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@urrent Literature.
OUR BUNDAY EVES

I see a valley in the Weat,
Beneatha mountain's tow ering crest,
A littls cottage white as snow,
Three vine clad windows in a row,
A porch with overhanging leaves,
Wherein we spent our Sunday eves,

That blessed hour when day was done,
Between the sitting of the sun

And ringing of the sweet toncd bells

I'nat echeed through the hills and dells ;
That hour when thought, with softest wing,
Wonld to each heart an offering briag.

There mother sat, with gentle face,

W herein was written love and grace ;
Giray looks beneath s Sunday cap;
White hands roftly folded on her lap;
Al needless care, that frets and grieves,
‘Was banished on our Sunday eves,

“Then mother's ** talk,” wo clear yet mild,
A precious word for every child—

Her soft reproof, her tender praise,

That made us love the Day of Days,
When heads of browa aud heads of gold
Were sheltered in that precious fold !

Then father 'neath the shadows dim,
Would start the good old fashioned hymn,
And make the very rafters ring,

(For all the family must sing,)

Aye! Every girl and every boy

Juin in the chorus, full of joy.

Oh, Sabbath twilights coming down,

In those past days so like crown—

Or like an aogel of sweet power

That came to tarry for ao hour!

Though care annoys, and pain aggrieves,
We'll n'er forget those Sabbath eves,

Tha_ Ilué-l_r;uf _Har Haﬁn.

‘I tell you, Jack, the farm is not your
vocution. T become more and conyineced
of the fact every day, and less contentod
with the life we are leading,”

Breakfust was over, and we stood on
the farmhonse portico, arm in arm. On
the sill of the door sat baby screaming
with delight as she fed a pair of pet
pigeons from her dimpled hands

Our breakfnst had been a delightful
one—coffee clear us amber, bread like
snow, and steak*done to a turn,

All about us was & green tangle of
sweet brier and honey suckle; the sun
was just rising above the distant hills,
und the morning air was fresh and
sweet, and filled with exquisite woodland
odors, and musical with the song of
birds, We conld cateh n glimpse of the

“barn and poultry yards from where we
stood, and hear the plaintive lowing of
the kine, and the dreamvlike tinkle of
their hells.

1 felt & vague sort of conviction that
Juck had but little sympathy with my
spirgt of discontent, yet 1 was determined
to earry my point if possible,

“Yon are dissatisfiecd with vour lot, 1
soe that plainly, Nell,” said Jack, o trifle
mnlly.

O, nonsenee,” T put in. “Not with
wiy lot, nor with you, only with the furm,
Jack. 'm tived to death with this prosy,
bumdrum life, and 1 hate to see yon
delving and toiling like a slave from one

car's ond to another,  You were born
gnr somuothing botter, Jack—something
grunder and nobler. Faney o man of
your abilities sowing grain and digging
putatoes, and ruising stock to his life's
end !

“But, my dear,” suggested Jack, “one
must live und  have bread and batter”

“T'o be sure, Jack: but why not earn it
in a more gentoel wuy ?”

SHone ot life is alwayas genteel, Nell)'

SOh, pshaw! you misunderstand me,
Jack. T mean that you have capabili
ties for something  better, Yon only
cling o the old furm to please your
futhior, when vou could be Tinndred fold
bettor elsewhere And besides, whoere is
our soctety in this place, Juek?  Wha
ehance 1= there for onr ehildren ns they
prow upt

Tack Tnughed as he glipesd down at
babiy, who was stroggling furiously to
gt pigeon’s hewd into her month,

“Ali, Noll, that s qukim.: 50 fur whead,”
B saidds “und my dear, you ecom to for
pet that 1 have fived here ull my life”

“No, o, Ddon't forget. And pray what
have yvou done, Juek ™"

“Lasd an upright life, snd  married
yon

“But vou didn't pick we up among
the clover blossoms, Jaek, don't forget
that. You found me in town, and, Jack,
dean, T so suxions o get back to my
native olement. P tired of all this
You can get on ever so nigely in town,
Jiek: and there we can got into society."

Lam ot over fond of society, Nell”

Ol bt vou should e for my sike,
docks Um fond of it 1 hate to hve like
w hermit. Why, Jack, if we desire o got
o httle party toomorrow, we eould not for
lack of guests"

“Dear e, Nell; why T could muster
seores,

MM B certain sort, yes; but 1 don't
want them, Jaek; I am peculinr in wmy
potionsg  Lwant no society but the best ;
the- the—the sort of society one gets
intoin town.” e <

“Fashionable society, Nell."

“Well, then, why ntt You have
means, Juck, and I fAatter myself that
we are fitted to move in any cirele. Why
shionld we bury ourselves in this wilder-
m“‘ll

“Our means are not exhaustible, Nell.” | had

“1 aw aware of that, Jaok, but we have

enough for the start, and Vanborough
offers you a good place in the hank.”

“At'a limited salary, Nell?”

“Oth, yes, but you can work yourself
up, Jack—right up to the topmest round
of the lndder. Do let’s go, Jack! [I've
lived here to please you ever since our
marriage; 1 think you can affond to
please me a little now." )

Jack sighed as he looked out upon his
"ripening grain fields, but he drew me
| close to his side and kissod me.

“That's true,” he said, “you can’t b
expected to care for the farm s 1 do,
Nell, I promised to make you happy
when von eonsented to be my wife, and
1’1l lr}'.ln keopr iny word, You shall have
itall your own way, Nell.”

The continuous dropping of water
wenrs away 4 solid stone. T had eon-
guersd my husband at last. and the de-
sire of my heart was about to be accorm-
plished, o

When Jack once made up his mind to
do n thing, he did it with all his might.
The matters were soon settled,  Cherry
Hill, ns we called the farm, was sold at a
great suerifice, and one sunny morning
we turned our baeks upon the breezy
down and golden grain fields, and jour-
neyed cityward. .

“I'm afraid you made a greal mis-
take,” said Jack's father as he bade us
good-bye; “yon'd better have stuck to
the farm. You remember the old =aying
about rolling stones.”

“I don't bolieve in old savings, sir,” 1
answered loftily, “and I think 1 can ap-
preciate my husband's ability better than
any one elge can,”

“All right; 1 hope you wont find your-
self mistaken, my denr. Good-bye to
both of you. Whatever you do, care
well for the little one.  I'm afraid she
wont liks the change.  If you happen to
tire of town and fashion, don't forget
that & welcome always awaits yon at
home."

Jaek's heart was too full for ntterance.

“Thank yon, sir,” I said, “but we shall
nol get tired.”

O new home in town wis a stylish
residenes in a fashionable street,  We
established ourselves in the prineipal
hotel, unid then set to the task of fur-
nishing the honse,

“My dear child,” said Mrs. Vanbor-
ongh, the banker's wife, dropping in for
an early call, “don’t dream of such a
thing ns Ingrain carpets. Gt Brussels,
by all means, good English Brussels.
You'll find it much cheaper in the end,
and besides, it is much more stylish.”
We hearkened to onr friend’s ndvice,
and laid our rooms with Brussels, and the
cost ran up into the hundreds.

The furniture was got to mateh, Mrs,
Vanborough and several other friends
aiding us in our selection, and all sorts
of pretty, costly bric-a-lrne, and real lace
curtains, and a new pinno. My old in-
strument was too plain and elumsy for
the new establishment, .
There is a curious excitement in
spending money, which seems to drive
the most sober and cconomizing people
desperate when they onee get at it
Jack had nlways been the most careful
of men, counting the cost of everything
a8 he woent and saving every stray penny.
Once in the vortex of town life, his
prudence was speadily changed into a
sort of recklessness,  After the first few
days, and by the time our new home was
ready to receive us, he actually seemed to
tuke delight in seving his money go,
“We've got snug quarters here, Nell,
by George!” he said looking through the
extravagantly fornished rooms with ad-
miring pride.  *Noonein town cin out-
shine us, noteven Vanbovongh himself,
It has lightened onr purse considerably,
I admit, ot what does that signify
W hat good comes of woney unless one
enjoys 1"

SWe must tey and save opon little
now, Jack, since we are fixed oo nice
Iy 1 osaid fegling somewhal b il at
his growing recklessness,
“Pshaw, child!  Wha ever Leand of «
bunker's elork saving anyih vy 0 1 we
make both ends tneet i€ will v ppove than
I look for.”

My dear eaid Meso Vanlhorough,
when we were pleasantly settled in our
hand=ome house and had hived o couple
of servants, “1 suppose yon will want to
give some sort of e party now? It s
customury, you know. Suppose you ot it
b s informal reception, with eurds and
coffor for the old |uhl§lhl. andd ves sl
frunts and dapeing for the young ones!
You cun throw open your parios into
one #nd the new carpets will not get
mueh illj\ll‘l!l. I help vouto onder your
refveshments, and Celin will write the
invitations for you. She s an exco!lont
judge ss to whom it is expediont e in
vite”

I wentioned the mautter o Jack when
he eeane b, snd - he entered into the
spirit of the affair with great excitement

“To be sure, lutle wile: have s parey
by wll mwunz. When one is in Rome
they must do as the Romans do, sou
know,  Don't spaire expense, wither, miy
dene s we st e s good woshow as
other people.  And 1 shall take it upon
my=ell o onder vour ecostumie [ want
you to look as grandasa little Enpross.”

“Hut, Juek," 1 suggestesd thnidly, “we

wre spending a good deal of money.”
. “U‘h. well, pever wind, Tt will all go
somehow, one way or other, and we
might ws well engoy it You've always
wanted 1o get into gosd society, Nell,
and youw're fuwirly in,and it won't Jdo o
let the people see that you are cramped
for money.  Let's make the most of it
while we've got it.”

My heart ached a littde, and i the
midst of all the tare wnd futter of
preparstion Lwas conscious of o vague
feeling of regret whenever | recalled
the quiet moments of my carly wite-
hood spent at Cherry Hill.  Jack had
nvnm# such o different person in  those
dq-—-«o strong wnd stewdy  and  seli-
relinnt ; and wow be secmd o take as
much pleasie o life's ivolitics as |
did. With the fuolish inconsisteney of
sex, I sat down nnd eried over the eon
summation of the very hopes which 1
chorished so long.

eame on, and it turned out to he a great
success, The best people in town hon-
ored us with their presence, and every-
thing, thanks to Mrs, Vanborough's
foresight, was carried on in the most
lavish and elegant manner.

“RBy George!” said Jack, “this sort of
thing is jollier than the old farm. |
see now, little wife, that you were
right.”

I would ten times  rather he should
have uphbraided and blumed me for what
I had t‘-uw.

The winter that followed was ex
eceedingly gay.  We were invited every-
where, and our house was constantly
filled with guests, balls, soirees, kettle-
drums, and the opera house scemad to
engross every hour.  Jackand Iseldom
had a quiet moment tdgether, yet he
seemed to enjoy it all with hiz whule
heart,

When spring eame our last surplus
dollar had been expended, and we were
sorely dependent on Jack's monthly
salary.

The warm weather came on and
haby =oon fell ill. 1 hoped day by day
that Jack would say something about
going back to his father's for the sum-
mer, but he did not even hint at such a
thing.

The days grew warmer and longer.
The sun shone down with a pitiless
splendor, and the paved streets seemed
like heated brass,

Our fashionable friends fluttered ofl’
like summer swallows and we were left
almost alone,

“Couldn't you manage to make a little
trip to the seashore, my dear?" Mrs.
Vanborough had suggested, fand Jack
hud canght at the idea with eagerness,

“We might, Nell; T think wecan. I'll
try and horrow a few hundred some-
whera."

“Oh, Jack, no, no!” I solbed out in
my rejporse and despair, I won't go
to the seashore.  You see how baby s
Oh, Jaek, a=k yonr father to let us re-
turn home.”

“Oh, you wouldn't be satistied, Nell,
if wewent back. It is dreadiully dull
down there these summer days with the
haymaking and the reaping and all that
sort of thing.  We should never be able
to endure it now. "

I said no more. The long, bright,
burning days wore on, and our bills ran
higher and higher, and baby's breath
seemed to grow wenker and weaker, and
poor Jack seamed to look dreadfully ill
and worn ; und one afternoon was sent
home in a carriage, quite unconscions,
stricken down by a sudden fever,

I put my pride aside then and wrote a

lotter to Tuck's father.

“Jack und baby are both ill,"” T said,
“and we ure sick and tired of this life.
I'ray forgive us, aud let us come home.”
The very next day the dear old gen-
tleman arrived, but the sheriff was be-
fore him. Juck having confessed judg-
ment in a lawsuit, 'l‘ﬁe rumor thut we
intended to leave town g9t out, aud our

creditors rushed in, anxious to secure

the lion's share of our effects, The
Brussels carpet, the handsome furni-
ture, and costly brie-a-brae, all went un-
der the hnmmer ot a disastrously low
figure. *

“Nover mind™ said my father-in-law,
not & shadow of reproach on his kind,old
fuee ; “let them squabble over it if they
will,  We must get the sick ones
home.”

So we got poor Jack into the earringe,
and with his hot head upon my  knee,
and baby in my avins, I turned my back
npon the seenv of my  short-lived i
umph.

“We are going back to Cherry Hill”
siid the old gentleman, ps in the Jdusk
of the golden day we drove throngh the
dewy fstillness of the sheltered  land.
“The old home lins been waiting for yon
all these months I wis pretty sure you
would come back.”

L eoulld not utter one word in answer.
A grent full mom was vising above the
distant hills 05 we reachod the honse,
Not the small thing was changed
The great ved roses bloomed on the ter
race, and the bees droned i their
hives, wnad the cattlebiells tinkled in the
barnyard.  The doors were wine open,
We carried Tek oo and laid bim down
in the brond, breezy room that had been
ony bridal ehamber.

He |~]llllll"-l his eves and -h‘l'“' 10} illll']'-
gquivering broath ns the freshening breoze
tonched his throbbing Liead.

“Noll, where  are _\'.;l:""
“Surely this must be home ™

“1 am here Juek” T avswered throngh
my tears. *and this 18 Lomme dear old
Cliorry HiL'

*Thank God!” e muttered, and fell
back upon the pillows and T saw great
teurs trickling slowly from belind his
closed eyelils

Beyoud the open window, in the sil-
ver plory of the rising moon, the old
grandfather sat with baby gt his feet,
hali hidden in the ok, cool grass, and
even ot thot hour the pigeons eame
tattering around her us of old, and she
sereansd with rapture as sho clurehed at
them with her tiny hands,

I rose softly undfell ou my knees be-
side Juek’s low pillow,

“Uh, Juvk" Tsobbed, #1 have been so
wicked, Forgive me Jack, forgive me!
1 am =0 glad to be at home again,”

His worn face grew radiant, sod his
dear arms held me close,

And thew und there, clasped o my
husband's heart in the sweet shelter  of
the home he loved, I understood all the
(LIS

“You Jdidpe’t mean it, Jack” 1 whis-
pered. *You only pretended to enjoy it
all to pledse me”

He smiled at me with his grave, fond

he  suid

eyes,

“And oh, Jack, our monsy is all goue
and "
He silenced me with a kiss.

“No matter, little woman; the lesson
we have learned has been cheaply
bought. We shall not cere to leave the
saio old nest in search of fashion and

I«J:tu;m Iheand my

But, despite my tesrs, our reception

cooing to the pigeons in the grass,

snt there clasped in Jack's forgiving
arms, the happiest woman the round
world held.

THE oun.nnu_or TO-DAY.

“Within she past few generations pa-
rents have grown into o fashion of self-
ahnegation ; very lovely, it is possible, in
its offects upan their own character, but
very dreadfol inits effect upon the
eharacters of their children.”

The main purport of the article from
which the above sentence is quoted re-
lates more particularly to young penple
who have reached the “firting, giggling
stage,” but applies equally well to the
present relation of parents to  their
younger children, who are too often
sources of arrogance instead of eomfort.
Could this self-nbnegation be confined
solely to parents the public would have
no right to complain, but that is impos-
sible,  We all suffer,and though it may
be in a lesser degroe than the parents,
still its effect upon onr characters is any-
thing but desirable.

It is not our intention to specily the
individual classes of parents, with
which we are all familiar. There
are causes underlying the purely per-
zonnl influences which have largely con-
tributed to bring ahout the present state
of juvenile independence. That there
have always been bad children; rude,
unmannerly children: children whom
their elders regarded dolefully as pre-
destined followers of the evil one we are
all willing to admijt. Bnt these were
the exceptions, whereas we hear it
urged that the children of to-day,are,as a
¢lass, forward and obstreperous to a de
plorable degree, When such complaints
come from some of the keenestobservers
and most cultured minds of our time, it
were well to trace to their origin the
canses of such an effect. We are not
apt to eonsider “seriously the tendency
of the peeuliar ecircumstances which
have, for several hundred years, sur
rounded the snccessive generations
of American children. The first set-
tlers in America, released, in a great
measure, from the formal oppression
fostered by the routine of habits to which
they were nceustomed, quaffed the free
air of the new world as a divine elixir
of freedom, and from father to daughter,
from mother to son, has been transmit-
ted an intense and ever growing love of
liberty until to-day not only are men’s
right's and women's rights given a hear-
ing but children’s rights are also riging
to the dignity of a cause. “Even the
children are rebels!” said the astonished
British general when the Boston boys
protested against the invasion of their
coasting grounds, and the rebellious
:rPiriL has certainly been fostered rather
than diminished by subsequent events.
The essential spirit of the moral at-
mosphere surrounding every American
ig, not only thnt Amerieans are a free
people, but the freest people on the face
of the earth, Has not this idea influ-
enewd the children through the ehange
it has produced in the purents’ opinions
of wen and things?  Witness the trans-
formation efleeted in the old world emi-
grant of to-day, whose nature hns been
repressed by the burdens of laws and
customs which always take deep root in
ancient soil. A few years of freedom
from these burdens and now the free
nun in himeomes to the surfnce, and
how jealous be is of every prerogative
which is his right as o citizen. He does
not always manifest nppreciation of his
adopted government or his titness fer the
civil liberty he enjoys by a jndicions
use of his privileges. Heis apt to have
many c¢rude and  childish notions, of
whichi le will have to be disabused before
he bocomes o benedlt to the State, He
will hitve to learn that ireedom does not
mienn 4 total disregard of the rights of
nthers,

Sa the change of diseipline in regard
to children need not indicate an utter
reluxation of  parvental authority, but
rutner i wiser and more liberal relation
between parent and ehild.  “Break his
spivit” wds the snibboleth of old time
diseiplinarvians,  Perhaps parents now
begin to realize that the spirit is to be
Judiciously  trained  inswad of being
erushed,  There is danger of too much
lnxness, however, becanse it is the ten-
deney of human nature to rush to ex-
tremes, Becauee ehildren of fifty vears
ago were unnuurally suppressed is no
resson why the children ug to-day need
beeome the chief actors in social life as
home and abropd.  Bur ix the  fault
mainly with the ¢hild?

Is it not due lurgely to the insufiera-
Lle egotism of the average purent whose
fuvor is so easily gained by flattery of
his cluld. And how contemptible is that
vinity which can be #o fed upon what
1 munitestly injurions o the child's
voung mingd.

The pert torwardness and  brazen im-
pidence of children are too often the
inevitable resulis of their parents’ teach- |

|

ing.  There can be no madesty, that
beaguntiful bloom of childhood, 1\'I.Illll 0y
child is constantly incited to “show otf
sonte petty aecomplishment and expect
applause and praise in return.  But it is
not alone in the filial relation that our
ehildren are considerad deticient in the

freedom of opinion teo often degenerates
into a wholesale mockery of all things
formerly held snered and becomes merely
an incoherent breaking away from old
established beliefs and a desperate floun-
dering amid a multiplicity of extrava-
gant ideas which have often sprung up
like certain fungi in the damp night air
of intenze egotisn,

The effect upon the rising generation
of this geoming the “teaditions of the
elders,” to gny nothing of repudiating
Wwhat was most sacred to them, is hardly
to be over estimated,

Why should the young feel o reverence
for subjects which they hear seofled at
on every side, or venerate the wise and
good men and women of past or present
when honoréd names are habitually
made the subject of jest, pun and humor-
oug articles that in striving after wit too
often descend ta vulgarity. This constant
caricaturing of everything and everybody
contrilutes not n little to the often de-
plored Inwlessness of our children, And
while parents and others may claim that
this lawleraness is largely the reaction
from the old timetyranny of parenthood
and is an almost unvarying impulse of
human nature, it wonld yet be well for
them to beware how far they allow the
caprices of children's immature minds to
usurp their own responsible reason in
training thefr children.

It is impossible in the limits of an or-
dinary newspaper article to disoriminate
clearly between the changes which are
constantly pressing upon the shifting
tides of humanity. But while we may
look with anxious eyes on the glaring
fanits of the children let us bear in
mind that, many acts which spring
merely from the unthinking buovaney of
youth appear foolish and wicked to those
who have forgotten the ways of their
own childhood. That if the children of
to-day are more faulty than their fathers
and mothers, the cause must lie largely
with those fathers and mothers and the
surrounding influences,

LueiLixe,

ILL-MATED W VES.

Naturally, and by instinct, a woman
has a strong tendency to look on a man
of genius as a god, and to offer him
worehip as well as love; but in the fatal
intimacy of daily life illusions soon
vanish, and she find: that, except in
moments of inspiration, her divinity is
even weaker than an ordinary mortal,
less able to guide or strengthen others;
and she resents the knowledge that her
idol is only made of clay, and her feel-
ings alternate between contempt and

chaotie materials.
they managed to
but they neverpaid, that was their magic
secret.

because

jons, life became insupportable to her.
She was stifled in the atmosphere of the
close room, wearied with his temper, and
she began to hate “ The Creed of Love.”
How to esca wns now her ouly
thought, At length she wrote to h
husband, told him all, entreated him to
come for her, She had outlived her
dreams, and would now be a good wife
to him hepeeforth and forever. He was
n philoscpher : he forgave, and he came.
One r-w-uinglg:. while the poet was de-]
claiming “The Creed of Love” at an
assembly of worshipping women, she
left the house, fnuuts her excellent hus-
band waiting with a carriage at the end
of the street, and the midnight train
whirled her haek to peace, order, I
beautiful gardens, and a happy, rntion?f‘
life. For, after all, o rational hnsband
i8 th(: best companion for the life-lng
marriage state. The poet lover, with
his moods and eapricee, was only sadur-
able when a glamor of gtory?('n\'eml
him like a silver veil ; and the {eil, we
knm_v is thrown on merely for society.
and is never worn in the dull voutine of

The best chance, perhaps of domestic
felicity is when all the family sre Bolie-
mians and all clever, and all enjoy thor-
oughly the ecrratie, impulsive, reckless
life of work and glory, indifferent t
every (thing save the intense moments
of popular applause.

Such a family may be met in the art
circles of Paris. The mother had been
a model and a beauty, and still posed as
Hebe when she handed a cup of tea to
a visitor, The duughters, handsome,
brilliant and clever, as the children of

dance, dress bottor than any one else,
Everything looks picturesqne on them.
Fashionable ladies vainly desire the put-
tern of that flowing train, that lifted
robe, that classic sleeve but no pattern
is tobe had.  All was arranged by the
aid of & few pins M the caprice of g
moment as the hundsome girls chatted
and laughed before the mirrors in their
little room.  Youth, beauty and artistie
taste can work wonders with the most

pay for everything;

Bills, of course, were endless;
but when some particularly severs cradi-

tor ap[lrearod. one of the splendid daugh-
ters p

smile that he would “eall next Monday”
(it was the family formula), that he re-
tired humbled and abashed from the
glorious presence, a5 if his claim had
been an impertinence.

eaded with sach a bewitching

Mrs. Carlyle failed,to reach happiness 5
she had ambition without

every-day life, A

dislike, especially if she is of a passion-
ate, impulsive temperament.

An excel-

nursery garden, had & wife of this de-

known. Then the dream would vanish,
and she saw only the bowed down back

lent man, a horticulturist, the head of a

scription—handsombe, ardent, and about
ten years his junior, Amidst her beau-
tiful flowers in the silent garden she
Areamed of the Paris world of splendor
and celebrities, where even she also

might reign as a queen and be admired
and flattered, were she only seen and

of her respectable husband over his
flowers, and heard only the snipping of
the hedges and the eternal drip of the
watering pot; und she wearied sadly of
the gravel walks, the mathematieal Leds,

ulated by the barometer.

So the years passed till she reached
the trente ans—the fatal nge when
passion becomes reckless in the despair
of vanishing youth. Just then a poet
arrives in the little provincial town, and
is provincially lionized. A true poet of
the salons, with cavernous eyes, floating
hair, and a pale, sombre, fatal face.
He is always perfectly dressed. No
lyric disovder apparent, save in the
somewhat careless tie of his cravat.
Every one invited him ; he always cawe
late, between ten and midnight, and it
was an impressive thing o see him as he
leaned upon the mantelpiece,
back his long hair, and spoke, as if ina
melancholy dream, of the soul of the
poet tethered by puassion and despair.,
But the exeitement was at its height
when he declaimed his celebrated poem,
“The Creed of Love,” beginning with
that stupendous line,

I belivwe in love aa 1 believe in Giod,
And all the pretty women in their full
evening dress gathered around, and
gazed at him with eamest, humid eves,
Of course, the wife of the respeetable
horticnlturis was vanguished at onee.
What woman of uniulfilled aspirations
whose husband only snipped und planted
and watered, conld resist the magic in-
fluence of this Orplic revelation?

After a few interviews she flung her-
self at the poet’s feer. and declured that
life was no longer endurable with *this
man " (on these oceasions the hushand
i always “ this man” even thongh he s
i oscientfic gardener). The post wus
vather embarriissed by the gift of hor
devotion. but he conld not refuse, so
they departed together for Paris, Now,
she thought, the veign of jutellectual
splendor will beging but Low different

fame, and intellect without a career,and
was too self-conscious and proud to be
content with a subordinate part in life,
Bhe ought to have considered that her

existeuce was really of no importance
to the universe; but her husband's worth
and works had power to send the world
on its
genti
new life into the heart of the century,
He was necessary to humanity ; but she
was only necessary to smooth the path
his soul traveled.
lay the beautiful mission of a loving’
wife, and in this she ought to hLave
found happiness, hut =he only thought
of the small annoyances that lay in her
own path, and pronounced herself “mis
eruble” though holding the prond posi-
uo::‘ of wife to the greatest man of the
age'
the geometrieal exercise, and the life reg- | natnre would permit; but egotism can
never nobly worship nor see the glory
throngh the mist.
made

th of progress with mighty tan-
force, and to drive a current of /4

In this line of duty

Yet she loved him us well as her

All
“miserable”

the trinls that
her

ghe
A keen

This should have been her

retirn she darkened his fame,
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was the reality. A mcan apartient,
woady, irritable companion; no bril-
lisnt world waiting to reccive her with |t
homage and admiration. On the con-
trary, society freated her with the most
supercillons impertinence, and she was
left to an ignoble solitude: while the

qualities  which  should adorn  their
growing characters,

“They are so painfully irreverent,” sigh
pulpit and press together.  What are
the intluences brought to bear on them
to foster reverence and veneration?

pleare now on the inflowing swell of one
of the highest tides of so-called libersl-
ism thut has ever swept the shores of
thought. Where the reflex movement
will
finely spun theories is impossible to say.

our absolute freedom of thoug But

|
In the intellectual werld thiuking pen- | she still haye worshipped

nd them or how it may shatter !

poet, faultlassly dressad, went ant every
.P\'e-nh_u' and declaimed *The Creed of
Love™ to other women, the elegant amd
fushionable women of soeiety. who dis-
dained w0 notice ler existence.  But
(even this migit have been borne conld
but she

PENSTONS 5 4, 8

dren, Parcuts, Paor

sions pow Inaredsrd. Cherges «f ooser o) pos e
noved, Ischarges and dount bt Hree
" aws opd

claluw new p |

Clalivs und Potelits, Wastingtou, I L.

DENTIST.

Send swmp ‘or

rhiiks (ol L PINGHAM, 888 ey side

s ="

E. O. SMITH,

OFFICE: No 107 First Street, hetwesd Mov:
rison and Vawnili, Portlend, Onegos

I

found her idol querulous and fretful
{hypochondriacal and ahuminably selfish,
tHe was always imagining he was ill, and
(the table was coverad with vials and
wders, and the room kept ut stove
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cheap anil pever
augdlm

eat. What a change after her garden

We ride on triumphantly glorying in |and the fowers
ht &horamumhurmolbmknillm

and pure air!

s

artists always are. sing., act, recitem

|

People asked how f

resulted wore £
from faults in her own disposition than
from her husband’s temper. Had
married the village schoolmaster, she
might have been happier.
clever, homely, Scotch womun, with her
shurp tongue and her bLroad Seoteh
accent, wonld have riled the parish ad-
mirably.
destiny ; but Carlyle raised her to emi-
nence as his wife, gave her stationand
dignity in the great capital of theYorlds
und in
tossed | gave his nnme to the seoffers, and chilled
i the enthusinsm that wonld have risel
memorials to his honor~Ludy Wildein
the Loudon Queen,




