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. up stairs with the re-
solution to dress herself directly for the

feative occasion, and to hasten down i
to be in readiness for new exigencies.. Her
mother was delicate, and had kept her room
all day in order to prepare herself for the
pvening, her father was inefficient at such
times, there was no servant, and the bront
of gverything came on her.

But her resolution gave way ; she wr?pod
harself in an-old plaid shawl and lay down
on her bed to rest a few minutes. She did
not close her eyes, but lay studying idly the
familiar details of the room., It was small,
and one side ran in under thaTuvu ; for the

rsonage was & cotfage. lhere was one
ﬂ?ndow, with a white cotton curtain trim-
med with tasselled fringe, and looped up on
an old porcelain knob with a picture paint.
ed on it. That knob, with its tiny bright
landscape, had been one of the won-
ders of Eanice’s childhood. - She lcoked a¥
it even now with interest, and the marvel
and the beauty of it had not wholly daﬁ;rﬂt--

e

‘ed for her eyes. The walls of the

room had a scraggly-patternad paper on
them. The first lustre of it had departed,
for that too was one of the associates of
Eunica’s childhood, but in certain lights
there wa3s a satin sheen and a blue line
visible. Blur roses on a satin ground had
been the original pattern.. It had never
been pretty, but Eanice had always had
faith in it. Tobere was am ancient straw
matting on the floor, a home-made braided
rug before the cottage bedstead, and one be-
fore the stained pine bureau. There were a
few poor attempts at adornment on the walls;
a splint letter case, a motto worked in
worsteds, a gay print of an eminently proper
little girl hclding a faithful little dog.

This last, in its brilliant crudeness, was
not a work of art, but Eanice believed in
it. She was a conservative creature. Hven
after her year at the seminary, fow which
money had been scraped together five years
ago, skte had the same admiring trust in all
the revelations of her childhood. Her home,
on her retuorn to it, looked as fair to her as
it had always done; no old ugliness which
familiarity had caused to pass unnoticed be-
fore gave her a shock of surprise,

She lay quietly, her shawl shrugged up
over her faca, 20 only her steady light
brown eyes were visible, The room was
drearily cold. She never had a fire ; one in
a sleeping-room would have been sinful
luxury in the poor minister’s family. Eyen
her mothkers was only warmed from the
sitting-room., _

In sunny weather Eunice’s rofm was
cheerful, and its look, if not actually its at-
mosphere, would warm one a little, for the
windows faced south-west, Baot t:-day all
the light had come through low gray clouds,
.for it had been threatening suow ever since
morning, and the room had been dismal.

A comfcriless dusk was fast spreading
over everything now. Eanica rose at
length, thinking that she must either dress
herself - speedily, - or go down-stairs for a
candle, _

She was a tall, heavily built girl, with
large, well-formed feet and hands. She had
a full face, and a thick, colorless skin, Her
featurcs were coarse, but their combination
affected one pleasantly. It was a staunch,
honest face, with a suggestion of obstinacy
in it,

She looked unhappily at herself in her
little =quare glaes; &s she brushed out her
hair, and arranged it in a smooth twist at
the top of her head. It was not becoming,
but it was the way she had always done it.
She did rot admire the effect herself when
the coiffure was complete, neither did she
survey her appearance complacently when
she had gotten into her best brown cashmere
dress, with its ruffls of starched lace in the
neck. But it did not occur to her that any
change could be made for the better. It
was her best dress, and it was the ‘way she
did up her hair. She did not like either,
}mthﬂ:uimplafmtuofthumandud the matter

or her, .

Alfter the same fashion she regarded her

own lot in life, with a sort of resigrel dis-
n account of her mother’s ill health, she
had been incumbered for the last five years
with the numberless social duties to which
pocr eountry ministur is liable,

ward readiness to
until the two sh
of courtemies.
l‘f’hu: the expected
e
down, Brother Wilson,” he said. nervously,
“ and I will consult with my daughter cun-

cerning the mstter we were speaking of. |
a moment | acq

Eunice, I would like to speak
with you in the study.” 2
*¢ Certainly, sir,” said Eunic. She look-

| ed surprised, but she followed him at onoce

into the study. “‘Tell me as quickly as

| you can what it is, father,” she said, *‘ for

it :.il funl time for people to beghl"cnming,
an -

She had not seated har:i!li,.:;ndt mﬂ.
lean carelessly against '
qnuﬁg hnrf:thqrmihhar boady eyes.

He stogd in his awkward height before
her, He was plainly trembling. *‘ Eunice,”
he said, in a shaking voice, ‘‘ Mr. Wilson
came—to say—he would like to marry you,
my dear daughter.”

He cleared his throat to hide his embar-
rassment. He felt a terrible constraint in
speaking to Eunice of such matters; he
looked shamefaced and distressed.

Eunice eyed him steadily. She did not
change color in the least, *‘I think I would
rather remain" as I am, father,” she zaid
quietly. -

Her father roused himself then: ¢ My
dear daughter,” he said, with restraiied
eagerness, ‘‘don’t decide this matter too
bastily, without
tion it deserves. Mr. Wilson is a man ;
he would make you a worthy husband ; and
he needs a wife sadly. Think what a wide
field of action would be before you with
those four little motherless children- to love

and care for! You manld have a wonderful
opportunity to do good.”

g7 I dn;{ ‘l=l::'u:nl:§g said Eunioce, bluntly,
‘¢ that I shoald care for that sort of an op-
portunity.” | :

“ Then,” her father went on, ‘' you will
forgive me if I speak y, my dear. You
—are getting older ; you have not bad any
other visitors. You would be well provid-
ed for in this way—" ;

¢ Exoeedingly well,” repliel Eaunioce,
slowly. ‘‘There would be six hundred a
year and a leaky fo. a man and
woman and four children, and—nobody
knows how many more.” She was almost

cosrse in her slow indignation, and did not

blush at it.

““The Lord would provids for His ser-
van »n ; - -

T don’t knﬁw whothﬁr He would or not. .

I don’t think He would be under any obliga-
tion to if His servant deliberately incumber-
ed himself with more of a family than he
had brains to support.”

Her father looked so distressed that
 Eanice’s heart smote her for her foraible
words. ‘‘ You don’t want to get rid of me,

surely, father,” she said, in a changed tone.

Mr. Fairweather's lips moved uncertainly
as he answered : ‘*No, my dear daughter ;
don't ever let such a thought enter your

and a woman 18 best off married, and your
mother and I are old. 1 have never laid up
anything. Sometimes— Maybe I don't
trust the Lord enongh, but I have felt anx-

ious about you, if anything ha to

me.” Tearas were lhnzm

eyes, which had never been s0 steady and

keen as his daughter’s,
There came a loud peal of the door-bell,

“ There |

Eunice started.
she said. ** We'll talk about this another

time, Don’t worry about it, father dear.”
‘* But, Eunice, what shall I say to him ?”
‘ Must something be said to-night?”
‘1t would hardly be treating him fairly
otberwise.”
Eunice looked hesitatingly
worn, anxious face, **Tell him, i
at length, *‘ that I will give him his answer

in a wesk,”

Her tather looked gratified. * We will

hiﬁa it to tliiu Inti:hmy dear.’

unice’s lip curled curiously ; but she sai

“ Yes, :ir.‘P dutifully, and hastened Iro‘:;

the room to answer the door-bell,

= The fresh bevies that were constantl
ving

giving it all the considera-

head. -I only—Mr, Wilson i1s & good man,’

g in his light blue | J

I must go,” |

so crunel. How could you? Ob, Eanice,

¥

lived in the best house, and had the loudest

-vqiﬁamﬁu mattors.. He was a la :

with more posity than ability,
perhaps, but there always been money
and inflaence in the Harris family, and these
warded off all criticism.

The daughter was a pretty blonde of aver-
age attainments, but with kesn wits and
strong passions, She had not been present
at the Christmas tree, and her lover, either
on that-account, or really from some sudden
fancy he had taken to Eanice, had been at
her elbow the whole eveningz., He had a
fashion of making his attentions marked :

he did on that occasion. He made a

tense of assisting her, but it was only a
pretense, and sheknew it, though she thought
it marvellous, She had met him, but had
not exchanged two words with him befors.
She had seen him with Ada Harris, and he

‘had seemed almost as much oat of her life

as a lover in a book. Young men of his
kind wers unkno wn quantities heretofore to
this steady, homely young woman, They
seemed to belong to osher girls.

So his devotion to her through the even.
ing, and his asking permission to call when
he took leave, seemed to her - well-nigh in.
credible, Her head was not turned, in the
usual tion of the term—it was not an
easy head to turn—but it was full of Barr
Mason, and every thought, no matter how
wide a ing-point it had, lost iteelf at
ll;t{rin %& thn’:ght of him, :

. Wilson'’s proposal weighed upon her
terribly through the next Her father
seemed bent upon her aoccepting it; so
did her mother, who sighed in secret ever
tho prospect of her daughter’s remaining
unmarried. Either through unworldliness,
or their mﬁoﬁ$ uft:l:m irability of the
marriage in itself, . meagreness of the
financial outlook did not seem to influence
them in the least. : '

Eanioe did not onca think of Bure Mason
as any reason for her reluctance, but when
the day but one before her week of probation
was up he called, and when, the next day,
heto:fkinhdriﬂ, she decided on a re-
fusal ummiutm-’lpmwlmﬂ enou
She had waveraed a little before. 4 Eh'.
- So Mr. Wilson was left to decide upon
some other worthy reliable woman as a sub-
jeot for his addresses, ani Eunice kept on
with her new lover,

' How this sober, conscientious girl counld

reconcile to herself the course she was now |

taking was a question. It was probable she
did not make the effort; she wup:; seniibls
that she would have known its futility aod
hypocrisy beforshan 1. '
gha knew her lover had be:n engaged to
Ada Harris; that she was encouraging him in
cruel and dishonourabla treatment of an-
other woman; but she kept staadily on,
People even cams to her and told her that
t_hu;ilhdgh'm breaking her heart. She
ist quietly to her parents’
remonstrance, and kept on, -

| while, and someho ¥ fyou
they don’t smign applications yet, |.

] , dear,
I mean to be true to you, but she has such
a pretty face, and I meant to0 be true to her

face set in an immovable |.
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hai nestied on her
¢t KEaonice, oh, Euni ,
You had better have stolen away my own
heart. It would not have been »0 wicked or

giﬂgin}. back to me. Eanice, won't you?”
[ 1 1 n- . -

Ada rose, » ing,  without another
word, She moaned & to herself as she
oroased the room to the door. KEanioce ac-

her to the outer door, and said
-by. - Ada did not return it. Eanioce
saw her steady herself by catching hold of
the gate as she =
Then she went slowly up stairs to her own
room, wrapped herself in a shawl, and lay
down on her bed, asshe had that Christmas-
eve. She was very pale, and there was a
look, almost of horror, on her face.
She stared, as she lay there, at all
the familiar objecis in the room,
but the most common and insignifi-
oant of them had a strange and awfual look
to her. Yet the change was in herself, not
in them, The shadow that was over her own
soul overshadowed them and perverte
vision, Bat she felt also almost a fear of
all those inanimate objects she was gazing at.
They were 80 many reminders of a better
state with her, for she had 1 at them all
in her ' unconscioas chil . She waa
sickensd with horror at their damb accusa-
tions, There was the little glass she had
looked ‘at before she had stolen another
woman'’s dearest wealthaway from her, the
chair she had sat in; the bed she had lain
in,
At last Eanice Fairweather’s will
broke down before the aocusations of her

'uwnmmmwhiohm_mL otent as to

take upon themselves material s
Ada Harris, in her chamber, lying
worn out on her buried in the
ﬂ:aw, started at'a touch on her shoulder.
one had - stolea into the room unan.
nounced—not her mother, for she was wait-
ing outside, Ada turned he: head, and saw
Hanice. She struck at her wildly with her

slender hauds, *'Go away !” she zcreamad.

but you have—I don’t know just whas, bat |

something she bas not.”
Eunioe 'the truth of what he maid
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. % Ada 1"
. *Go away I” e Ren A,
*“Barr Mason is down-stairs, I oame with
hiidt:mllm‘rzu."“- A
sat u staring at he:, her hand
lﬁllnpliﬂdfﬂg e i

¢* Oh, Eanice | Egnioe ! you blessed—
Eunioe drew the golden head down on her
a;bnum. jast as she had on that old school-
Yo & ; '
“‘Love me all Ada,” she aids,
“I want—some thlm'_'m > > _

Keep up Your Spirits.
Don’t get down in the 'muu:th‘ man |
Don’t lose your faith in men and thing just
becanse fm?: time i

in a flat ; but don’t you show the

white feather. Stick! Up, and at ’em

again ! The long rosd must turn,

know. You have been a$ it quite n'm
_ fail to get

work in,

and you are blue. Baut

atit! Piluoek
lndpnﬁhnuomm'inthh s
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he loved me first,

1 her.

have seemed to lose

Luxury.,—The labor of the .
cou il you gt " "
hoee e e o e
o e e

Poetry.—Thought in blossom,

Ireland.—The Aoctwon of nationy, 4
pieces by its own dogs.

Bachelor,—A wild goose that tap,,
envy.

Family,—Matrimony doing penage

Marriage,.—The only lottery ny
down.

Child.—The future in the present

Coat.—The scabbard that offers g ,
antee for the blade it sheathes,

Theatre-—Nature in the “Hiuge
rection.”’
. Ink.—The Black Ssa on. which T
rides at anchor. IS

TRACKING HIS MOTHER’S NUR)
' ER.

A Young Paolander's Faithful Waty
FProspective Revenge,

Fourteen years Joseph Commki §
died in Poland, 1r}mgpfpmg ostate
Joseph Comoski, Jr., his sister, and thy
children’s mother, The hours of momn;
had scarcely passed when Michael §
tarned his eyes upon Miss Comxki
wooed and won. To possess the estats
became his unholy ambition. The
stood in the way of the sucoessful ax
plishment of his foul object. - He medit
and finally determined to resort &
mmao for the remr:la:ﬂ of I:i‘}s ll:zlhshch.

ne morning the little Polish villap
excited as it had never been before, §
one during the hour of sleep had f
murdered Widow Comoski. Suspicin
once attached itself to the soni
Parsued by the law and a guilty conxi
he fled from the land of his birth, ¢
the ocean and found employment in
mines of Pennsylvania. Here he consi
himeelf secure.
. Joseph Comoski, Jr., though butal
14 years, swore selemuoly to avenp |
moezer'l ‘death, even should the muw
seek the moat distant spot on earid
pursuanoe of this resclve he badea s
adieu to his betrayed sister and saild
Amerioa. Fortune favored the brave
aud after a time he discovered his mk
murderer in Pdttaville, He at once
known his discovery to the Polish Ca
New York and acqusinted him with al
facts in the case, The sympathy o
official was enlisted in the boy’s behall
he promised his assistance. The boy
& watch over the murderer’s -doingy, &
him from town to town. Finally the
tive was apprehended while engagedin
commission of a robbery and set®
Pailadelphina itentiary for a fat
three years, The consal, in the mes
had written t5 Poland and learnedol
corrdctness of the boy’s story. He
securred the extradition papers, and tit
came to Mount Carmel, where so mf
'his coantrymen reside, to work whik
three years were passing. He foud
ploymeat at the Penusylvania collie
ash-wheeler. By his industrious ha
ined the good will of his bosses, aui!
‘finally promoted foreman, ‘a posiaos¥
he now satisfactorily fills. :

The young man is sorupulouely car®
saving his earnings, and it was a kno
of , followed by an inquiry froa
official, that led to a recitat of the
facts, The young man has succee®
keeping his secret from his cOUDNTEEE
and this acsount will probably bs ¥
startliog. He has collected a 82UK
sam by his economical habits, and
fice in his eye, one day this week re
o our informant that upon the com
of the murderer’s term of imprison!
extradition papers would meet iy
m and the rilllfl.in_, lh:uld am:i ‘ﬁ: :

ish gallows if it too ey
ed at the Pmlylﬂm:.‘:’n{hﬂ?- | Feu
Carmel News, )

. - True Appreciation. e

_-The observation of a great writer % EESSNRSlen

ing half a dozen hhttlhs:?hr_mdr ‘ vy
by an aoonymous admirer is well iRty

4“This;” he said with complacency

& at, asisonly 7

‘me ah




