her prayers.

Later i the evening came a messenger
saying that the Solitaire had foundered
i the siorm the night before, and it was
reliahi'y reported that all on board had
perished.  Almost within sight of liome!
Flyan .ad learned to fear crue! tidings.
w0 20 one knew how she felt. The
servants gathered, whispering in the
Lall.  Sbe went out, and bade them dis-
perse, in a husky voice, until Pet was

asleep. The lamps were not lighted, |

hers.”
Flyon understood. She gathered the

and they conld not see her pallid face.
She took the child to her chamber and

Can't von see Him !

' the .ervants. As he passed the library

win ow he observed that it was open,
| and, springing to the low baleony, he
| was going 1n when something suddenly
’ arrested his attention. Steoping over to
| examine more closely, be was startled by
| the sicht of a buman face half bnried in
' the crimson cushions. Jast then the
'moon came ~ om under a cloud and
' shone full upon the objeet at which he
stood gazing with deep perplexity. He
saw pow that it was .'ivan, half kneel-
ing, half reclining, as if she had fallen
asleep in {1 e midst of prayer.

d’.. rot move. Then he spoke in al. :der
voice.~ aost roughly, but the e came no
v1se. He grew alarmed. The stror~
an sr00k like an aspen. He raised her
.ead reverently and tenderly, and laid
it aza st his bosom, smoothing back the
hair and gazing fondly into the face he
had 'ooked rpon ignorantly unappreciat-
ingly, times withont numbe,. How pure-
cious i; ssemed to him tlen, as he
groaned a'ond: “Great God ! I have
come back for this?” He tuought she
was tead —thae a new and deeper desola-
 tion than he bal yet known was upon
. him.
As he gared the nostrilsslowly (ilated,

| the aim lips parted, and t'vose dark mys-
 terions eyes opened fall on his. The sea
L o o the m- mar of the waves, were
re c.ance 5 boo: (he moonlight cor
lin: ¢ e op  wirdow, all this was
(pe o al, vat this fa @ with ifs passionate

| enerty, this breas: against whien she was
' he'd so tightly—w .ai did ", mean? She
| would see what it meant: so she made a
| strong effort, and sat upi.ght. S e had
’passcd throug.a a great agony, and she
be 1 dreamed a shori, sweei dream. It
was over now, and she must go vack to
her self-snstepance. 1In a moment of
mu.aal silence she called vp her old
| habit of calmness, and said as firmly as
' her weakness would permit her to :
**We feared you were drowned.”
“I knew you would, and hurried
' home on that account.”
| “The servants are horror-stricken, but,
f thank heaven, ’ei is spared what I
! feared she must know goon.”
| “Flynn"—the pale face turned so that
‘he moonlight wonld not strike it so
 oaly—*“did any one else grieve for
| me?”
- She trembled visibly, and tried to say
| somethinz verging close on propriety.
~ “Spare we this,Flynn,"” he said, plead-
“in7. “Core down from ihis distance
| at which I have viewed you, and tell me
| at once wiai { ask.”
“How _a» won'd you have me come?”
| she asked. v 'th a quiet significance that
i he raderswod at once,
| *“Not bevond the borders of female
' deilicacy. { forgot in the intensity of
' the momwent that I had not met yon there
with a broad avowal of my love—
| love such as men seldom give to a
| woman, Flynn.”
' She Tooked a. him as if to comprehend
| his meaning, and said, musingly: *I
| have wandered so long I am lost now.”
| “Come home, I lynn, be said, reaching
‘ont his arms to her. ‘‘Lay your head
where it 'ay helplessly a moment since.
| Trust me. 17 mine.”
. Her head drovped where it was to rest
' hence orth.
“Tell me why vou knelt here like one
| dead?”
| “For you,” she said, shivering. *‘I
| thought yvou we e dead.
' “Then you love me?”
. “Oh, Lisle!" the fervor of her words
thrilled through 1''s soal.
. *“*How ‘ong has this peen, Fiynn?”
! “Since 1 came here as your sister’s
| governess.’
’ He started suddenly.
“[efo-e Fanny?”
“Yes " said a voice, tinged with long
borne sorrow.
| “F',an, Flyan, yoa have suffered!”
| She siviled a smile borne of deep soul
| straggles,
“1t has not been in vain.” The mask
' was all off now. Lisie Mereur saw the
'loviag, purified echacacter  shining
' through the face he held to his lips.
“Yon shall suffer no more alone,
darling.”
e il

t

| -

| llouse-Cleamng.—Mrs. J. D. S.
|

|

|

writes: “I find washing soda bet‘er
than ammonia er soap for cleaning
It shoua!d be kep:i air tight
when pot in use. I keep mine in a
seli=sealing jar. A little ofit is a
great nelp on dirty paint and oil
cloths. I think, toe, there is less
danger of the paint being left
‘streaked’ if one begins at the bottom
of doors and windows rather than
' at the top.”

house.

| poo - cuss vas no relations?”’ (ueried the

He called be - softly by name, b she !

| it in thas wor'd again.

{ Mr. Muflins?

A LUCKY DIR.

What the deuce ails me ? Where am
I, anyhow? Wherever { am, springs and
mattresses must be scarce, for 1 know I
am 'aid ont on some mighty hard sub-
stance. Wonder if I'muead ? 1 feel
m: “likeit. Maybe I am stretched
out «cudy for the doctors to carve me.

T 2 were my first thoughts, very
el o Tadee?, as I became conseious.
L e id neicher sneak. nor move; but I
soon 'earped that I could hear,

A door opened, footsteps approached.
I fe't a eloth renoved from my face, and

streiched there.”

that v a: to be, giving a little squeal.
“Don’'t Mr. Howard me.

ma Lo . ey—but for Heaven's ont
Mr. Howa . me, my own Priseilla!” said
Howard, ‘a a quivering voice. Then I
hea' a movement of feet, accompanied
by a 'oud lip explosion. Moses! how
med I got! 1 tried to kick or grate
tee.1, but the devil a kick o g ate coun

I raise. I vasobliged to gr'a and bear

a voice, which I 1ecognized as that of mv
intended father-Ia-law, suid: o
“He Lasn't changed much.” and his |
coramanion, whose voice I recognized as
Sr oo by's, the undertaker, said lightly :
ne-e’s 18 just where yon are mis-

ta' e 1. Mr. Muflins: he looks a ecussed
sight better dead than alive, but how |
does P.iscilla feel about it? Take on |
muech, ely?” I

“Oh! no just enough to appear well,” |
said the father of my aflianced, with a |
chuckle. *‘She never cared mach for |
Smiith; 'twas his stamps that she fanecied. |
My I’«iscilla is a practical girl and wer.
in for hris dimes, lis earriage and greys, :
aldbongh a. the same time I mist ¢on
she was spooaey on bald-paied Poward,
the artist, but i e's poor as Job's turkey,
as Lve saying is.”

““Well, she can have him now for all
this poor enss, ¢..n't she?” said Sowerby
beating a tattoo with his digits on my
ches..

“1 presume so, but she will wait till
the year is up, for fear of gossip, you
know."”

“Bat who gets Lis money, seeing the

underiarec.

“Oh! tbat’'s all right. You see, my
Pi’sciiia is a sensible girl. Before she
p omised «» mwarry him she had him
make s will ia ser favor. Poor Smith |
was rather sappy, yon know; had noth-
ing avainst him, bhowever, although he |
was deacedly Lomely, and such & barn- |
doo- of a Mo, :il“‘;l.}'s npen."

“We'l, sanl the ¢"reerful voice of the |
unde aker, “his mouth is shut tight
enongh now, 1 reckon: he'll never open
I reckon his im-
mor.al part is now with the angels.”

And my mortal | is also with the
angels, thougzlit I —u fine pair of angels!
I felt indignant al their elumsy vidienle,
I tried to shnt 1oy fist, but the devil a
s '‘ut was to it. 1 c¢ould de nothing but
listen. He then began to measnre me
foc e eoltin. I had heard that under-
take .: whistled joyfully wiea they got a
measure, 1 believed it to be only a joke |
on the erali: bnt Sowerby acinally struck |
up the air “Pull Down the Blinds,” in a
savdued trilling whistle while he meas-
ured me.

“A nobby ecasket and 100 hacks, eh,
Mvst make a big thing of |
it. The cuss leit lots of money, and re- |
member he was {o be your Priseilla’s
husbard. Must have a splurge, Mr.
Muflins.,” said the worthy nndertakey,
with an eye to his own pocket,

“Well. I don’t mind if the coffinisa’
little nobby looking; bat 100 hacks!
The deuce! Jast seud one or two for the |
mourners, and the rest who come to
attend the .uceral can furnish their
own ::gs or hoof 1t, whichever suits
them.’

They covered my face again and left
me tomv ¢wn reflections. I had often
heard "« remarked that meditation was
good " t.esonl, and this was the Dbest
chance I ever hal of trying it.

An hoar must have passed and the
doo: was again opened, and two persons |
eame. w ispering along. (o where 1 lay, |
ar. . ‘e voice o° my promised wife fell
on WV ear.

v, wiemd to loo’s at him, Mr. Howaird:
he was so bomely when living, he mmnst
be i igi 1 wler dead.”

1 groucd my {eedrin rage as I remem-
bered how often she had gone into rap- ‘

|
i
!
I
|

|
]

- be worn at my funeral.
' very mad now. I felt the crisis was near,

howled.

it. Beari: I had to; buigrin I couldn’.

Soon my cempany left, and I was
again entertained by my own pleasant
tnonghts, until I azain felt the cloth
gently remeved from myv face. A soft,
warm ;- lm was ".id on 1y forehead, and
the low, sweet voice ol Minnie Rivers
w. ‘spered—well, no matter what.

Night came—so dia the neighbors to
my wake; and from iwo o'd eromes who
sat pear me I learned lo my horror
that I was to be baried next day.

“Of econ e you are coming te the fu-
neral to-morrow, Mrs, Frizzlebaum ?™
sakl one of them.

“Oh! dear, yes, surely. I hope it may
turn ont a iine day, for T want te enjoy

the rde to the t'.(‘ull‘i(‘l'_".‘-

[ then lo.. consciousness, and the next

I beard were the - ating voices of Pris-

cilla, my fiancee, and he: mother. Ap-
pareni'y they were brushing, dusting
and givier the room a general slicking
up veove the fareral.

*Is Howard to be one of the pall-bear-
ers’” asked the vo'ce of my mother-in-
law that might have been.

“He would be, gladly, but he hasn’t &
suit ol black clothes,” said my sweetest.
“Why, Priscilla! my child, don’t you
remember Smith's black broadcloth; the
suit is brand mew. I know it will fit
Howard. Call him in—he’s sitting in the

' kitchen—and let him try them on.”

Now, th:s black sv’c was a particular
favorite o7 mine. a perfect fit, that set my
person off to g eat advantage, and 1ib
made my blood boil to hear them talk so
coolly of transferring it to my iival, to
I was getting

and that I should either die or explode

Cif they meddled with my black suit.

Priscilla ook it down from the peg—I
knew it, for [ heard the buckles jingle—
and made for the door. I tried to shake
my fi-t, and yell at her, but all in vain,
and there 1 lay, outwardly calm as a
lamb, wy inwards boiling with wrath. It

- was 130 wach! The deepest trance could

not bave beld out against that suit; with

'a power ol efforv I sprung np and

Priscilla dropped my clothes,
her mother the duster, and both
bounded out of the 100m squealing like
shob rabb’ts. With ¢ flieulty 1 managed
to get my clothes on, and had just got
inside my pants when Mrs. Muffins and
hee dau’ ).er, headed by the undertaker,
peered in at the door; a metley company
of women and smutty-faced children
stood in theirrear. Such scared-looking
ewls; enough to amuse a dead man. Seo
I Taughed. It was not very becoming;

 but I langhed peal after p-zl t:'i my
' sides begaa to ache.

Thea the onder-
taker veutured near me, sayin;, rather

 dubiously:

““‘So you are not dead yet, Mr.
Smith?”

*Well, no, net exactly; sorry to dis-
appoint my friends about the funeral,
howaver.”

“Yos,” he assented abseatly! ‘““bad,

| rather—thet is—ahem!”

Fooled out of the dimes, earriage and
greys, my gal, thonght I, as 1 looked at
Priseilla.

““io speak with him,” said her father,
in an apdecrtere; “act yvour part well.”

Tee mow began .0 gather around me
and to coagratulate wme oa my narrow es-
cape. I noticed the - eried a great deal
more than when I was dead. Prisecilla

you were engaged to the chap that b—
“Oh! Mr. Howard!” said Mrs. Smith

1f you re-
turn my affecliion you must call me z
sowe pet names. Call me Harry--es s

sake don™®

tures, o¢ pretended to. over my noble | came and hane on my neck, sniveling

brow and expressive mouth, and would ' desperately. I gave her a not over-gen-
solean!y declare that if I were taken | tle posh from me, and to'a her to wait

' othe - ‘.'gl'.

from e she woald entzr a convent, take |
the L' . veil and nager more behold the |
s,

One of them raised the cloth, I knew
they we.e¢ looking at me. Howard was |
the ¢hap . e was spooney on, whom ht:l"
fa*er nad mentioned.

“Seems to me vou don't feel very bad i
aboai his dying, Miss Muaflius,” exclaim- |
ed T oward. deliberaely.

“Whell. to tell the tratl:,” said my be- |
trothed [don't care very mueh shout ;
it. 17 e oad hved | ST prose I shoald’
have mar ‘ed him, ! ~anse he was rich;
oo+ was getiing aeont sick of my ba-
gain, ‘o: [ kwvow 1 should always be
ashamed o” him.”

“But  yoa loved
Howard.

“No, I didn't ! My affections were
wasted lone ago on one who never re-
tarned my love.” And mv fast-fading
idol sighed heavily. They asad now cov:
ered my face again, and were stauding
within a few fect of where 1lay. -

“Abont how long age, Miss Muffins?
asked Howard.

“Ob, about a year or so,

him,” remarked

" with an-

Aot the time T went away?” inter-
rupted the cautions Howard, eonghing a |
little. o

“Well, yes, about that h]:»ugih of time,
assented my dear aflianced.

“Now, K‘iiss Mu-Muf-Maftins—you—
oh! vou don't meant to insinuate that I
[-T,oh! oh! oh! too mueh bliss—am the
lucky-—" .

“T don't mean to insimuate anything,
Mr. Howard:" and the angelic sweetness
of har voice became somewhat pxetall:c.

““Now. sece l'e'e—Pns-P1-1§-cllla-_Uhr
let me ca'l you by that melodious agrme.
See bere! 1 » wavs loyed you, not for

our beanty, Cod knows, but for vour
artlessness: 'pon my soul I did, agd
would have proposed to you only I heard

nex, «mwe till T was safely buried before
she meded w .h my elcies.

“Oh! Iam so 5'ad!” she said, sweetly,
withoat appearing to rotice what I said
about my clothes, “ithat you are not
dead, dear. My heart seemed withered
and brokea to see you lying so cold and
whie. I wept bitterly over your poor,
angelie face my dariins.” '

*Oh, yes, yoa did. I heard vou and
Howard take o a. a fur'oas rate. It was
a very Ineky ¢ e "o me, my dacky.”

“Conld you hea . she gasped

“1 raiber think I eov'd,” I replied.
“So good-by, my noble girl; yon can
have the pleasure of ecalling Howard all
the pe. pames you can lay you tongue
to.” She wade a bee line for the open
door, and her pull-back was (e last I
ever saw of her. Howard never married
her, and I hear she s.'li lives a life of
single blessedness. As I am writing this
piece a qoiet little figure .leals to my
side, and a sof, white hand, which sends
a thritl o7 pleasare to my heart, is laid
lovingly cn my shoulder ; ves, the hand
of Minnic Rivers, now Minnie Smith,
my wife.
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Movri Disixrecrant.—A lady asks us
to name some harmless month disinfee-
tant. It is not a good sign to have a
mouth that needs disinfecting. There
must be some “sult with the stomach, or
liver, or bowe's, The firsi iemedy should
be  regulate the die: and other habits,
so taat the funetions of exeretion shall
be perfectly cstablished. 'Then if the
mouth requires ciensing with anything
more than pure soft water, a harmless
lozenge may be msde by rubbing 24
grains each of permaganate of potash
and hyperoxydate of barium into a mass
with sugar and glyeerine, and dividing
itinto 14 parts. A very ili-smeiling
mounth will be thoroughly aisinfected by
ifs occasional use.—[ Herald of Health.
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