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As clover.
We sat lass night when the sun went down,
The chores tor the day were ended ;
An’ -x d for an hour or more,
An’ the point whica I contanded
Was this—She married long ago,
{ We were , you see, sogether,
An’ 5o we of our own affairs
An’' the neighbors, an’ shifts in the weather.)
But I—I 'ains been married at all
For 've always held it a faster,
To be tied to one for good and all,
And o’ worse with the
Bo 1 said, “Hannah, your mirtake,
That hes brought yo': heaps of srouble,
Was leaving the safe old single track,
To walk—and to work—in the double.
You're fading. too—no wonder that;
For who could keep young and merry,
With six romping youngsters about
An’ a husband rank contrary?
But she smi.led s0—so0 foolish like,
An’ she sat 8o quiet by me,
An’ said in her slow and easy way,
“ Yes, Jane, [velots to try me.
But a good provider is John, you know,
An’ he labors late an’ early ;
Is it any wonderthe years that pass
#houid l~ave him & trifle surly?
An’ the children with their pretty ways,
An’ faces so sweet and shining,
If true it is married life's a cloud,
It has surely a silver lining
1 pity you, Jane, each day of my life,
Alone in your and sorrow,
An’ some of my bright things I'd lend,
If you'd but care to borrow.”
s Hannah,” I said, sarcastie like,
*Keep your joys, if joys ycu find them ;
I'll take my clouds as big as you please,
But no lining iike that behind them.”
Haunah went on smiling just the same;
You ne~er can poke sense down her,
She really believes she is happy now
With that noise and turmoil round her.
“Well, never mind, Jan», she said at last,
* Let’'s talk of something smoother;
L eame over now to tell you about
Poor Tom, my unhappy brother,
A widower now for more’'n a year,
With little ones to care for,
An’ Tom no hand to manageat all,
Or to know the why anad the wherefore.”
** He'll come out ali right,” [ answered vrisk ;
I was sorry, but wouldn't show it,
’Cause years ago he was fond of me,
Though the whole world didn't know it.

Well, Hannah went home by the garden gate,
An’ I sat alone by tte embers—
New ain’t it queer what & woman forgets,
An’ then all at once reinembers ?
My pots and pans were asbining bright,
The floor was white an’ sanded,
But my mind went galioping off in the past,
Till by-aud-bye it lacded
At a day when [ wore a.ilac frock,
Wita a sash and wide lace collar,
An' Tom—such a bashful, awkward Tom—
Said I beat the other giris holler.
I was awful pert in my ways with Tom,
But I guess 'twas more’'n fancy
That I rued it a little afcer all
When he married Cousin Nancy.
A cricket down by the wide brick hearth
Kept up a sweet low humming;
But [ woke up quickly, for up the path
I saw there was someone coming.
* * *- * = %
Now, if I hadn’t had foolish thoughts,
If that cricket hadn’t been singing,
I'd never have sa:d *“ Come in !” like that,
With hands outstretched and clinging.
Hannah'll laugh, I know, for I've always held
That my heart was co!d as December,
An’ 1tell you an honestly happy old maid
No foolishness ought to remember.
A wi , too! an’ a house upside down !
" Four yo to worry an’ fret me!
What, what could I say to & man like Tom,
‘Who couldn’t an’ wouldn't forget me ?
My duty, I'n sure, is plain to the eye,
(Tom’s youngestis just a beauty),
An’1s.y, come what will—good or bad—
I'm not going to shirk such a duty.

“LAST CENTURY LOVERS”;

A Tale of the American
Revolution.
CHAPTER VIL

The snow was no longer falling. The
air, motionless and crisp, vibrasted only
wisth the crisp tread of their fees and the
cawing of s wavering line of crows. The
mongsone of she twilight deepened aver
the white desers, acrcss which shone
oocasicnal gleams from some isociated
houses. The mantle of clouds, pars of the
disguise with which the warid was clothed,
disparting, showed roseate vistas revealing
inner azure deeps, where & silver moon-
boss floased with one star in ita wake.

They waiked on briskly and silently,
someshing of she sirangeness of she strange,
new world, whencs all familiar landmarks
were blotted out, drawing shem tsogether in
the gathering shadows. Onoce a shors mov-
ing waggon, piled with firewood, creaked
paet, 50 near that they couid see the vapor
of the horses’ breath. There was closer
commaunion in shis silence than either of
them knew, and as the colisude and dusk
increased, they each became to the other
the one realisy in the effaced and isolated
Iand.

-+ Tom,” said Betty, * doea it nos seem
strange to you for jass us two to be walking
on and on sogether ? "

 Is seemns very good. I would thas the
Way were e

[ will sry so tell yon what I mean. It
seems to me thas is will be like this when
s person hss juss died; we will wander
through such shades on and on—whither ?”’

His grasp on her hand tightened.

« I will nos wander or worry whither, so
that we be togsther. Child, whas odd
fancies are these to visit thy swees mind ?
I fear when you speak thus—you seem oo
far away from wme.”

* Bomeshing tslls me that sometime we
shall be sogesher. We will be dead bas nos
Ionely, for you will be by me as we go on-
ward ; and you are very ssrong and kind,
aud a good friend to me, Tom.”

He started to say someshing, but her
rapt mood and voice deterred him.

* Strange fancies-come to me; but the
dreams are. the strangest of all ; and ab
times the dreams and fancies seem one, and
I fear——."

*“You have been tosc much alone. You
will let me take care of you now, my
angel ! "

¢ As this momens you may; yes. Else I
would nos reach home so-night ; like the

‘| able, I may——."
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They ﬁm now in frons of the hcase.
*Oh, Tom, thank you for she neatly

d.y-".
** Why, how did you know I writ it 2
He heard a moching listle lsugh. ‘ Whas

The parlor was dark, save for twa lizhted
candles and a htfi.u.ht fire, before which
Betty seated herseif, unfagsening her wrap.
Tom leaned aver she back aof her cht:ig.
wasching she warm lighs play in the reddish
ripples of her hair.
* Bab muss be with Annt Clem,” said
Betty, holding out her hands to the fiame.’
*“ Tom, how giad I was to see you this
aevening when you came in. I fels like ory-
ing, * Ha! a Rozier to the rescue !’ as we
used when we enacted she old ballads.”
She could not see his face, bus his voice
was very low.
“Thou dear little girl, halt dead with
ennui,” laying his hand lighsly on her hair.
She shrank from the touch.
*Sis down there and saik so me,” she
pleaded. '
¢ Child, wilt shou drive me mad ? Canss
thou nnt see thas I adore thee? Wils shou
not love me ? "’
“I do—oh, Tom! I care so much for
%ou, bus & is different from the love I bear
.b."
He obeyed her mandate then, sitting
near her, and gazing earnestly into her
face, flushed and atartied.
*“ Bab! I vow that thou art either the
most arrans coqueste cr the moet engaging
piece of simplicisy I ever saw. [ wans you
to love me, nos as you love Bab, or anyone
else—as your husband, my angel. Obh,
hang is ! if I have to explain, you do indeed
nos care for me.”
* Do not be angry. You see, I have been
very happy before ; why should I care ta
change? And I do nas like you when you
speak thus masterfully. I will nos listen.”
She raised her hands as it o pus them o
her ears, bus, seeinyg the unhappiness on his
face, rose and saiqd : :
* Maybe, after a while, when I knaw you
betser, and we are clder and more reason.

* Ah, cruel one !’ ha sighed ; ‘* age knows
no pleasures.” i :
He leaned forward, elbows on his knees,
running his fingers through she brawn
ourls on his dejected head. Besty maved

a faw chords, sang wish satrical 1
an old song : '
‘** A poor soul sat sighing 'neath a sycamore tree,
Bing willgw, willow, willow !
With his hand on his bosom, his headon his knee,
O willow, willow, willow!
Sing, O the green wiliow shall be my gariand.”
Tom drew a long breath and looked a$ .
her, as the graceful curves of her figure,
and the lighs glowing on her half aversed
face, which was laaghing, as he could see
by one teil-tale dimple.
“ How can you mock at me,” he aried,
“ and goad me to madness, when I love
youso ? ’
She did nos reply, but a moment after-
ward began to sing t0 a quaint lissle air the
following varses :
‘What is this love ?

How should I know ?
Onve, a8 a cloud passed o’er the sky,
I said : 'Tis love that is passing by.

(1t was not so.)

What i> thislove ?
I1ung to know ;
A falling star shot through the night,
I saia : 'Tis the wings of love, alight,
(It was not so.)

What is this love ?

I fear to konow ; -
Once, as a thorn pierced in my breast,
1 felt love's sorrow without its rest.

{1t hurt me so.) o

‘What is this love ?
Ah'! I shall know;
Dark as che cioud, swift as the;star,
Like the thorn it wounds and leaves a scar.
(Heigho ! heigho !)

She followed this wish other ballads, fill-
ing the dusky, quies room with her sweet
voice, which sank inso Tom's hears and
shrilled him wish an unressful calm which
he would fain have had lsss forever.
What happiness to be wisth her alone, to
ma:tk!tha rise and fall of her snowy ker-
chi

Betty arose and came to the fireplace.

** Tom, is there anything that touches
the hears sconer than these old songa? Do
you mind, when we were children, how we
pored over the chronicles of she knights,
and wished to imitate them.? I kni
you, and you swore to be ever true $a Geod,
your lady, and your sovereign."

“ Yes, and i'faith, she memory of that
youthful vow hae clung to me, and keps
me from mach folly. You have ever been
my good angel ; and many & time, when I
hava been in England with a crowd of mad
fellows—such as you, thank God ! in your
innocence have never known—has she
shoughs of you restrained me in the midss
of some wild scene. Childich oath shough

Chaee,” thas fought on his stumps ?

« Ah, bus whas is finer, and whas I liked
bess, was she Battle of Otterbourne and the
death of Dougias :

‘ Mv wound is deep. I fain would sleep.

Take thou the vanguard of the three,
And bury me 'neath the bracken bush

*That grows on yonder lily lea.’

* Betty, there are are tears in thine eyes !
You are right ; shere is nothing like them ;
there is i je ne sais quoi.”

“Yes, as Miss Stacy saye—a a jenny

termed complimens in verse shat came . |i

gently so she harpischord, and, souching|
insonasion

“'Gad! , whas a aritia has Grub
Strees loss in you ! Igrgﬁutyonmlltnlm

wonderif the jime will ever come when —"
‘ Remember Pape’s tenth beasitude:
‘* Bleaged is he thas expectesh listle, for he
shall never be disappointed.’ *

a word soward the door.

** Wais,” shesaid ; * I wasunkind ta thee.
Bear wish me a while God knows I fear
change. Bus, Tom, I told an untruath” —
the color sarged over herface—* I said
thas I hased you when you were masterful ;
I do not think it can be hate. It frightens
me, bus, Tom—I think I like thee bess, so.”
Beside himself, he bent over to take her
in his arms, bus she drew away, and stand-
ing erecs, with quickly taken breath, like a
startled deer, smd :

‘¢ Nas 80, I beg you—I am free yet. Why
do you look at me sa fiercely if you love me?
Whas is is all—whas does it mean, this
loving 2"

Saddenly the expression that he had
aften before noticed came into her eyea.
Wish she iris large and aark, shey seemed
to look off, seing nothing. .

Thus they stood for ane moment in long-
pass time, and during that momens who can
tell whas ghmpse of hidden things passed
before she pure vision of the girl who waa
awing her lover’s passion
ta silence ?

the memory otBetty_mdingintheﬁm-

symbals of lite began ta intrude inta her
seml-conscionsness, she sleepy piping of
birde and the lowing of cowa going to paa-
sare. She opened her eyes slowiy to aee
she diaphancus white of the window-cur-
sain shadowed by a branch of ivy, and ta
realize thas she day was Sunday and the
month was May. She arcse, put ona

r, and wens down through she quies
house into the garden.

The sun had not yes peered aver the level
aweep of the eastern horizon. The garden
and the tintless sky and waser were veiled
with a soft miss.

The earth waited, calm and pure, the
coming of her bridegroom, and for thur the
garden was all in white ; foris was the e

ballg, lilac, dogwood, and magnalia. The
haze clung to she budding tree-sops, and
softened she earth so a dream of peace and
promise for she future, which seemed to
enser Betty's hears, bringing a happiness
thas lasted and fuifilled ita miesion shrough-
‘out shas croawning day of her life.

She leaned down ta the grass, where each
tiny spear was silvered with dew, and, il
ing her with the moisture, bashed
her face; for Mammy had told her thas
dew was bester than any of Mies Stacy’s
compounds for removing freckles ; and, for
some reason unknown to herself, Betty had
begun to take great interess in her personal
appearance and to feel a desire to appear
beaatiful.

on which the dew-drops hung sparkling,
oaughs in filigree epider- webs, she perceived
she sabtle perfame of the lilies-of-the-valley,
and, stooping to separate the long, pale
leaves, saw the tiny bells, thas seemed to
tremble with sheir own overpawering fra-

God seemed very near that morning.

She became like part of the nature un-
folding around her, interpenesrated by she
sweetness - of the flowers as she bens aver
them with dreamfnl eyes. She picked she
lilies and placed them on her white throas.
the early yellow rose, the anly one yes in
bloom, scensed the air, a branch sorasched

agide, she saw that it was a spray of the
daily mae,onwhidlonahludx:zt:ghndm
ing through ite filamensa of green.

« You lissle dear! ”* she said ; and, press-
ing her lips to ita velvety tenderneas, she
feit a shrill.

“ Ah ' thoughs Besty," I mnss be graw-

ing, t00."”
108 (To be Continned.)
i
Mot Consistent,

Harper's Bazar : H::n;&o'dngouhh
your new neighbors, ocolsley’s

Mrs. Hicks—She seems & kindly aoul :
bus she has no taste about her dreas.

Hicks—-Whas did you find to oriticise ?

Mrs Hicks—Theides of a womanappear-

ing in a coffee-colored tea gown
a‘ beg " ghouid be sufficient ex-

ouse for breakingintc a private conversa-

I was charming to him &0 be sibling,

tion.

“ Good-nighs, cruel child ! " heaaid. “ IL}i

He made a low bow, and moved without | and

He lifted her hand gently to his lips, and |

of white bloom—of bridal-wreash, snow- |i

her arm, bare $o theelbow. Pushing it|O
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Dr. Talmage’s Christmas Cheer.
In these halidays les all the comfortahla
the alassea exchange she Liamentatione of Jere-
miah for sthe exnitans Pealme of David—

same, no matter from wheb direubian|. Praise ye the Lord, les everyshing thas
tempie will be- thas of & gantin monu- DA bty eI St Lot “"“"’2
mens. The lower five ssories, in serra “.ml m~'m tlnngbc.m
cotta, forming she base, then rising in| " 'tormd"‘ht mﬁk ‘°_‘-
smoath-faced brick, will gleam the shafs, | SPAFRCY —I would M"‘mﬂ“
while the freezaar top comes out in terra | ¥ m; " made “Pd = pr
cotta. It is to be, you see, monumental. merchan ‘“mmm‘“ "‘d ;mm&

I have received applioations for cute of the m% yno“dnl - -
temple from all parts of Enrope and oar|, o o othmnm ully, m“""ﬂd
own country. Osher Masonic associations tm;m:;:m and aeas i
wans to know of the style of architecture i and old %lonou. bl

and all akous the wors. All the stook was Naomi an indom, and give us

: Mount Pisgah and Coronasion.

taken weeks ago. I know of no huilding - .
shas haa excited 8o mach commens. It will | Ohristmaa! ?’Ih':; is full
be the grandest structure in thia city, | PXGBhets,  an ve as
famed for its great buildings. The temple |[i8h% ‘o propheey a2 any one.
will be completed and occupied on ll,y gmlﬂﬂp dh meny Mwmm mm“‘nhm" ol
iw’f:.’;‘l,sgz"“ yoar the W & | wisnessed in shis coantry. Mechanios are
pena. - going ta have larger wages ; capitaliats are
going so have larger dividends; the factor

Fobad

ies thas are now olosed are to ram
Shopping bags of snede kid. day and night o mees ; Stores are
Wrappers of dosted flannel. to be crowded with customers joab-
Striped and plaided crepe de Chine. ling each other and i ient to get waited
Neck ruches of finely guilled arepe li on. Amid the id atrides of busineas,

Cape akin gloves for men’s winter wear. | attorneya will be ocalled in to interpres
Genuine Irish frieze for rough-wear |legalities, and merchants overwarked will
Pouhtpin-cmhimotv&m(ﬁmmdin are going to be abundans with men and
gilver. My women anxious to consecrase their gains to
Fanay gift pieces of Sevres and Dreaden | the Lord. You my midnight! K

Stsraw-colored linen for hand-painted | Soward universal bankruptoy ; I pitch my
fancy wark. tent soward national opulemce.—Rev. T.
As many as fifteen ostrich tips to trim | DeWitt Talmage, in Christmas Ladies’ Home
ane has. Journal.
Work bags of striped ailk having inside ey o ”
Fains pin de gloves ta wear with A new home has been opened for fallem
white toilettes. womeh at 102 Eaas Sixty atreetin Now
Antigue blue band paper for fashionable | York City called ** The Door of Hope.” Ita
stasionery. establishmens, it is said, is due to the
Flaé crownless hats of velvet, feathers | prayers of Mrs. E. M. Whittemare. It ia
and flgwers. :ohl;e.. temporary hom‘:‘ for m&:l:nm-
Heavy dark chevios for bad weasher | Who wish to turn from the path inevib-
mvy gray abiy ends in a degradation and death more
Key baskets of silver wire, quilted satin | $errible than mind of man can paint. Heee
and ribbon. th;mnanu will receive rel‘hign'om edmnhn:
Chaselaine house hags of hrocade moun: and industrial training they may
. a et fisted ta live hanorable lives. In i
" Many bash robes and smoking jacketafor | $0 & New York reporter, Mrs. Whittemore
holiday gifte. eaid : * I was divinely healed six years aga
Skirs patserns of embraidered fiannel pus | of & spinal trouble that had rendered me
ap in fanoy boxes. ° N helpless for a large part of twelve years.'
Yokes and flaring collars in ane piece of | After her recavery ahe de to laboe
silk cord embroidery. among her unfortunase sisters. house
Card cases of lizard and elephant skins | 8he haa opened was tendered her rent frem
mounted in silver. by the Rev. A. B. Simpeon (formerly pas-
Cashmere dresses with velvet yokee and | $or of Knox Church, Hamilton, Ont.) and
belts, for emall boys. the furnitare is mostly donated by Mise
Damask linen luncheon sets arnamented | Jennie Ordway, a redeemed girl. Theas
with drawn work. homes are needful, and it ia refreshing ta
Kils suits of white serge with China eilk | R0te thas earnees hearta are thus engeged
bl6use for small boya. in & holy oause.—Boston American Spectaton.
Reddish purple cashmere for tea-gowns, -
having pink China silk fronts. Manners of Men.
. Ton cloth and brown velves applique| If you woald think well of men don’s
jeckete trimmea with blue fox tur.— | wasch them ; only listen to them.
Economist. , After a man ia rich he does not call thems
- quaila : he oalls them ** hirds."
A Christmas Dinner Men = E
The follawing excellens menn for @ |miSes; messure him by whas he does.
Christmas dinner of twelve persons, with| YOu neverreally know a man's disposition
a margin for extra grests, is consribused by | 22 Q
an aushority to the Christmas Ladies’ Home | With him.
Journal : )
Boned Turkey, - us. Thoee
Alsmodegemm‘ 5 Btn%edmﬂnm. know them too well.
Caauliflower, Winﬁusqnnh' : Mon are : 3
Stewed Tomatoes, Candied Potatoes, ister undeserved praise, bus few of them
Guava Jelly, Stewed Cranbexries, are
Celery, _ Mango Pickie.
DEssERT:

et _
e TS (B LI B i
Salted Almonds, lipe e

e T Going Teo Far. t

/‘

_Maria—I often do, ma, and he ssems to | up. * Real igars
like is. While Yon Wait.” It won’s hardly do.
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