Oh, come, all yo ohi.dren, yacationis o'er!
Come back to your lessons and m
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Thoﬁi_ﬁ'anu. :
« Well, Nettie, what do you want ?”
said Mr. Jarvis to his wife, who stood

m»@-mum&ﬁc,m.-ﬂ

ding dong,

Open your ears to ita well-known eld song.
_Come home from the meadows, the flelds
: and the hills, fok
The ponds and the lakelets, the brooks and

the rills, /
"Tis time for farewell to your frokie.and

197,
The school bell rings lenadly for
You've played with Dame Nature the glad
_ snmmer thro',

each

. There's nothing that ‘she hasa't lavished:

on you; 4
No wonder you love her—but right

about face,”
And quickly at sekool in the ranks take

your place.

For life is not only s season of ﬂo'ou.‘
Of blue sky and sunshine; and glad, idle

hours ; - . .

There's wark to be done, and vacation is
a'er, ;

So buckle your armor on, children once

_ more.

Two months of **wild times,’ and of mer-
riest play !

And ** Bedlam let loose " every hour of the
day !

SVith skies and suashine and flowers all
giving

Their share towards your fun and _the

pleasgre of living.

-Now surely you're uﬁsﬁsd. aren't you my

dears ? : :
Then give for the kindly vacation }hm

cheers, : .

And back to your lessons without e'en.a
sigh, % %

Since vacation wiil come in the sweel by-
and-by ! ' '
—Mary D, Buxg, in Companion,
e

Indian Summer.

When the hunter's moon’ is waning
And hangs like s crimson brow,
And the frosty fields of morning
Are white with phantom soow,
Who then is the beantiful spirit
That wandering smiles and grieves
Along the desolate hillsides, >
And over the drifted leaves !

She has strayed from the fur-off dwelling
Of forgotten Indian braves.

And stole wistfully earthward
Over the path of graves ;

She has left the cloudy gateway
Of the hunting grounds ajar,

To follow the trail of the summer
Toward the morning star !

There's a rustle of soft, low footsteps,
The toss of purple plume,

And the glimmer of golden arrows
Athwart the hazy gloom. _

"Tis the smoke of the. happy wigwsms
That reddeus our wintry aky, «or it

The scent of nfading . forests
That is dreamily fidating by.

......

0, shadow sister of Sumyger !

Astray from the world of dreams,
Thou wraith of the bloom departed,
Thon echo of springtide streams.
Thou moonlight and starlight vision
Of a day that will come no more,
Would that our love might win thee
o dwell on this stormy shore !

But the roaming Indian goddess
Stays not for our tendar sighs—
She heard the call of her hunters
Beyond the sunset skies |
By her beamiag arrows stricken,
The last leaves flnttering fall,
With a sign and smile she has vanished—
And darkness is over all.
-N. Y. Jowrnal of Commerce.

Lost.

“ Tost! lost ! the great and the good

" Are swept away 10 the tideless shore,

By the surging flood, red with blood
Of the dear ones lost forevermore.

“ Lost ! lost ! hear yo the sound,
That comes from the regions of the lost?
That midnight gloom, the drunkards doom
Bat echoes the wailing of the lost.

“ Lost ! lost | yes, lost foréver
To life and joy and hope of heaven ;
Never to rest by the shining river,
Nor enter the home to mortals given,

“Loet ! lost | the sngels weep “
More than ever we mortals think
Omlhrdl'ﬂnni? ‘
Caused by the curse the drunkard’s
—Selected.

A Sunday well spent
PBrings a week of content,

And health for the toils of the morrow ;.
But & Sabbath ;

Whatsoever may be gained, .

‘m. o
hsqhhw j

| when T married you.

week’s wages,

“ Why, Donald,” said she, “I thought
as I bad worked for you all week, 1
would come for my wages too! You
pay Jane two dollars a week, surely 1
earn that, and I would like very much
to have it as my own.”

“ Pshaw, Nettie, how ridiculously
you talk! You know that all I have
belongs to you and the children—and
don’t I furnish the house everything ?
What under the sun would you do
with the money if you hadit 7™

« I know, Donald, that you buy the
necessaries for us all,sand I am willing

{ that you shoild do so still, but I

should like a little money for my very
own. We have been married fifteen
years, and in all that time I do not
seem to have earned a dollar. As
far as money is concerned, I might as
well be a slave. I cannot buy a quart
of berries, nor a book, without asking
you for the money, and I should like
to be a little more independént.” .
~ Mr. Jarvis, proprietor “of Jarvis
mills, worth hundreds of thousands of
dollars, laughed derisively. ;
“You're a fine one to talk of inde-
pendence,” he spid. “If you should}
start out to make your own living,
vou'd feteh up in the poor-house soon
enough, fgr what could you do to earn
a living? The _girls i the factory
know how to do their work, and they
earn their wages. When I have paid
them, my duty is done, but I have to

{board and clothe you, and take care

of you when you are sick. I T had
to do that for the girls, they would
have precious little money left, I can
tell you.* S

“Donald, I gave up a good trade
For five years
I bhad supportod myself By it, -apd
many a time sinee have I envied my-
self the purse of those days. As for
my not earning anything, now I leave
it to you to say whether it would be
possible to hire any other to take my
place ; and how much it would cdst’
you to go without me a year? I
know the girls have but little left af-
ter paying their expenses, but they
enjoy that little so much. Allie Wal-
son supports herself and her mother
with her wages, and they both dress
better than 1 do.” Jennie Hart is
helping hiér father pay off the mort-
gige on his favi, and she is so happy
that she ecan do so. Even Jane, the
kitehen girl, has mere freedom than I,

| for out of her own money she is lay-

ing by presents for her relatives, and
will send them Christmas, as much to
her own pleasure as theirs. Yester-
day an Indian ‘woman was at the
house with such handsome bead work
to sell, and although 1 wanted some
money so much, I had not a dollar. 1
felt like erying when Jane brought in
her week's wages and bought half a
dozen articles that 1 wanted so much.
You often say that all you have is
mine, but five dollars would have giv-
en me more pleasure yesterday than
your hundreds of thousands of dollars’
worth of property did.”

“No doubt of that, Mrs. Jarvis. You
have no idea of the value of money
and would have enjoyed buying a lot

cent to anybody. Jane needs a guar-

| dian if she fools away her money that

way. She will be in the county-house
yet, if she don’t look out. It's lucky
men do hold the money, for there's
not one woman in a hundred who
knows how to use it.” ]

“ For shame, Donald Jarvis! You

tooking rather anxiously at him after
he.h&dpddﬁhnhutwyhmﬂnthoir

of bead trash that wouldn’t be wortha |-

besides. and why does Mrs. Sarton
come to receive her husband’s wages
herself 7 Simply because he cannot
get by the saloon with money in his

the day after his wages are paid. And
1 believe that every woman who earns
money here spends it as wisely as the
average of men, and I have yet to
hear of one of them being in debt.”
_ Mr. Jarvis knew that he could not
gainsay a word his wife had said for
they were all trre. Luckily he
thought of Jane, e i
“Well, how much do you suppose
Jane will have left whtn New year
comes 7 If she should get sick, how
long could she pay for such care as
you have ?” :
. “It is not likely she will lay up
many dollars out of a hundred a year;
but she is laying up something bet-
ter, I think. Last winter she sent
her mother, 8 warm shawl and a pair
of shoes, and to her brother and sister
money to buy new school books, and
the warm, loving letters they send her
do her more good than twice the
amount of money in the bank would,
This year she is laying by a number
of useful and pretty things for them,
and if misfortune .should happen to
Jane they would only be too glad to

help her.” ! :
* Well, who do you suppose would

help you if you needed help 7" Said
Mr. Jarvis, for want of a better ques-
tion. Mrs. Jarvis' eyes sparkled an-

ily as she answered :
“Nobody. - If you should lose your

property to-day 1 should be a beggar,
without a elaim on any one for help.
You have always held your purse-
strings so-tightly that it has been hard
enough to ask for my own necessities,
leaving others out altogether. Many
a time a dollar or two would have en-
abled me to do some poor man or wo-

have always said, that all your prop-
erty was mine, I never could, and
cannot now, command a dollar of it.”

“ Lucky you ecouldn't if you wan't
to spend it on beggars.”

“ Donald, you know that I would
spend money wisely as you do. Wko
was it that only last week gave a poor
lame beggar five dollars to pay his
fare tp Burton, and®then saw him
throw his crutches aside and make for
the nearest saloon 7  Your wife eould
do'no worse if trusted with a few dol-
lars. You say that the monoy is
mine, yet you spend it as you please,
while I cannot spend a dollar without
asking you for it, and telling you

get it in the same way! Christmas

WMNG-M
ney they would all go hungry to bed

man- untold-good, but although you

please allow to me out of your abun-
dant meahs a small pittance for my
comfort. It is true I have enough to
eat, and 1 do not suffer for elothing,

-but-although 1 work for my master |
from morning till night, and if his
children happen to be sick, from night
until morning agaia, yet he does not
pay me as much as he does his eook,
and I am often greatly distressed for
want of a trifling.sum which he would
not mind giving to a perfect stranger!
The other day while he: was from
home, I had to go to the &St station
to see a dear friend who was ill, and
not having a dollar of my own, I was
obliged to borrow the money from his
cook. I was so mortified! And not
long since the berry woman came
with such nice berries to sell, and my
little girl who was not well, wanted
some very badly, but I had not even
five cents to pay for a handful for her.
Yesterday a friend came to ask me to
assist in a work of charity. It wasa
worthy object, and I longed so much
to give her a little money for so good
a purpose, but though the wife of a
rich man, I had no money. Of course
I might ask my husband for money,
and if T told all about what I wanted
with it, and he approved .of my pur-
pose, and was ina geod humor, he
would give it to me; but, sir, it is
terribly slavish to hage to flo so_even
if I could run to hﬁ every time 1
wanted anything. People say 1 am
a fortunate woman because my hus-
band is rich, but’] often envy the fac-
tory girls their ability to earn and
gpend their own money. And some-
times I get wild thinking about my
helplessness that if it were not for my
children I think I should just drop
into the river and end it all.”/

% Nettie! Nettie Jarvis! What are
you saying " cried the startled hus-
band at last, for the far-away look in
her eyes, as il she did not see him,
but was looking to some higher power
to help her, touched his pride, if it did
not his heart—for he had a good deal
of pride in a selfish sort of way. He
was proud to be able to support ‘his
family as well as he did. - He was
proud to think he did it himeelf. He
was proud- that when his children
needed now ‘shoes he could tell his
wife to take them to Crispin’s and get
what they needed. He did it with a
flourish. He was not one of the stin-
gy kind—he liked to spend money;
and when ' Néttie, who was once the
most spirited young lady of his ac--
quaintance, came meekly to him for a
dress or cloak, he was sometimes

[ out him,
you bought presents for us and expee- | family and wanted them to feel how

' | tempted to refuse her money; just.te
what I want it for, Any beggar can | |

show her how helpless she was with-
Yes he was proud of his

ted us to be very grateful for them.| ..o, they depended on bhim. He

A shawl for me of the very. eolor 1
cannot wear, a set of furs for Luey
that she did not need,a drum for
Robin that has been a nuisance ever
since, and a lot of worthless toys that
were all broken up in a week. There
were forty or fifty dollars of my
money just the same as thrown away,
yet when I ask you to trust me with
two dollars a week you eannot imag-
ine what use I have for it, and fear it
will be wasted.” .

“ Well," snapped the proprietor, “ 1.
guess it is my own money, and 1 can
spend it as I please. [ guess you'll
know it, too, when you get another
present.” an i

“Oh, it is your money then, I un-
derstood you to say it was all mine,
and intendéed to protest. against-your
spending it.so foolishly*- If it is your
own, of dourse you have a right to
spend it as you please, but it seems to
we that & woman who left parents,

would have felt aggravated if any one

ad lgft his wife a legacy, thus allow-
ing her to be independent of his
purse. The idea of her earning mon-
ey, as the other work-folks did, never
entered his mind, He *supported

her,” that was his idea of their rela- | ¥

tions!| He never happened to think
that it was very good of her totake
his money and spend it for the good
of himself and his children. He nev-
er had thought that any other woman

would have wanted big pay for doing |
it. He bhad even thought himself very

generous for allowing her money to
get things to. make the family com-

ently to him just now. Could it be
that he. was not gemerous, not even
just to his wife! Had he paid her
so-poorly for her fifteen years of labor.
for him that if she had been obliged
to begin the world for herself that day,
it would have been asa penniless
woman, notwithstanding the houses,

fortable. Things began to look differ- |

it be that he was not as s'm as
he thought? He had felt deeply the
wrongs of the slaves, whose labors had

been appropriatdd by their

and when a negro
twenty years for his master before the
emancipation freed him, came to Jar-
vis mills, friendless and penniless, the -
heart of the proprietor swelled with
indignation at such justice. He was
eloquent on the subject, at home and
abroad, and wondered how any one
eould be so cruel and selfish as to
commit such an outrage against jus-
tice. He had ecalled him a robber
many a time, but now Donald Jarvis
looked to himself very much like the
old slave kolders! Massa Brown had
taken the proceeds of Cuffee’s labor
for his own, without even a “thank
you” for it. True, when Cuffee ate
he had given him food, when he was
sick he had given him medicine, and
he had clothed him, too, just as he
himself thought best. Mr. Jarvis had
married a loving, conscientious wo-
man, and for fifteen years had appro-
priated her labor. Her recompense
had been food and elothes, such as he
thought best for her. A little better
than Cuffee’s, perhaps ; but the simi- -
larity of the cases did not please him.
He had expected his wife to be very
grateful for what he had done for her,
but now he wondered that she had
not rebelled long ago. .Had his life
been & mistake? Had hig wife no
more ‘money ‘or wiberty than Cuffee
had in bondage? Was Donald Jarvis
no better than Massa Brown 1
?bﬂin seemed_to be in a muddle,
and he looked so strangely that his
wife, anxious to break the spell, took
his arm, saying,.“ Let us go heme,
dear; tea'must be waiting for uvs”
He took off his hat in a dreamy way,
and they walked home jin silence. The
children ran joyously to meet them.
The yard was so fresh and green, and
the flowers so many and bright that
he wondered he had never thanked
Nettie for them all. Hitherto he had
looked upon them as his, but now, he
felt that his interest in them was only
a few dollars, that would not have
amounted to anything without his
wife's care. His children were tidy
and sweet, and everything around and
in the house had that cheery look
that rested him so after the hard, dull
day at the mill. They sat at the ta-
ble, which had been a source of com-
fort ‘and pleasure to him so many
years, and he wondered how he could
'have enjoyed it so long without even
thanking the woman who had pro-
"vided it. True, she had used his
money in bringing it all about, but
how else could his money be of use to

him? Who else could have turned it
into just what he needed day after
day for years? And he n to
have an undefined feeling that it took
more than money to make a home,
He glanced at his wife's face as he
buttered his last slice of bread,

It was not that of a fair, rosy bride
whom he had brought to the mills
ears before, but at that moment "he
realized that it was far dearer to ljm
for he knew that she had given the
bloom and freshness of her youth to
make his home what it was, g
And a new thought came to him.
Who was comforting her now when

Mvhthohﬁmind to do when
lﬁ-‘hw'sht hc; her gld hf:ma?
»d as he thought
:;?gﬁadﬁmhnwhﬂ‘?hodh
hﬁs to Cuffee’'s. N
he felt that mﬁ:-:,:
hid o o And that hix o
tions to her so mueh %
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who had worked




