
and looks out the words in the dicr 
tionary, and all such things ; and she

r

Grapes or Thorns.

—Ex.
-------1-----

Tired.
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The Crocodile and the Papyri.

A crocodile along the Nile 
. Swam down sue pleasant morn,

And marked th? tell payrpi sit 
AU silent, aad and lorn.

•• Thank Isis, I am not a reed," 
Said he with lengthened smile ; '----

Bat if I were I'd really try 
To have some kind of style.

Why don't you grow a set of teeth, 
Or cultivate your tails ?

It's just such shiftlessness as yours ’ 
That populates oar jails I

"You think, because the sage and priest | 
-FWFVriting scrolls hive tried yoa, T 

That Egypt’s biggest pyramid itfjg ___ 
Looks very small beside you.

And then you say yon’ll live for aye, 
I'd like to see your mummies.

What kind of wrapping do they give 
Invertebrated dummies?

Now, listen. All the good in life 
Is done by folks like me.

Without us, what I'd like to know, 
Would Nile or Egypt be ?

Our swimming puts the river waves 
In constant circulation ;

Our gobbling up the careless-folks 
Keeps down the population/ .

That*we are fat is not a fact 
That's germabe to discussion ;

Rut windy argument like that 
Is what you grout to lush on.

Does writing pay ? That's what I ask 
If not why live to aid it? ,

Since yonder pyramid is there, 
Who cares what monarch made it?

Who wants to know what other folks 
Have suffered, been, or done,

Or that a certbin Pharaoh was
Another Pharaoh’s son ?

What Egypt wants is common sense
And earnest, steady workers.

And. you who idle on the bank
Are simply useless shirkers, 

And all the writing, painting crew
‘■1...Ate lazj skirkers like you.
I do not see why -from the world

Osiris does not strikeyou.
Why don't you try to be like me ?—

.A Young Egyptian sinner
Swims down this w«0r. Excnset moi,

I'm going for my dinner.]/
The crocodile is dead and gone, 
, The pyramids are plundered, 
B.tween the world they knew and this

All ligaments were sundered, 
Had not the bruslTand'pen combined-' ""

.To tell old Egypt'» story, 
And show to us poor modern folk

Her learning and her glory. 
But there are modern crocodiles :

And oft you bear them teaching 
The uselessness of pen and brush,.

The foolishness of preaching.

We are bo tired, my heart and I, 
Sweet is the swell of the poet's sigh; 
Sweet is the ring of the minor chords, 
Sweet is the chime of the measured words 
But, oh ! when life is .so bard and dull, 
We miss the joy of the beautiful, . 
And echo it back like a bitter cry—. 
“ We are so tired, my heart and I.” 
Tired of sowing the barren grains/ 
Tired of taking the useless pains 
Of the futile faith, the unheeded word, 
And the weary sickness of hope deferred; 
While the counted sand? drop fast away, 
Through the feverish night and the rest­

less day,
And the reeds we loan on break, one by 

one,
And the rad, ungranted prayers go on.
The wind sweeps over the. cowering plain. 
Through the creeping mists sobs the 

ceaselesS ririn,
The chill and heaviness all around
Liae a chain the aching temples bound ; 
Dream, fancy, sacrifice—wbat is it all? 
Climbing, straggling, slip and fall. 
O'er the dull, gray sea, stoops the dull, 

gray sky;
We are tired, my heart and I.
Break through the clouds, oh, Easter

light '
Wake up, brave sense of truth and right, 
Lay on the shrine of our risen Lord * 
The useless talent, the broken sword, 
Lay their doubts, griefs, and wants and

.cares.
And tbs erring darling of many prayers. 
From the cross on earth to the crQwn on 

high,
Let us look together, my heart and I.

—All the Hear Ro» nd ,

We œu»t not hope to be moweia 
And to gather the ripe gold ears.

Until we have first been sowers, 
And watered the farrows with tears.

Is it not just as we take it— 
This mystical world of onrs ?

Life's field will yield, as we make it, 
A harvest of thorns or flowers,!

—Alice Cary.

A Lovar’s Quarrel.
BT Ulll WlSTBB SB1XOUU.

' ■ ———. *

But for Margaret Van Vechten’s per­
sistence, there would not have been 
any quarrel. .She forced it one day— 
the 31st of March—while at the aca­
demy; for these young lovers were 
not yet out of school. But then, their 
parents knew that they were in love. 
Edith's mother percieved, without 
protest, that every morning her daugh­
ter’s lover escorted her to school. 
There^was scarcely an afternoon that 
the young yeople were not together— 
scarcely an evening.

Edith’s lover was tall and lithe, 
with a bearing so noticeable that peo­
ple asked who that graceful girl was. 
Yes, this Was a girl, with peachy-pink­
cheeks, and long blonde braids, that 
hung below her belt, and were always 
tied with delicate blue ribbin. Her 
eyes were blue and dreamy, and she 
had that soft, befitting name, Maud.

There was but a day’s difference in 
the ages of these lovers. They had 
always been friends, as their mothers, 
were friends bejpre them. Together 
the children had learned to creep, to 
sit alone, to walk. Together they had 
gone through doll world, had learned

do.B.
“ Perhays I do not understand you,” 

said Maud, placidly. “ I am not 
aware that I have ever imposed any 
drudgery on Edith.”

There was only one indication that 
Maud was displeased. She had de­
signated her friend as ’Edith, instead 
of using the pet diminutive, Edy.

“ Any way,” persiste^ the plain 
speaking Margaret, “ Edith always 
carries your books and lunch-basket- 
and your extra wraps when it comes 
off warm at uoon ; and she always 
looks up the references in the lesson, 
-,nd looks out the words in the dic1^

the A, B, C’s, had mounted the rounds 
of the text-books, until now they were 
in their last school-year.

“When we graduate,” Maud said, 
that‘31st of March, to a group of girls 
“ Edith and I are going to marry,—to 
marry each other, I mean.”

“We’ve been engaged these nyiny 
years,”' Edith added, her eyes .spark­
ling, as theyalw&ys did when she had 
speaking and was happy.

Did I tell you that Edith’s eyes 
were brown, and that her lips and 
cheeks were bright, and that-she was 
a large heart ?

“ When we were twelve years old, 
we exchanged S. F. rings,—Semper 
Fidelis rings. It was at our house 
that we plighted pur troth,” Maud ex­
plained. “ We always keep out two 
birthday^"tog er—one at Edith’s 
and at my home."

“Are you going to housekeeking 
when you get married laughingly 
asked one of the group,

“ Of course,” Edith answered.
I’m not certain about that,” Maud 

amended. “ I believe I had rather 
board. I’m afraid Edy would make 
me do all the work.”

‘ The idea of my making Maud do 
anything f Edith laughed. “ Do you 
know there’s no yield to that young 
mortal ? There isn’t; those soft, 
dreamy eyes to the contrary notwith­
standing. You might fancy, as you 
gaze into their liquid «depths,’’—here 
all the girls burst into a laugh—“that, 
she had no more will than a wax-doll” 
Edith continued ; “ but I who brought 
her up, and her Another, who helped ' 
me—we know her tricks and man­
ners.”

“ When Maud takes a stand, she 
does it with her toes turned out ar.d 
then nobody can budge her. She’ll 
just. stand there, smiling, smiling, 
making soft replies to your coaxing 
and to your wild entreaties, but with 
no more thought of yielding than a 
bronze statue would have.

“That’s the provoking thing about 
Maud’s setness—her ‘sweet eyes and 
low replies ’ keep you from the relief 
of getting angry at her. Her will is 
of the bland variety. I’ve always had 
to give up to her.

“ When we were babies,jf she want­
ed to play rattle, I had to rattle and 
my dolls always had to behave accord­
ing to gaud’s programme. If' she 
said they were at church, I had to 
preach, if they were senators, I had to 
make speeches; if she announced they ' 
were at a ball, I had to hum all the 
dancing-tunes; . and if the plague i 
broke outiamong them, she’d make me 
do all the weeping and wailing. She 
always has imposed on me.”

“I believe that, all joking aside,” 
Margaret Van Vechten interposed. 
“ I believe that in all year comrade- 
thip, Edith has ha 1 the drudgery to

copies your compositions for filing.” .
Edith began to redden with vexa­

tion, but she entered no disclaimer.
“ Am I such a burden to you Edith?” 

Maud asked with a little coldness, 
perhaps, but yet in a very serene, 
tone. ,

Deeper grew the crimson in Edith’s 
face. “Yotr a burden!” she Baid 
laughing, “you’re the buoy of my 
life.”

“ That’s not denying that you do 
Maud’s drudgery; that you do all the 
things I said,” Margaret persisted. 
She was never known to yield a point 
without a struggle. ~ *— , ——    1

“ Say, Edith, do I make you do 
drudgery for pie ?” , said Maud, yet 
placid.

Edith’s face was now as red as it 
pould. get. “ Whatever I may do,” she 
said to Maud, ‘ its no drudgery; its 
pleasure to serve you.” i ; '

“ That’s no denial #et,” Margaret 
said with a tone of triumph.

“ Answer her clearly,” Maud said. 
“Do you have to copy my composi­
tions, and do my dictionary-hunting, 
and carfy my superfluous wraps ?”

Edith hesitated, and then said, " Of 
cofirse I don’t have to do any of those 
things.” - —

Margaret waited a brief moment 
and when Maud did not press the 
matter, continued the cross-question­
ing, bent on winning the case. “ Of 
course we-understand there is no law 
compelling you to do these things, but 
you do them nevertheless, now don’t 
you ?”

Edith did not answer. ' *
“ Don’t you?” Margaret said, push­

ing her advantage.
“Well, suppose I do?” said Edith,, 

with some petulance.
“ She doesn’t deny it!’’ said Margar­

et, with the tone of a victor.
*' I.shall try nob -to make a drudge

I of you an}’ further, Edith.”
. As Madd said this, she still main­

tained her unruffled' exterior, but 
Edith had a feeling that true love’s 

, proverbial unsmoothness had set in. 
► This was at the afternoon recess. 

At the bell-ringing, the lovers went to 
recitation, and then to another. The 
last was a French recitation, and 
Edith whispered to Maud, thus violat­
ing a class-room regulation.

As a punishmt-ht, she was required 
to remain after school and wiite the 
French verb etre, negatively anil inter­
rogatively.

V. hen she had served out her sen­
tence, she went into the academy yard. 
Un the green bench, under the horse­
chestnut, she expected to find Maud, 
for there was where she always wait­
ed till her lover came out,__________

When Edith perceived that the 
green bench was unoccupied, her 
heart leaped into her throat with sud­
den fear. Yet it couldn't be that 
Maud was offended; there must be 
some ‘ other reason why she had not 
waited.

But even while Edith was thuM ar-‘ 
guiog, she walked homeward crying 
under her brown veil, and with a feel­
ing in her heart that something was 
lost. 1

When she reached her gate,- she 
stood there for some moments, pon- 
dering the question. Should» she go 
on to Maud's home, and if her lover 

, was offended try for a reconciliation ? 
At length she opened the gate and 
pass'd it.

" No," she thought, " I Haven't done

anything or said anything that she 
has a right to be offended at If she 
isn't offended, she will be abound here 
this evening, and if she is, she’ll have 
to get over it. For once, I mean to 
stand on my dignity,”

But in spite of all resolution, Edith 
was rfistless, and so absent-minded 
that everybody in the family noticed 
it. As the evening wore on, and 
Maud did not come, lower and lower 
went Edy’s heart, until she thought 
no mortal had ever been so unhappy 
as she was. In her chamber, she 

“locked the door and dropped on her 
knees by the bedside in utter abandon 
sobbing in a heart-breaking way.

" She blames me 1 I ^now she does» 
Oh, 5f I should lose her, it would 
spoil all the world for me ' I could 
never, never be happy agaih. What 
have I done to deserve this terrible 
sorrow ?”

She lay there until the violence of 
her grief was spent. Then, mechanic­
ally, she put off her dress and went to 
bed. She was facing the window. 
The shutters' were thrown back, and 
the stars looked into her eyes. How 
unvexed they were! how divinely 
serene ! The vivid contrast with her 
heart set her to crying again,

“ I shall hear it strike- twelve, one, 
two, three, four, five,—up to the rising 
bell. It seems to me that I,can never 
sleep any more,” thought Edith : but 
before tw'elve, she was-dreaming.

When she woke the next morning, 
it was almost with a scream of terror. 
To the troubled heart, the first mo­
ment of. waking is the most terrible. 
One seems, from sweet rest, suddenly 
jerked to his feet, and planted face to 
face with a horror. , -

In that first moment of~terror and 
irresolution, the burden which we 
must again take up looms through the 
mists; enlarged, as does the newly ris­
en moon, *o

Edith had a.cry before leaving her 
bed ; she cried through ail the opera­
tion of dreasing. Standing before the 
thé glass, combing lier hair, she saw a 
tearful, contorted face, and swollen 
eyes gazing at her.

This diverted her. She suddenly 
ceased crying, washed her eyes and 
wiped them on a red bordered towel, 
on which she saw in the mirror, her- 
name worked in turkey red. The 
haii; having been dressed, she was 
about to turn from the glass, when 
her attention was again arrested by 
the sade face.

It looked so piteous, she felt so sor­
ry for herself, thqljlown went the face 
on the bureau, and there was another 
flood of tears, in the middle of which 
the breakfast-bell rang. The break­
fast almost choked her.
' She waited after the aeademy bell 
had rang, till the last moment, hoping 
that Maud would call for her. That’s 
what Maud had been doing through 
eleven school years.

At length she cleared up her face 
and went' to school, humming as she 
walked to keep up courage, but her 
singing every now and then trembling 
quavering, breaking, with a sudden 
thought of Maud, estranged, lost.

At the school-room door, her eager 
eye sought her beloved. She was 
there, serene as the serene stars 
which had looked in the window 
at Edith’s wet face.

Edith passed to her desk and sat 
down* beside Maud her heart flutter­
ing. A1J day long it kept fluttering, 
for in every class the two kat side by 
side. ”

But never once, during all the near­
ness, was Maud’s serene face turned 
to Edith’s—hot and trembling ; not 
once did the sweet blue eyes look into 
the dark, kindled ones.

It was a wonder that the fire in 
these did not melt, that the yearning 
did not draw. It was a wonder, the 
easy unconscionsness of the averted 
eyes, as if no living troubled soul was 
near. Maud seemed as unrecking of 
the girl aching by her side’^vhoee gar­
ments were touching hers, whose 
breath was mingling with hers

whose hand now and then met hers as 
though the throbbing spirit was only 
thin air. *

Edith could not study, could not re­
cite, could not think, could hardly 
bfbathe—could only keep on aching 
and longing. She was so ineffably 
wretched that she remained out of 
school that afternoon, and devoted it ' f 
to writing Maud a letter. This was a . 
newvuus ordeal, as is usu^ with the 
writing of important letters.

Edith-had written Maud hundred’s 
of notes—had used scratch-paper, the 
blank leaves of school'books, the backs 
of advertising cards, the margins of 
newspagers, old envelops—anything 
that would take a pen scratch or a 
pencil mark. She had sent, in her 
missives to her lover, all sorts of gram­
matical errors, measureless varieties in 
misspelling, and enough ink blotches 
to blot out forever if carefully applied 
all the grammatical errors and all the 
misspelled words.

But now she looked her portfolio 
ever before she could decide on the 
paper to be used. Then she^ spoiled 
the average number of sheets before 
she had formulated to her satisfaction 
the yearning and despair of her heart.

'' If you refused to be reconciled, my 
beloved,” the pAssionate appeal icontiiv 
ued, " then I beg you to let me. know, 
that I may reconstruct my shattered 
world, and adjust myself to the strange 
loveless atmosphere in which my life* 
shall be. At^six o’clock I shall.call at 
your home. 1 ask that you will meet 
me at the door. ‘.If you are determin­
ed to persist in the estrangement, 
please hand me a written explanation 
of your conduct; for I could never en- 
dure to hear from your smiling lips 
the cruel Words of separation; and 
with the letter give me back the S. J‘. 
ring, that it may cease to bear false 

'witne<*s to a love whose loss will con­
tinue through all time to be the heav­
iest which my poor heart can ever 
know.”__  •. ~

When Edith had dispatched this to 
Maud, she wet a little linen pad for 
each eye to cool the heated lids, and 
to soothe out the swelling and redness 
that her appearance might at least be 
¿¡unified when she should present her­
self before Maud. - Then she lay down 
to rest off the headache, a pad on 
each eye.

At- ltfigth the fatal hour arrived, 
and Edith in carefully studied dress, . 
stood at Maud’s door, putting out a 
cold,'trembling hand to ring the door­
bell.

As she had requested, Maud opened 
the door. Edith sent a quick, eager 
glance into the soft blue eyes, j There 
was no welcome in them, no melting ; ,
they were coldly placid.

In Maud's pretty hand, .Edith saw, 
with a desparing throb, the fatal let­
ter. . Without a word Maud held it 
out. , /

Edith never could tell why she did 
not fall down then and there at her 
lover's feet, and cry out in passionate 
protest. She put out an -unsteady 
hand, received the letter, and turned 
her eyes on the little hillock in the 
envelop made by the ring.

She hurried along the street to her 
home, and up to her room. There she 
locked herself in.

" Maud ! Maud ! my darling ! my
beloved! I must always love yon,” 
said Edith’s heart, as her cold fingers 
opened the letter. The ring fell on 
her lap, not her Semper Fulelis ring, 
ft was a new, lustrous one, whose 
face was a diamond, shining like Ab 
debaran. With wonder-wide eyes 
she turned to the letter .and and 
read,—

"April 1.”
“ You dear little April fool, wash 

your weeping face,"and come back to 
school, and wear this second Semnn- 
Fidelis ring, as a pledge that 
amount of drudgery which you rnav 
do for me shall ever separate you from 
my love. Mavd,”

People said that after this lover’s 
quarrel the drudgery was more equal­
ly divided between the two friend« 
Perhaps it was ; but like most lovers' 
quarrels, does not this seem a rath» 
amusing« much ado about nothing 
— Youths Companion.


