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Mer Ming. fader In hebben' will jess b'lleve Jack de

Ehe bas notfonvd her King as yet;
The go'den days glide by.
They bring no soirows Lo forget,
Nor any cause to sigh.
No heart [or her devotion mude
The passionate summers bring ;
Uoaharmed she walks, snd unaffreyed—
Khe has not found her King,

far barborin' pech onebristian feelin's |

The vext morning three little childien —
two boye and a girl—stood before the wooden
board thas lifted its warning above she hedge
that divided the Ashurst lawn from its neigh-
bore. With difficnlty the eldeet boy epelled
ont the words,

'« What does it mean ! asked the little
girl, curionsly. ** Trespassing | treepass |
that's what the prayer is abous, Don's youn
know—* Forgive us our trespasses’ ?"

“ Don’t wean that at all,” replied the
eldest boy, sagely. ‘‘Mamma es)e that
means for God to be good to us 'canse we are
good to lolks who have been naughiy to us,
We haven's done anyshing to she folks mnexs
door, 'oanse we've just come,"”

‘* Maybe he's afraid we will,” replied the
little girl, shrewdly. * I'll ask mamma,”

Fred Ashuras, sitting on the piazza, heard
this conversation, and reported to his nnole,

*« Hamph 1" ejacalated that individual,
moodily. ‘I hope the woman will have
sense enough to take a hint.”

A week elapsed, and John Ashurst waes, to

Men bring thelr titles and their gold ;
bhe turns 1n sCOrn AWaAY,

The man muosat be of different mou'd
she swears she will obey.

Though poor in honors and in lands,
Kich iu & rarer thing,

Titledby God alone, he stands,
Whom she will own her Kiug |

But when he comes, a8 come he will,
ktroug to support, and grand,

W ith supplication that shall All
Her soul, Jike a command,

Bhe'il plice her band in his, and tak
Whate'er this worll may Briug.

Proud and contented for nis sake,
Whom she hath crowned her King |

FORGIVEN TRESPASSESN,

John Ashurst was ** out of eorte.”

That was bis mild way of spuaking of his
owa ill humor. :

“ As oross as two sticks !” muttered old
Dinah—a servant who spoke her mind to her
vopty kitohen by right of a lifetime service.
* Dar don't nothin’ eult. An’' he's altogedder
onreasonable. Folks has jess as good right
to move nex' door as he's got to lib nex'
door to 'em., Young Mara Fred,” she said,
as & young man stepped on the piszzs,
¢ hab you larnt anythiog 'bout de new neigh-
bors 1"

 It's a widow, Dinah,” answered the young
man, in the tone he might have said, ** It'a a
joke.”

e Da lawlul sakes!’' exolaimed Dinah.
¢ An’' Mars John hates widders like pizen, Is
dat all?”

* Four ohildren,” continued the younyg
man, as if the joke wag inoreasing in magni-
tade

* Do laudy massy !” ejacnlated Dinah. *'An’
he dislikes ohillen special.” '

* Three boys,” volunteered Fred Ashursi,
in the unmistakable tone of a natural joker
who deals out bis fun by piecsmeal. .

“Wass an’ wass |" muttered Dinah, ** Boys

than ever."

v Orosser dan two stieks,” was Dinah's
veysion of his mood, aa she addressed her
pota and ketiles,”

] won's etand this any longer,” he ex-
olaimed, testily. ** The baby ories all nighs,
and the oldex ones raise Bedlam all the day.
When the gninea stop®, the peacock begins,
When a drum is at ress, a blass oomes from a
tin horn, The hens have soratched vp my
seer's, the dog has— I might as well tell my
grievanoes to ber.”

Forthwith hp sat down and wrote:

* MapaM,—Patienoe ceases to be a virtae.
I eannos think by dsy nor sleep by night.
Would i§ be possble for yonto ehange your
pursery to the other side of your house?
OCould your ohildren exist with a smaller al-
lowance of drums, trampets, Jew's-harps and
tin horns ? Your chickens have pulled up my
seeds. Your dog tore my door-mat into bits
yesterday. Your boys stone my fruit trees
and your girl bothers my cook. Your guineas,
peacook and parrot 1 protest sgainst as
noisancss. If you can eflect an abatement
of all these nuisancer, you will greatly oblige

am his 'p‘!ﬁi‘l deversion. An' boys, too, wid “ Yoar nﬁiﬂhbﬂh JoBX AsHURST.”
dar feder in hebben—Ileastways it's to be| He rang the bell—*'* Fred, take this next
he am dar." door." .
** And there is a baby.” * Yes, sir; bnt I am late for the baseball

Fred Ashurst gave the last item of news as
a joker oaps the olimax with the bess his of
all,

Dinah lifted both hande. ** Mars John 'l
move away. He oan's abide babies. Jees to
tink ob de racket! Dar's come ohickens to
seratch up our garden, an' a guinea-fowl dat's
de noisest bird ebber libbed, an’' a peasock
dat soreeches like a lunytiok, an' a parrot das
chatters like anudder lunytick, an' a dog, an'
s oaf, an’ dar's & widder an’three boys an’'a
baby yet fur to come. An’'to tink ob de
peace an’ quletfulness we hab had for twenty

an’ more, Mars John ’'ll move away
shore {"” .
“*Don't know,” answered Fred Ashnrst,

match ; I'll gtop on my way home. I guess
with a meaning smile,

“] don't want any delay,” replied John
Ashuoret, sternly. ‘' This thing must be
atopped.” '

Toat afternoon John Ashurst eat in his
office writing, wheu he heard a stealthy step
rlllhll‘lﬂndnw. followed by the rustling of
eaves, ‘‘It’s that plagued meighbor's
ohildren,” he esaid, execiiedly. ** They're at
my cherries again.”

A few hasty strides brought him to the
tree, where a boy was serambling down
““You young socoundrel |” exolaimed John
Ashurat; *Ive oaught you now,

meditatively. ** Uocle John isn't migratory{and I'm going to take youm straight in to
in his pabite, Oan't sell nor rent in these your mother, Don't belong there? None of
days either. I think he will have to face the | your tricks. Uome, mareh along, and we

moasie. It isn't in the course of mature,”
philosophized the young msn, *' for good
guiet neighbors like Deacon Bmith and his
wife to live forever, and I must confess, for
my own part, I am rather glad of a change,
even if it involves widows, boys, babies,
guineas, peacooks, parrots, dogs, oate, drums,
Joaws"-harps, tin horns, and a hundred possi-
bilitiea for creating a Babel, It's pretty rough
on Unele John, I must admis. The old

gball see where you belong.”

Dragging the culprit along, John Ashurst
rang his neighbor’s door bell.

** No treepaseing allowed ! " goreamed the
parrotin its unearthly tones.

John Ashurst was very angry. To have
his warping cast into his teeth by ihis ugly
green bird was not pleasant,

“ [ want to see t2e lady,” he said ocurtly,to
the sexrvant whoopened the door.

shere will be some fun.” parlor ? ¥
¢ Now, Dinah,” said John Ashura$, a likile “ will walk into my parlor ?

Iater, as be entered the tidy kitchen, ** I don't |
want apnythiog to do with these mnew
meighbors. If they atternpt to borrow, don't
snocourage it. Drive out any of the animals
that trespass on our grounds, and the ohil-
dren as well. I will have my nephew paint
a notice : * No trespassing allowed on these

Baid the spider to the fly;
It ia the pretticst lictle parlor
That ever you aid rpy."

Inepiteof hisanger, John Ashurst said this
to himeelf as he glanced about the dainty
room, such s room as he had not seen for
many years. There was no disorder, neither

iff parlor mext
premises.’ They might as well know my| W8 \Dbere in his own stiff parlor

sentiments firat as Iast. You undersiand, d;”" but $he air of comfors “I;l '““Pl{
Dinah 7" elegance was something unattainable by al

the rules of arrangement he knew. John
Ashurst was a crisical man, When he was
younger he had been oalled artistie. Insensi-
bly bis mood melted. On a little table stood
8 vase of lilies-of-the-valley. On the wall
hung in water-colors lilies-of the valley. On
a bracket in wax-work were lilies-of-the-valley.
They were flowers he had avoided for years,
for they stirred a memory of his lost youth,
Now there flashed upon him a memory of his
own room years ago, with lilies.of-the-valley
on table, bracket and wall, and their subtle
fragrancs recalled the perfame of flowers worn
in & woman's hair above the sweeteat face he
ever knew.

“ Yes, mars,” replied Dinah, meekly.
Then she dropped into a meditative solilogquy
as her master left the kitohen., *‘'Twill be
mighty queer for Dinah to say ‘no’ ef a
melghbor comes far to borrer a little rice or salt,
or starch ; an’as fur drivin’ off chillen, "twill
be mighty hard to tramp ’'em off. I don’'t
mind eayin’ ‘ seat!’ to a cat; but a ohile!
Lud! was a ohile his own self, an’ as nicen
chile as de good Lor' ebber made., It's my
opinion de Lor’ don’t make bachelors ; dey
makes demselves, an' dey jess spiles dem-
selves. Now ef Mars John hed a wile an’
little ohillen, dar wouldn't bs a beiter man on
i'n a:?l?’? de airth. Beoh a pity 'bout Miss g 'I;ho dgr ;& ﬁn ﬂ a é‘i‘,",’ entered, followed

# Oome, Dinab,” said Fred Ashurst that| "7 F¥O DOJR and & e g
night, as he stood before a large board on| ' 18m E]I.d hlhm thee, i:“ the 5,‘;'.;.‘““'
which he had painted, in large letters, ** No reosption given ihls ungracions man, * Thon
trespassing allowed on these premises "— :':;‘I‘i'?',‘,"ﬂhh“" 1 am told, Wilt thou be
* Oome, Dinah, tell me about Uncle John's | ®®
M’-lﬂ‘l‘ﬂ'. It's a family tradision he had John ;lhmlt was almost mﬂlﬂll to
ome. Wasshe s beanty ?” gpeak. Years ago this quaint Quaker speech

“Not seoh s beauty as her cousin Mise | 18d Shrilled him as no other speech had
Fdil,” answered Dinah, * Miss Amy was done, and he had dreamed of a lifetime with

tall and slender, an’ ebbery inoh a lady ; bt | #90R musio in his ears.

It war her sweet way, more'n her face, dat|, 'L D8 your pardonm,” he said, in a econ.
made folks worship de groun’ she walked on, :‘;"’&:‘1:',}““"! way ; I have bronght your
E:’ l::rﬁﬂ:l? T:*“:a:f 2 l:?un:h:::rr. ::::' “ Not muoh [” exclaimed ome of the boys
jess like two weddiners ; an’ Miss Edif an’ s | 1D $he rear of the beautifal woman, for John

Houthern man—Oarroll war his name—dey | A8hurst said to himself that she was beanti-

: Y1 tal,
come an' went jees like wo odder weddiners; | ™"y o 4 oo gave the boy a look of smiling
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wid Miss Amy, an’ it war plain as de nose on mistake, I heve only these three “,Ii'ﬂmn

your face dat he war exirsme fond ob her; and their baby brother, who is asleep.

an'den Mars John backed right down, far he = T"“.d h.im L md“,:' blong here, but he

war mighty spunky, an' Miss Amy’s picter ::lﬂill” blieve me,” explained she boy,
" 8

Ty e, s mod et B s | 1 8 your pusdon,” sad Joh Avhure

away, an’ he nebber went wid gals any more

At all—more's de pity.”

* What became of this Qaaker girl 2" asked
Fred Ashurst.

“ Oh, she went away, somebody tole me,
to Englan’, an' dey nebber got to be waddi.
ners, any ob 'em, so fur aa I knows on. Bach
mpity far Mars John! He nebber cared
muesh far nothin’ till your mother died, an’
he brought you up, He war extreme good to
you, Mars Fred, an' dat shows de hears dar
isin deman, Bat he's sot as a meelin'- |
hounse in his way. I jess do what he says,
an' far gen'ral he says right. B'pose he's
done forgot Miss Amy? JK{ he hed, he
wonldn'ts aot in dis onechristian manner.
Don’t de Bible say, * Lub your meighbors ?’
An' here he sets hissell again 'em 'fore dey
come, an' says, ‘- Don't lend him a sorap, an
drive off de chillen,’ an' den puts up das big
board warnin' em off, jess as ef dar war a
logine in our yard would smash 'em fo
pioces, An'de sweet little ohillen wid deir

wronged your boye—and you,” he added,
still more humbly, thinking of the mote he
had indited that morning.

“D> not mention it,” sald the Ilady,
politsly, * I am fearful we have distnrbed
thee. Thon art aware we have had a great
grief. I have allowed my ohildren to have
whatever pets they choose and amuse them.
pelves In every innooent way, that their
;nimh might be diverted from their great
osa,"

John Ashursi's face was sympathetio, and
troubled too, for he was thinking of hia note.
“'A heartless thing, under the circumsiances,”
he paid to himeelf. Had Fred forgotten to
deliver it? 'I'hat were a lacky alip of the
memory, he thought,

The sweet-faced, aweol-voloed Quakeress
oontinued : ** My baby has been very ill. I
have been obliged to keep on this side of the
houee, as il ia coolex. When he is better I
phall change my nursery,”

(liant killer libs here. HSarves him right, too, | read his note,

uee his own expression, ** more out of sorts |

is will keep ; gunpowder is ap$ to0,” he said, |

with deep humility; I am afraid I have|

—

John Ashursi's face fell. After all, she had
“ I beg your pardon,"” he said,
with real tronble in bis tone. * I did not
kuow your baby was ill. 1 beg you will not
change your nursery on my acoount, I was
mistaken abons the boy "—tarniog to gee thas
the urohin had made bhis escape. * I may
have made other mistakes. Perhaps they
were not your chickens. It may huve been
some other person's dog.”

¢ Chickens? Dog?” ssked the lady, in &
puzzled way. * I do not nnderstand.”

Jobhn Asharst's face brightened. Bhe had
not received his note. *' 1t does not eignify,”
he repided, carelesely. *'1 thought you
mighs have heard complaints about your
chiokens or dog—from—my ecook—or my
nephew—or somebody,” he said, desper-
ntely.

* Thy cook bhas been extremely kind,”
answered the lady. ** We were obliged to
borrow some brandy one day when the baby
was very ill, and we oould nok get at ours in
the confasion Incident %0 moviog. Thy
nephew has won the heart of my boys by
teaching them how to shoot arrowe, and Luoy
—+this little girl—and thy nephew are great
friends. My children were puszled about the
sign board in thy hedge, bus thy nephew told
them it was to warn off trampa.”

‘‘He is agood boy. Fred is an uncom.
morly good yonng man,” exclaimed Jobmn
Ashurat, fervently. His failure to deliver
that note was a mark of superior judgment,
he thought.

The servant entered. ** I hope you will
exouse me,”shesaid, addressing her mistress ;
“‘but anote was left this morning, and as you
were getting the baby to sleep, I did not
distarb you.”

John Ashurst stepped forward eagerly.
“1 am the writer of shat mnote,” he gald,
extending his hand. *As 1 have oome
mycelf, it will be quile unnecessary for yon
toread . I can do my errand without
taxing your patience $0 read my illegible

.! -qhh_! II
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the obildrén were erowded about a mnew
eomer, whom they called Cousin Lily, In a
pause in the conversation she said, address-
iog Mrs. Guouney :

* Pray tell me who these mnew found rela-
tives arv. They talk of Fred and Unele John
as if they were kin,"

“ They are our nelghbore,” answered Mres.
Gurney. * I want thee to mees them, When
we had lived bera about a week, our neigh-
bor oalled, He had made a funpy mistake,
and brought a boy who was stealing his
oherries, thinking he belonged hera. Think
of it, Lily—one o! my boys stealiog fruit |

“ ] wonld have been very apgry,” said the
‘hil'ﬂ"l

“ Ob, no,” answered Mrs. Guruney. *1I
was sorry for him, He was so gentlemanly
and #o humbleé, really contrite, as it he had
offended me and was sorry forif. He was a
litsle inooherent, too, and I could not quite
make out what he meant, A school-boy
would not have been more embarrassed ; and
like onrselves, Lily, he is no ohicken, Then
a note came in he bad sent me, and there had
been delay in giving it to me, He took il
quite eagerly and said he would do the errand:
himeelf, and offered us all the cherries we
wanted, That wae the begioning of onr
friendship. Bince then Fred Ashuret and his
anole have been frequent visitors, This uncle
has the most wondexful smile ; i§ lights up
his whole face. Bag he is not a man given to
emiling. 1 judge he has bad some great
trouble, Whoat ails thee, Lily? The blood
has all gone from thy face.”

* My journey has been a litile exhausting,

‘* By-the-way,” she said, with affected in-
differencs, ** is the unole's name Ashurst ?’

“ Yes,” anawered Mrs, Gurney. ** Is the'
family known to thee ? "

* We knew Ashursts years ago,” replied the
visitor. ** Depend upon it, this man made a
change of base when he called. I is like the
Ashursts to be haety and uojost, I know

writing.”

 Certainly,” answered $he unsaspeoting
Quakerers. ** Thou aré very kind to srouble
tbyself about us.”

John Ashurst thought of bhimaself ‘* Hypo-
orite,” and yet he was glad, glad as if he had
seen an enemy in the aot of applying »
matoh to gunpowder, and puddenly he found
himself in poesession of matoh and gonpow-
der. Whast shounld he say, for the Qaakeress
was looking in an expectunt way, as he had
not told his errand.

** We have a great many cherrles. Bend
for them whenever you like,” he said, as
awkwardly as a school-boy.

** We are gratefal for thy kindness,"” replied
the Quakeresr, pleasantly.

““ Do not change your murgeéry on my ao
couns,” pleaded John Ashurss, his mind
reverting to that dreadlal note.
ohildren come over when they please. Fred
will amuse the boys, and the cook will be
pleased to spoll the girl."

John Asharst went home with a light heart.
He olutobed the note as if it had been a prize.
* To think," he said to himself, ** how near 1
came {0 wounding that griel-stricken, eensitive
woman |”

He dréw the note from his pocket to read
the oruel words before desiroying them, and
found, instead of his note to his neighbor, his
Isat month's gas bill.

‘* Fred is a young man of superior judgment,

with a smile. ** This wonld have been quite
harmless had she opened it.”

‘It was dreadfully careless of me to leave.
the wrong letter,” apologized Fred Ashurst,
with a merry twinkle in his eye, as he drew
the offensive letter from his pocket that night,
1 * Baseball makes one lose his wits,” he added,

in self-justification, * Bes it down, uncle, to
profit and loss.”

“ Dinah,” said John Ashurst to the colored
| sexrvans that night, ** be very kind to our next-
door neighbor. B8he is an estimable woman
thu has seen much trouble. You need not

drive the children away, or anything,” he
added, as he walked away.

““Bho " exolaimed Dinah, addressing her
unwashed dishes. ' What's de meanin’ ob
dis somerset ob opinion? Guees she's »
widder indeed, as de good Book says. B'posin’
he should—" .

Dinah did not finish the sentence, but all
the evening as she worked about her kitochen
she exclaimed ever and anon, * 8'posin’ he
should! An’all dem chillen come to han'!”
Then she shook her head, ‘‘'Tain't de way
|far him. Lor’! Whats power widders has
got, to be shore I"

Weeks passed, and John Ashurst paced his
room, with trouble on his face. His nephew
came in., ' Anything wrong, unocle?’ he
asked, kindly.

"I belleve I am a little out of rorte,” an-
swered John Ashurst. ** In fact, Fred, 1 was
thinking of you.”

“0O!l me? Don't worry about me; I am
happy as a lark,” snswered Fred, carelessly.

““The faot is, Fred,” sald John Asharst,
stopping in his mervous walk, and looking
attentively at his nephew, *“‘Iam a lithle
worried about you and—our neighbors.”

““The Gurneys!” ssked Fred, in amaze-
ment.

““Yon,” answered John Ashurst, gravely.
‘It bas junst come to my eara that people are
talking abont our going there. I have been
very kind to Mrs. Gurney because I was
upjast to her at first and wished 0 make
atonement, Bhe is a ocharming woman—
more than that, a good woman. To me there
is no woman so atiractive as these sweet-
voloed Qoaker women, with their qunaint
speech and gentle ways; so I realize your
danger.”

Fred Ashursi’'s eyes itwinkled. ' Fol'ms
talk about us, do they? If I were a man

{talk to some purpose. Il I were in your
place, Unocle John, I would marry the widow.”
John Ashurst bent a searching glance on
his nephew.
least if I loved and wedded Mrs. Gurney?”
he asked.
‘““Not in the least. I wounld congratulate

you with all my heart,” anawered Fred,
earnestly.

{ ¢ That is enough,” said John Ashurst, with

A& satisfiled smile, ‘' You don't love the
ln:uu!_m if you are willing to see another win
or.

‘" Yon needn’s fear a rival in me,” replied
Fred, langhing.

“ Oh, Fred, that is all nonsense! ” exolaim-
ed John Ashurst, impatiently, I shall
never marry, Unfortunately there is a
memory of the past that wounld always come
between me and a new love. 1 tell you 1hus
much that you meed not speculate or plan
about my fatare.”

“ Mre, Gurney might make you forget the
past,” suggested Fred Ashurss.

“"On the eontrary, she makes me remems-
ber,” replied John Ashurst, hall to himeelf.
That night, in the widow Guarney’s heme,

: Lat the

as I told our neighbor, Mrs. Gurney,” he eaid, |’

with your age and your means, I'd make them |

‘“ It would not hurt you in the |

nothing of their penitence.”

Mzs. Gurney looked at her visitor curionaly. |

To hersell she gaid, **I never knew my
husband’'s cousin so near being bitter in all
my life.” ’

Fred Ashurst the next morning at the
breakfast table was in exuberant spirits, ** 1
think I am in love, unole,” he said gaily. *1
know you won's approve, for my charmer is
not a day younger than Mrs. Gurney and one
of these dangerous Quaker women."”

[ “ Where did you mees her ? " asked Jobhn

Ashurst,

“ At our neighbor's,” anawered the nephew.
' Birds of » feather, yon know. bat ihis
is & finer bird, with finer feathers, than our
neighbor even. I don’t know what men have
been thinking of to let suoch a specimen go
unocaged.” ' n

-John Ashurst laild down_ his knife and fork
and listened,

Thus encouraged, his nephew continued :
‘*Bhe is tall and slender, as graceful as a
wand. Her face is like a Madonna's, bus its
beauty is in expression rather than feature.
8She wears lovely white dresses, with a lew
worldly tuocks and ruffles, and her thees and
thousa are beautiful to hear.”

John Ashurst's face was very grave. ‘' Be
oareful, Fred,” was his warning reply.

thatis all,” replied the visitor, ocarelessly..

| he could play beautifully.

* 1 have never oeased to love thee, John,"
was the simple, earnest answer,

Baoch s commotion in the houses of the
two neighbors! Oid Dinab's equanimily
wad quite upset. I deelsr I don't know
wedder I'm standin' on my head or my feel.
Doy look jess like weddiners, far shore an'
sartain, An' jess to tink it all come frude
new neighbors. * Don't hev anything to do
wid de new lolks ; don't lend 'em W HOrap,
Dinah ; drive off de obillen,’ an’ all sioh I' *

Dinah's hearty guffaw at.the remembrancsé
might have been heard nexs door.

“ Was allng »'pectin’ suthin was comin'
from de day Mars John drug de boy dar,"
oontinued Dinah,
woman, but dis is heaps better. Couldn't be
better. Iv'ede genooine old lub, 'L'alk abouk
young lubbers ! Land! Dey ean's hold &
candle to de lub ob haff a lifetime."

Mrs., Gurney went about with teara in her
eyes and a emile at ber mouth. The tears
were for her past romance, the smile for her
cousin’s precent and future romanoce,

The children were dicoussing it. ** Oar
cousin’s name will be Ashurss,” said the litkle
boy ‘‘‘'cause women chapnge their last names
when they're married.”

it‘ll There first names $00,” sald the litkle
girl.
we oall her Cousin Amy.”

* Youlittle goose 1" laughed the eldest
boy. ** Her right name was always Amy ;
bus shey called her Lily in England, because
she was fair and wore lilies s0 much.
was a pet name. Don't you know the song,

# ¢ 0all me pet names, dearest ; call me a—"'"

 (Goose ! " added the little girl. ** That's
what you oalled me."”

Fred Ashurst came in on tiptoe, ‘' I bave
a seoret, youngaters, They are to be married
next month. Come along and see me make
kindling wood of this *onohristian warnin',’
as Dinahoalls it. Unele John is like the.

a lion, bus comes out like a lamb,”

A Toocmina Brony.—This touching s
was told by Eastman Johnson to our corres-
pondent in Nantucket : On a narrow island
near the New England coast, where primitive
oustoms still obsain, where the orier goes
abount the streets by day and the walchman

by auction, and the merry maiden and the
tar go junketing together in an ancien$
oalash, lives an old lady, Auntie B——, The
same roof has sheltered three generations of

rhur family, and it wonld require litile less

than an earthquake to dislodge her from her

pits, » pioture of peace and contentment.
* Haven't yon a gingle regret in your whole

knitling, and a dreamy look crept over her
placid eyes. ** Yes,” she said at length, X
have, n years sgo, when my dear dead
sister was alive, & man with a hand-organ
oame to this island by the ateamer. Oh!
He ocame

our street, and my sister says to me, ‘ Lot us
go down to the corner and pee him i
Well, do you know, I didn's go, after buk
I shall regret not hearing that hand-organ o
my dying day.” And the desr old sonl

** Buch women are not false, sarely,” said
Fred, watching his uncle closely.
* They may be fickle and unjust,” replied
John Ashurst, sternly.

“I would swear Mise Raseell is neither,”
exolaimed Fred Ashurst, passionately.

John Ashurst's lip twitohed,and he bea$ his
foot nervously on the floor.

‘“ Miss Lily Russell,” explained Fred
Ashurst, emphasizing the firat name.

John Ashurst resumed his nsual manner at
that. * Be careful, Fred, my boy,” he said,
kindly. *“I don't want your phips fo go
down as mine did.”

That day John Ashurst was resiless and

—r——
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{ himeell, He could not forget his nephew’s
desoription of the woman next door. ** Non-
sense !"” he would exolaim, half aloud, in an
impatient way. ‘ This is a woman with
another name. The other ome forgot me
years ago. Buppose she had mnot forgos-
ten 1"

John Ashursi's face was lighted with the
wonderful smile of which Mrs Gurney spoke ;
then it faded out, and the man’'s resiless
mood came on,
| There came a child's tap at the door, and a

moment later Luoy Gurney entered. *‘Bee 1
have a lot of books,” she said with great glee.
“ I have oome over to study with you, where
the boys won't bother. I took them out of
Cousin Lily's trunk when she went with

a volume of Tennyson; ‘‘and this—" As
she lifted the book there dropped some with
ered flowers, lilles of the valley and a cluster
of forget me nots.

John Ashurst tock the book eagerly. It was
a Bible. On the fly-leaf was the name ** Amy
Russell,” As he turned the leaves he oame
to more withered flowers, and on a slip of

a8 we forgive those who trespses against us.”

“ ] must always pick up frash, mamma
says,” remarked the little gir], as she stooped
to gather the withered flowers.

Trash! John Ashurst touched {them
reverently, and put them back in the book.
His face was radiant with that wonderful
smile. Bhe had not forgotten.

“ Is your cousin Amy home ?" he asked of
the ohild.

answered the ohild.
L John Ashurst looked puzzled ; ¢ he
put on his haf, and walked straight to his
neighbor's.

“ Is Miss Amy Rassell in ?” he arked of
the servant as he gave her his card.

Lily,” answered the servant.

“] wonld like to mee her,” said John
Ashurst. 'I'o himself he was eaying, ‘' Bhe
must be a relative. If Amy {8 dead, 1 will
have the Bible and the faded flowers.”

But she was not dead, The sweel-Iased
Quaker woman, with just a tonch of worldli.
nesa about the tncked and rufiled dress, who
entered the room, held out her hand to John
Ashurst as an old acquaintance., Her face
was very oalm, but her hand was trembling.
John Ashurst took it in both his, as he ex-
olaimed, ** Forgive me, Amy ; I was unjust
to you, and cruel to us both, You have not
forgotten me, By this token I know it ; and
this prayer makes me bold to ask forgive-
ness,"”

He opened the Bible o the faded flowers
and prayer for forgiveness,

Teers filled the eyes of the Quaaker woman
a8 she maid, ** I forgave thee Iun’ ago. It
was a miserable mistake,” she added, sadly.

spend the rest of my life in making a‘one-
ment !" pleaded John Ashurst, eagerly.

nervous, * almost out of sorts,” he said of |

| ed upon them in large |

stall- keepers should only be allowed to invite

| buyers with their eyes.” y
Kossuth has completed and is about t0

publish a history of his life, on which he has

dropped a $ear on the hall-heeled stooking.
—Harper's Magazine,

The London World speaks thus ollil
familiar nnisance at fanocy fairs —'* Buyeis

American millionaire being literally
ed across the room by a lady to her &
he manner in which ladies unsex them

ing, and defeats its own objeot, for it has
come $0 this, men will nos now go * near
place.’ IfI had to organize s bazaar
would be on the distinet

that Do person should be
artioles should all have their prices tickst.
characters, and lady

mamma, This is verses,” and she laid down |

| ship and ability as a debater than for
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embrace all his writinge
fagitive essays in
1859,

of Importance

ocourse
Finance Minister, his expulsion from

Bga.
Mr. Fawoett, the blind membar o
ment, is not more remarkable for
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fondness for out-door sports. Reoently
has been salmon fishing In Wales, |
among other fish oaught
weighing tweniy-iwo pounds,
rides on horseback,

hita bean 14 the Rightest tomed,
86 been slightest degree socus '
and when speaking fu Parliament makes

elaborate use of statistios and
without the slightest hesitancy or error.

“ Tien't Oouein Amy ; it's ﬂonlin;glr."-
| | Oanada at $100,000 ; the Atlantie & Greas

“Miss Russell is in; I shink it is Miss |

is, besides, a capltal story-teller, and the |
genial of companionw,

ExtRiorpINARY Rumons.—According to rue
mors, Gen.Grant has been tendered Dre8.
idenoy of the Erle Line at $50,000 salary sn«
nually ; the Pennsylvania Railroad at $50,000;

the Great Western and Grand Trunk Lines ¢

Western at $50,000; and lastly the Texas
& Pacifio at $60,000, There is no truth i

the rumors 80 far as the Canadian lines ar
conoerned, &

Lord Salisbury's famous sea$ at Haifiel
is nowadays a head centre of politics and
diplomasy. Lords Beaconsfield, L *’;
(Ambassador at Paris), and Dnfferin L

been among recent visitors. Probably ths
very same walls and ures looked down
upon the first Balisbary ¢ :

home and foreign problems with the Am -
sadors of Francs and Blpcln 260 yonrs age
Haifield was builtin 1611,
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ngdnml nloes a8 o ﬂr:ﬂlns for
th as a means of favoring cicatrization an
for olosing them, It is said to reliave the
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vere pain of wounds alm ost immediately, ani
requires to be renewed o nly at long intervall
—Boston Medienl and Surgical Journal,

The wives of men of seniimeni are
always the most appreciative of semii
Walter Beott read one of his beautifui imagi
inga to his wite, who lstened with yoli
oast down and bated breath. As he ol
the sharer of his joys beamed forth
‘“ Don’t pul on your lef} atocking to-me¢
dear ; I mustimend the holv in 1"

“Miss Gurney's a nice

‘* Bhe used to be Oousin Lily, and now

blustering month of March—he went inlike

by night, where they dispose of surplus meat

seat by the old-fashioned firepiace. Thereshe

she said it was just splendid, and I suppose

atthe Brighton Bazaar were very scarce,
andrequired & lot of pressing. I saw an
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selves at these bazaars is simply disguet.

ed for several years. It will also

periodioal literature ﬂ?l: :
The ohiéf interest, in Kossulh's |
oareer, however, will be in what he did
before 1850—say from 1829, when, aé the
age of tweniy-seven, he first took his seat
in the National Diet of Presburg, his confine-
| ment for freason in 1839, his
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the
country, and his unique career in the United
States. He is now seveniy-eight years of
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