Standard Bank of Canada.
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.

6. P. REID, — MANAGER |
Capital Authorized...$2,000,000
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Agencies in all principal points in On
tavio, Quabes, Manitoba, United
States and England.
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DEERING Binders, Mowers, Rakes
! Wilkinson™s
Diamona Smooth
ing Harrows. MeGill Turnip Sowers,
Dowsell s
Wrineers, U.
Cameron & Duonn Hav Forks.

Twines. Plows,

.'i"'lu-:".-‘.ht‘:'.‘n

Cream

Churns.
Separators,

Wagons. Buggies, Eic.

Chatham Warons.
Jugeies and Democrats,

Also Grier Buggies,London, on hand

Snowhall
Palmerston

PLOW POIRN
line of general repairs con-
stantly kept on hand here.

and a full

Alspo 2 Number of Horses for Sa:e

JOHN CLARK

DUREAM, OXTARIO,

For

Machine Oil, Harness Oil.
xle Grease and Hoof
' uent, 2o to

S. P. SAUNDERS

The Harnessmaker,.

DO YOU
WANT?

Blankets, Yarns, |

Flannels,
Tweeds, Ready-made Clothing, |
Prints, Cottons, Flannelettes,
Men's Hats, Caps, Boys' Hats,
Caps, Underwear, Fresh Gro-
ceries of all kinds, ete.

Call and examine the |
goods and find ont prices |

if So

ST

S. SCOTT’S.

N. B.—Gcods delivered twice &
day to all parts of the
Town.

. flats: and then something about art and

| crosses the yard he is dismayed to know

L]
|
|

' door he had intended to say something

. light of something, beaming out a wel-

Sy e

| the night or something. Instead of which
' he says, or rather gasps: **Oh, yes, to be |

RISE AND FALL
OF THE MOSTACHE

Joicicioioiok :
BY ROBERT J. BURDETTE.
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[CONTINUED.]

The eye fie has for immaculate linen
and faultless collars. How it amazes his
mother and sisters to learn that there
isn’t a shirt in the house fit for a pig to
wear, and that he wouldn't wear the
best collar in his room to be hanged 1n.

And the boots he crowds his feet into!
& Sunday school room the Sunday be-
fore the picnic or the Christmas tree,
with its sudden intlux of mnew scholars,
with irreproachable morals and ambitious
appetites, doesn't corapare with the over
erowded condition of those boots. Too
tizht in the instep; too parrow at the
toes: too short at both ends; the only
thing zbout those boots that don't hurt
him, that don’t fill his very soul with
agony are the straps.
ing them on,

times, with a freight train, the sensa-
tion wonld be pleasant and reassuring
and tranquilizing. The air turns black
before his starling eyes, there is a roar-
ing like the rush of many waters in his

When Tom is puli- | the door holder.

he feels that if somebody :
would kindly ran over himn three or four |

ears, he tngs at the straps that one cut-

sing his Angers in two and palling his |

arms out by the roots, and just before
his hlondshot eves shoot clear
head, the boot comes on—or the strap
pulls off. Then when he stands up, the
eartin rocks beneath his feet, and he
thinks he can faintly hear the angels
eailing his home. When he walks across
the floor the first time his standing in
the church and Christian community is
ruined forever. Or would

could bhear what he says.
never, oever gets to be so old that ke
cannot remember those boots, and if it
is geventy years afterwards his feet cur)

He

up in agony av the recolleciion. The
firss tima he wears them he is vagunely

aware as he leaves his room that there is | V¢ W o
| pizbht, and lom 13 gone.
There iz a dejected droop to the mus- |

a kind of *fixy’’ look about him, and
his sister's tittering is not
confirm this impression He
tain half-defined impression
thing b= bas on is & size o0
ans other man of his siza That his
hoots are a trifle souge, like a houss with
four rooms for a fainily of thirty-seven, |
: hiat the hat,which sets so lightly on the
wni of his bead, is jaunty bur limited,
likke o junior clerk’s salary; that his
=.oves are o neat fit, and can not be but-
roned with a stump machine, Tom
dozsn's know all this:; he hans only a
neral, vague impreszion that it may
<0, And he doesn’t know that his sis-
rors know every line of it. IFor he has
lived many years longer and got i ever
=0 much mara before he learns
that one brizht, sensible girl—and |
I believe they are all that—will see and |
notice more in a glance, remember it |
more accurately, and taik mor+ about it,
than twenty men can 22¢ in a week,
Tom dees not know,. for hiz crving fees
will not let him, how he rets from his
room to the earthiy paradise woere Laura |
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lives, Nor does he know, afiter he gets |
thepe, that Laurs cees him trring to resg |
none foot by setting it up on the heel

And she sees him  saeak it back under |
hiz chair and tilt it up on the toe for a |
change, She sees hlin ease the other foot
a little by tugging the heel of the boot at
the lee of the chair, A hazardous=, reck-
lpez, presumptions experiment, Tom
tries it so far one nizhe, and slides his

heel 5o far up the lez of his boot, that |
his foot actually feels comfortable, and |
he thinks the angels must be rubbing
it. He walks out of the parlor sideways
that night, tryinz to hide the cause of
the sudden elongzation of one leg. and he
hobbles all the way home in the same
disjointed condition. But Laura sees
that too. She sees all the little knobs |
and lumps on his foot, and sees him |
fldget on his foot, and sees him fidget |
and fuss, she sces the look of anguish

flittine across his face under the heart- |
less, ceceitful., veneeringzg of smiles, and

she makes the mental remark that master |
Tom would feel much happier and much |
2 moere like staying |

more comiortable, o
longer, if he had worn his father’s boots.

But ¢n his wary to the hcase,
the distraction of
many pleasant, reali;
things ‘tom thinks
compiles and-compiz+s o say to Laura,
to imipress her wita his originality, and
wisdom. and genius, and brickts exaber-
ant fancy and general superiority over
all the rest of Tow's kind., Real earness

dezpite |

erving feet. how
peantiful romantic |
» and recollects and

Fils=

things, you know, no hellow, coaven- |
tional compliments. or nopsense, but |
stich things, Tom {latters himsel, as

none of the other {ellows
gay. He has them =1l in
when he rets al

The remark about tne
with; not the stereotyped old phrase,
but a quaint, droll, humorous conceit |
that no ane in the world but Tom couald
think of. Then, after the opening over- |
ture about the weather, something |

can  or will
beautiful order |
foor of the hill.
weather, to begin

. about music and Beethoven’s sonata in |

B flat and Hayden's syinphonies, and of |
course something about Beethoven's
grand old Fifth symphoay, somebody’s
else mass, in heaven knows how many

a proiound thought or two on science
and philosophy, and so on to poetry and
from poetry to ‘‘business.’’

But alas, when 7Tom reaches the gate |
all these well ordered ideas display evi- |
dent symptoms of breaking up; as he

that they are in the convulsions of a |
panic, and when he touches the bell
Eknob, every, each, all and several of the
ideas, original and compiled, that ke has
had on any subject during the past ten
years, forsake him and return ne more
that evening. When Laura opened the

real splendid abvut the imprisoned sun-

come upon the what you may call 1t of

sure; to be sure; ho!” And then, con- |
scious that ne bas not sald anything |
particularly brilliant or original, or that i
most any of the other fellows could not

say with a little practice, he makes one
more effort to redeem himself before he
steps into the hall, and adds, ‘““Oh, good
morning, good morning.”” Feellng that
even this is only a partial suecess, he

collects his scattered faculties for one |

united effort and ingquires: ‘‘How is your |

mother?"’ And then it strikes him that |
he has about exhausted the subject, and °

he goes into the parlor, and sits down,
and just as soon as he has placed his re-
proachful feet in the lemst agonizing
position, he proceeds to wholly, com-

out of his |

he if any one |
never, |

necded to |

has a cer- |
that every- |
amall for |

| that ever crept out of hoots noé 1

P as inll of sorrow

 hours,

! like a man who

| smooths it

| ont of it

| 4T

' calls a serenade.
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conscionsness to fina bime<elf, o hiz own
amazement and equslly to Lavrnds ie-
wilderment, cecndneting & conterzsiian
about loe crops, anil a. new moeinod of
funding tho oationil deht, sulbiects unon
wiich he i3 abour os well informed as
tne town cloech., e rallies, and makes
a suceessful effors ©o torn thr enversa-
tion into literary channels by asLing her
if she bas read any o Coaan Doyle's
stories. And ir a barst of conlloner he
assures her that he would not bLa sus-
prised if it should rain before morping,
(And he hopes it will, and that it may
be a fiood, and that he may get ~anxht
in ic, without an a~k nearer than Cape
Forn). And so, at 1wt, the first evening
passes away, and zicer mature aelibera-
tion and many un-ace2esfnl eiforts he
rises to go. But he does not 0. He wants
to; but he doesn’t know how. He suvs,
enod evening. Then he repeats it in a
marginal reference. Then he puts it in a
foot note. Then he adds the remark in
an appendix, and shakes hands. By this
time he gets as far us the parlor door,
and catches hold of the knob and holds
on to it as tightly as though some one on
the other side were trying to pull it
through the door and run  away with it
And he stands there a fidgetty statue of
He mentions, for not
more than the twentieth time that even-
ing that he is passionately fond of music
but he can't sing. Which is a lie; he can.
Iid she go to the World’'s Fair? *'Xo.”
“Snch a pity”’—he begins but stops in
terror, lest she may counsider his condol-
ence a reflection upon her financial
standinz. Did he go? Oh, yes, yes; he
says, absently, he went. Or, that is to
say, no, not exactly. He did not exactly
o to the Fair; he staid at home. In
fact, he had not heen out of town this
summer. Then he looks at the tender
littie face: he looks at the brown eyes
sparkling with suppressed merriment;
he looks at the white hands, dimpled and
zoft, twin daughters of the snow; and
the fairy picture grows more lovely as
he looks ot it, until his heart outruns
his fears: he must speak, he must say

| something  impressive and ripe with
meaninge for how ean he go away with |
| this suspense in his breast? His heart |

tremblos as deoes his hand; his quivering
lips part, and—Laura deftly hides a
vazrom vawn behind her fan. Good

tache that night, when in the solitude of
his own room Tom releases his hanods

rom the despotic gloves,
soothes: two of the reddass,

an:l
jriitest

tenderly
ir":"[.
4 sheir
own gize, nnd swore in mute, but elo-
guent anatomical profanity at tae wlhol
race of hootmakers. hears 12 neorly

His
atnd  bitterness as his
hoots. It apprars to him thas he showed
off to the worst poasiole advantage; he is
dimly eonscious thao he aeted very like
a donker, and  he the nob entirel

as

.
unnatural impression that she will never |
| want to see him azain, So he philosophi-

cally and manfully makes up his mind
| never, never, never, %o think of heor
' again, Twen he immediately proceeds,

in the manlicst and most natural wayr in
the world, to think of nothing and no=
body else under the sun for the next ten
How the tender little iace does
haunt him. He pitches himself into bed
with an aimless recllessness that tum-
bles pillows, bolster, and sheets into one
shapeless, wild chaotic mass, and he goes
throneh the motions of going to sleen,
would go

stenm. He stands his piilow up on end,

guilletine block. He
out level,
wrinkles out of
slecplessness in it
thap there is in the hungriest mosquiio
that ever sampled & martyr's blood. He

lays

and pats all the

| mets up and smokes like a patent stove.

although not three hours ago he told
Laura that he de-tes-ted tobacco.
This is the only t.me

go through this, in exactly this way.

bricht, rosy dream of his life. He may
live to he as old as an army overcoat,
and he may marry as many wives as
Brigham Young, singly, or in a cluster,
but this will come to him but once. Let
him enjoy all the delighted misery, all
the ecstatic wretchoedness, 21l the hea-
venly torlornness of it as best he can.
And he takes zood, solid edifying misery
How he does torture himself
and hate Smith, the empty-headed
donkey, who ecan talk faster than Tom
can think, and whose mustache is black
as Tom’s boots, and so lone that he can

pull one end of it with bosth hands. How |

he does detest that idiot DBrown, who

plays and sings and goes up there every :
tizne Tom does, and claws over a few old |

forgotten five-finger exercises and calls
it music; who comes up there,some nizht
when Tom thinks he has the evening

" and Laura all to himself, and brings up

old, tuneless, voiceless, cracked
suitar, and goes erawling around in the

wet grass under the windows and makes

night perectly hideous with what he
He speaks French, too,
the beast. Poor Tom; when Brown's
lingunal accomplishments in the language

of Charlemagne are confined to —"aw- |

aw-er ah—vooly voo?’ and on state occa- | faintly gasps,

sions to the additional grandeur of “‘avy
voo mong shapo?'’ But poor Tom who
once covered himself with confusion by
telling Laura that

aria ‘‘Robert toy que jam,'’ considers
Brown a very prodigal
attainments;
fanti: and hates him for it accordingly.

up there one evening and made an off-
hand erayon sketch of her in an album.

: ke Daubs’
The picture looked more like Dau ' have, sir—come,

mother, and Tom Lknew it, but Laura
gald it was oh just delightfully, perfectly

splendid, and Tom has hated Daubs most |

Tom hates |
nfack, ' tones, thinking the young man probably

cordially ever since.
every man who has the tomerity to
speak to her, or who she may treat with

lady-like courtesy. Until there comes one |

night when the boots of the inquisition
pattern sit more lightly on their suffer-

ing victims, when Providence has been |

on Tom’s side and has kept Smith and

Brown and Daubs away, and has fright-

ened Tomi nearly to death by showing

him no one in the little parlor with its |

ald-fashioned furniture but himself and
Laura and the furniture. When, almost
without knowing how or why, they talk
about life and its realities instead .of the

or the next lecture; when
last concert ' We'll give you all the law you want.”

they talk of their plans, and their day
dreams and aspirations, and their ideals
of real men and women; when they talk
about the heroes and heroines of days
long gone by, gray and dim in the ages

that are ever made young and new by

the lives of noble men and noble women
who lived, and did,
those grand old days,

glory as the glittering stars that sang at |
creation’s dawn _ When thamumaaums}
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| rest of us know

amm

' might say, poured out his
| Somehow or other he had a rose-colored

| colorad, gilt-edged,

to sleep by |
 speaks so earnestly and eloguently  thot
and pounds it into a wad, and he props |
' his head upon it as though it were ithe |
it down and |
| =—=hims=elf,
it, and there is more |
to the square inch |

Tom will ever |
It |
is the one rare golden experience. the one |
' under the sharp chin, and a raspy under-
| growth of a week's

| he had his
tongue's end when he entered the count- |
inz-room. But nows, it seems to him that | _se
if he had besn brought up in  a cirens, | they sit in o

his favorite air in |
5 i " tiful | : i

Robert le Diable’’ was the beau L os 5. *{Chptatn Rl s Nama:
in linguissic |
another Cardinal Mezzo-

He hates Daubs, the artist, too, who was he ever knew a word

" eome—"" and he thinks if his lips didn’t

am here to sue—""
' man echoes sharply, with a belligerent
pustle of the newspaper; ‘*Sue Tare &

crowns thﬂ mﬂﬂnm. 'ﬂ lm;' '._ ‘
the breath of morn; lovelier than

STrAD@EIT STONT WLEN Thell Vuices uusu, |
when the flush of earnestness upon her !
face gives it a tinge of sadness that |
makes it more beantiful than ever; when
the dream and picture of a home Eden,
and home life, and home love, grows
every moment more lovely, more entranc-
ing to him until at last poor blundering,
stupid Tom, speaks without knowing
what he is going to @y, speaks without
preparation or rehearsal, speaks and his
honest, natu manly heart touches his
faltering lips With eloquence and tender-
ness and earnestness that all the rhetoric
in the world never did and never will
inspire, and—. That is all we Enow
about it. Nobody knows what is said or
bow it is done. Nobody. Only the silent
stars or the whispering leaves, or the cat,

=

or maybe Laura's younger brother, or
the hired girl, who generally bulges in
just as Tom reaches the climax. All the
about it is, that Tom
doesn’t come away so early that night,
and that when he reaches the door he
holds a pair of dimpled hands instead of
the insensate door knob. He never clings
to the door knob  again; never. Unless
ma, dear ma, has been so kind as to
bring in her sewing and spend the even-
ing with them. Tom doesn’t hate any-
body, nor want to kill anybody in the
wide, wide world, and he feels just as
good as though he had just come out of
a six months' revival; and is happy

. enough to borrow money of his worst
| enemy.

But there is no rose without a thorn.
A~ chough, I suppose, on an inside com-

| putation,there is, in this weary old world
| as much as, say a peck, or a peck and a
| half possibly,
| attendant roses.

without their
Just the raw, bare
thorns. 1n the hichest heaven of his new

of thorns

| found bliss, Tom is suddenly recalled to

earth and its miseries by a guestion

' from Laura which falls like a plummet

into the unrippled =ea of the young
man’'s happiness, and fathoms its depths
in the shallowest place. *‘‘Has her own
Tom''—as distinguished from countless
other Toms, nobody's Toms, unclaimed
Toms, to all intents, and purposes swamp
lands on the public matrimonial domain
—**Has her own Tom said anything to
pa?’ *‘Oh, yes! pa;” Tom says, '‘To be
sure; yves.'' Grim, heavy browed, austere
pa. The living embodiment of business,
Wary, shrewd, the life and mainspring
of the house of Tare and Tret. “*M. Well.
N'no.” Tom had not exactly, as you
heart to pa.

| ides chat the thines was gzeing fto g
richt alone in this way forever. Tom
had an idea that the programme wis aly
arranzed, printed and distribuged, roze-

and periamed. Heo
was roine to sit and hold Laura’s hands,
pa was to stay down at the office, anad
i was 1o make bt visits to the parlor
as much like angel: for their rarity and
hravity, as possible.

it he sees, now

thnt the matter has been referred to, that |

Loura doesn’t like
of terror wDass over
her coral lips ouiver a
= she her {luzhed 1ace ont
¥ial shonlder, and tells
him how kind and tender pa has always
been with her, uniit T'om feels nositively
jeqlons of pa. Fhe telis him he must nos
dread going to see him, for pa will be oh
so zlad to know how happy, happr he
ean make h: 1ittle =irl. And asshe talks
to nim, the hard working, old-fasihioned,

r—n.l
tonder-hearted old man, who loves his

iv 1% A orm
to 8P BN 3 Spasin
Tom's face: and

little o hides
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necessity

' wrirl as thoush she were vet only o biz

tor. Der heart grows tenderer, and she
Tom, at first savasely jealous of him, is
nersnaded to f2ll in love with the old
oontloman—he ealls him **Pa.’ too, now

But by the following afterncon this
feeling is very faint. When he enters the
counting-ronom of Tare & Tret, and
stands before pa, oh, land of love, how
eonld Lowmra ever tnlk so about such a
man. =Stubby little pa; with a fringe of
the most olistinate and wiry gray hair
standine alli around his bald head; the
wirtest, grizzliest mustache bristling
under his nose; a tuft of tangled beard

run on the thin jaws;
biusiness, hwasinsss, business, in every line
of the hard, seamed face, and profit and
loss, barter and trade, dicker and bar-
eriin, in every movement of the nervous
hands. Pa: old business. He puts down
the newspeper a listle -way, and looks
over the top of it Tom annaunces
nimself, giancing at the young man with
a pair of blue eyes that peer through old-
faznioned iron-howedl spectacles, that look
as though they had known these eyes

ns

and done business with them ever since
they wept over their A.B.C.'s or peeped
into the tall stone jar Sunday afternoon
to look for the donghnuts

Taom. who had felt all along there
conuld be no inspiration on his part in
this scene, has come preparad. At least

COSCEhETION TN UORC Ay COoluTo A
rora's car; pure as the lily kissed by
dew. This precious blossom, watched by
your paternal eyes, the object of your

tender care and solicitude, 1 ask of you. |

I would wear it in iy heart, and

and cherish it—and in the—"" ““Qh, yes,
yes, yes,”’ the old man says soothingly,
beginning to see that Tom is only drunik,
“QOh, yes, ves, I don’t know much abous
them myself; my wife ard the girls
generally keep half the windows in the
honse littered up with them, winter and
summer, every window so full of hounse
plants the sun ean't shice in. Come up
to the honse, they’il give you all yon
AN CcArry away, give voun a hat fall of
'am.”” **XNo, no, no; yvou don’t under-
stand,”” says poor Tom, and old Mr.
Tret now observe: that Tom is very
drunk indeed. *‘'Ic ism’t that, sir. Sir,
that isn’t it. I—I—I want to marry your

as though Tom h:zi wadded it into a gun
and shot it at the old man. Mr. Tret
does not say anythi-z for twenty seconds,
Tom %tells Lanra :that eveniasgz that it
was two hours =znd a half belore her
fathior opened his head. Then he says,
*“*Ch, yes, ves, yes; to be sure; to—bes—
sure.” And then the long panse is
dreadfnl. *“*Yes, yes, Well, I don’t know,
I don’t know about thar, voung man.
=aid anything to Jennie a:cut is?* It
isn’t Jennie.”' Tom gasps, secing & now
Rubicon to eross: ““it's—"" **Oh, Julie?
Well, T don't—"" **XNo,sir,”” interjects the
despairing Tom, *‘it isn’t Julia, it's—"
“‘Sophie, eh? Oh, well Sophie="" “=ir "
says Tom, “'if you please, =ir, it isn't
sSophie, it's—"" *“Mot Mirnle, surely?
Why, Minpnie is hardiy—well. I don's
know. Young folks get along faster
than—"" **Dear Mr. Tret,”" breaks in the
distracted lover. *‘it’'s Laura.”

As they sit and stand there, looking at
each other, the dingy old counting-room
with the heavy shadows lurking in
every corner, with it: time-worn, heavy
brown furnishings, with the scanty dash
of sunlicht breakinz in throuch sthe
dusty window, looks like an old Rubens
painsing; the begzinuing and the finish-
ing of a race; the vid man, nearly ready

|
| and the fizhs that Tom, in all his
| perience and with all the

to luiy Lhis armor off, glad to be near-
ly and sa safely through with the race
inex-
rash enthusi-
asm and conceit of a4 voung man, is just
getting ready to run and fight,
wnd run, you never can tell which unti]

he is through with 1t. And the old man.

—————— e r————

s c—

looking at Tom, anl through himn, ana

stones; lingerinze on the ruastic
bridge, while he gazes into eyes elaquent
and tender in their silent
throuzh the longz pathwar of years,
flecked and checkered with sunshine and
cloud, with storm and calm, through
vears of struggle, trial, sorrow,
pointment, out at last into the grand,
glorious, crowning beauty
of hard-won and well-deserved
until he sees now this

E1Ca =5,

dear old days.

drenm with a start. and he tells Tom

daughter.” There % is at lasty, as bluntly

' blundering aimlessly and listlessly

all, and she sees after everything, and
just in the nick of time prevents Mr.
Tret from going downstairs and attend-
ing the ceremony in a loud- dress-
ing-gown and green sliopers] ma. who,
with quivering lip and glistening eyes,

from her fold, to give her life and her
happiress into another’'s Lkeeping, she
gives away for one moment, a dozen re-
proaghful voices cry out, “Oh-h, ma!™
How it all comes back to Laura, like the
tender shadows of a dream, long years
after the dear, dear face, furrowed with
marks of patient suffering and loving
care, rests wunder the snow and the
dalsies; when the mother Jove that glis-
tened in the tender eyes has closed in
darkness on the dear old home; and the
nerveless hands, crossed in dreamless
sleep upon the pulseless breast, can never
again touch the children’s heads with
caressing gestures; how the sweet vision
comes to Laura as it shone on her wed-
ding morn, rising in tenderer bheauty
through the blinding tears her own ex-
cess of happiness calls up, as the rain-
bow spans the cloud only through the
migling of the golden sunshine and the
falling rain.

And pa, dear old shabbby pa, whose
clothes will not fit him as they fit other
men; who always dresses just a vear and
a half behind the style: pa, wandering
up and down through the house, as
though he were lost in his own home,
pacing through the hall like a sentinel,
into
rooms where he has mno business, and
being repelled therefrom by a chorus of
piercing shrieks and hvsterical giggling;
pa, getting off his well worn jokes with
an assumption of merriment that scems

| positively real; pa, who creeps away by

himself once in a while and leans his
face against the window, and sighs, in
direct violation of all strict household

regulations, right against the glass, as
he thinks of the little girl going away

to-day from the home whose love and
tenderness and patience she knows so
well. Only ryesterday, it seems to him,
the little baby girl, bringing the Arst

or fight |

brook sparkles over the white pebbles or
murmurs around the greas {lat stepring-

i008-

love-lizhe: up |

digap- |
and benison

second Laura, |
re-imagine her mother as she was in the

musie of baby prattle into his home, then
a little girl in short dresses, with school-
| girl troubles and school-girl pleasures;
then an older girl, out of school and into
soclety, but a little zirl to pa still. And
then—. But somehow,this isas faras pa
can get, for he sees, in the {light of this,

pass him, feels his old heart throb ul- | the first, the following flight of the othes
most as  quickly as does that of 1L} fladelings: and he thinks how silert and
young man before him. For lookin: | desolate the old nest will be when they
down a long vista of happy. eventidi | have all mated and flown away. He
years, bordered with voseate hopes and | thinks, when their flicht shall bave
ht'i.‘-‘"ﬂ*: r]i't'iliTiﬁ and s atieipations, .Ihﬂ se£5 | jpade other homes hright and cheesy nnd
8 tender Lice, Tadinnt with similes abud ) gparkline, with music and pratcle  amc
| Xindled with blusies; he feels a soft | ]:':1:;1;11:-1-;‘:“}::;:1;r w];l'-,l ]1-_'-,'-.'-1 the ald i..:-.“.{
nand drop into his own with Its thuid | hushed and gniet and still. How in the
| pressure; he sees the vision open, undex long, lonesone afternocons, mother will
the glittering summer stars, down mossY | git by the mpty cradle that rocked them
hillsides, where the :estless breezes, sigh-| gll, murmuring the sweet olé  eradl
ing throush the rustling leaves, whisper- | gongs that broodead over all their sleen,
ed their tender scerets to the Dnolsy | yntil the rising tears cheel: the swaving
Ikatydids; stroliinz a‘ong the winding | epadle and ehoke the sone—ann  back
paths, deep in the bHonding wild grass, | gyer river and mountain wod prairie tha
down in the star-lis aisles of the dim old | pgl] and streteh and rise betwoen the ald
woods; loitering where the meadow | home and the new ones. ecomes hack the

prattle of her lirtle e
musie of their lanchter, the tender ca-
dences of their songs, until the husneq
| old home is haunted by memories of its

ones, 1

rippling

children—gray and old they may be,
| with other echiléren eclustering abous
their knees, but to the dear oid home

they are ‘‘the children’ still. And dream-
ing thus, when pa for a moment finds
his little girl alone—his little girl who
is going away out of the home whose
| lgve she knows,into a home whose tender-
| ness and patience are all untried—he
| holés her in his arms and whispers the

|
I
|

And he rouses from his | most fervent blessing that ever throbbed

| from a father's heart: and Laura's wed-

he'll ““Talk it over with Mrs. Tret, and | ding day would be incomplete and umn-

see him again in the morning.”

=0 ther are duly and formally en-
gaged ; and the very first thing they do,
they make the very sensible, though very
uncommon, resolution to so conduct
themselves that no one will ever suspect
it. And they succeea admirably. No one
ever does suspect it. They come into
church in time to hear the benadiction—
every time they come together. They
shun all other people when church is dis-
missed, and are seen to go home the
longest war. At picnics they are missed

"apd a

last true statement at his |

and eradlsd inside of a sawdust ring,
and all his life trzined to twirl his har,
he couldn't do it better, nor faster, nor
be more utterly incapable of doing any-
thing else. At last he swallows a lump
in his throat as big as a ballot box, and
‘““(3ood morning.’” Mr.
Tret hastens to recognize him. Eh? oh
ves; yes. 1 see; young Dostwick, from.
iope & Middleribs. Oh, yes. Well—2"'
“1 tava come. sir,”” gasps Tom, think-
ing all around tha world from Cook's

tive,”' for the first line eof that speech
that Tare & Tret have just scared out of
him so completely that he doesn’t believe
of it. “I have

eot so dry and hot, they make his tzeth
ache, that he could get along with it; I
Mr. Tret; Mr. Tret,
sir— 1 have come—I1 am come—"" ‘‘Yes,
ve-es,”’ says Mr. Tret, in the wildest be-
wilderment, but in no very encouraging

wants to borrow money; ‘“‘Ye-es; I see
vou've come. Well; that’s all right; glad
to see you, Yes, you've come?’' Tom's

hat is now making about nine hundred
and eizhty revolutions per minute, and
apparently not running up to half its |
full capacity. ‘‘Sir; Mr. Tret,”” he re-
snmes, *‘I have come, sir; Mr. Tret—I
am here to—to sue—to sue, Mr. Tret—I
“Sune, ebh?’ the old

Tret, eh? Well,; that’s right, young man;
that’s right. Sve, and get damages.

Tom’'s head is so hot and his heart is so
cold, that he thinks they must be about
a thousand miles apart. “‘Sir,”" he ex--
plains, ““that isn’c. it. It isn’t that. I
only want to ask—I have long known—
sir,’* he adds, as the opening lines of his

and never died in speech comes to him like & message from#§
but lived and live
‘on, as imperishable and fadeless in their

heaven, ‘“Sir, you have a flower, a tender
lovely blossom; chaste as the snow the
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not more than fifix times a day, and

other's eves and saying—nothing. When
he throws her shawl over her shoulders,
ke never looks at what he is doing, but
looks straizht into her starry eyes,
throws the shawl rizht over her natural
curls, and drazs toem out by the hair
pinz. If. at sociable or festival, they are
left alone in a dressing room a second
half, Laura emerges with her
raffle standing around like a railroad
accident; and Tom bhas enough complex-

ion on his shoulder to goaround a young | a section of artillery.
When they drive our, |

ladies’ seminary.
buggy with a seat eighteen
inches wide, and there is two feet of un-
occupied room at either end of it. Long
vears afterwards, when they drive, a
strect car isn't too wide for them: and
when they walk, you could drive four
loads of hay beiweon them.
And wet, as carefully as they gunard
their precious little secret, and ' as cau-
tious and cireumspect as they are in
their walk and behavior, it pgets talked
around that they are engaged. People are
80 prying and suspicious.
And so the
ment run on; never before, or since,
time flies so swiftly. Unless, it may be,
some time when Tom has an acceptance
in bank to meet in two days, that he
can’t lift one end of—and the wedding
day dawns, fades, and the wedding is
over. Over, with its little circle of de-
lighted friends, with its ripples of plea-
sure and excitement, with its touches of
home life, that leave their lasting im-
press upon Leura's heart, although Tom,
with man-like blindness, never sees one
of them. Ovwer, with ma, with the thou-
gand and one anxieties attendant on the
grand event in her aaughter’'s life, hid-
den away under her dear old emiling
face, down, away down, under the tender
glistening eyes, deep in the loving heart;
ma, hurrying here and fluttering there,
in the intense excitement of something
strangely made up of happiness and
grief, of apprehension and hope; ma.
with her sudden disappearances and
flushed reappearances, indicating strug-
gles and triumphs in the turbulent world
down stairs: ma, with the new-fangled
belt, with the dinner-plate buckles, fast-
ened on wrong side foremost, and the
flowers dangling down the wrong side of
her head, to Sophie’s infense horror and
pantomimic telegraphy; ma, flying here
and there, seeing that every thing is go-
ing right, from kitchen to dressing-rooms;
looking after everything angd everybody,
with her hands and heart just as full as
thev.will hold, and more voices calling
=%~ - ‘hinz ope hundred mas
e ; B
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feellng without her tears. So is the pat-
tern of our life made up of smiles and
tears, shadows and sunshine. Tom sces
nona of the background pictures of the
wedding day. He seces none of its real,
heartfelt earnestness. He secs only the
bright, sunny tints and happy fizures
that the tearful, shaded background
throws out in golden relief; but never
stops to think that, without the sha-

| dows, the clouds, and the somber tints

of the background the picture would be

| flat, pale and lusterless.

And then the presents. The assort-

| ace discovered sitting under a tree, hold- | ment of brackets, serviceable, ornamental
inz each other's bands, gazing into each | and—cheap.

The ¥Franch clock, that

| never went, that dees not go, that never

The
The three cigar

will go. The nine potato mashers.
eight mustard spoons.
stands, Eleven mateh safes: assorted
patterns. A dozen tidies, charity fair
style, blue dog on a yellow background,
barking at a green boy climbing a red
fence after seal brown apples. The two
churns, old pattern, straight handle and
dasher, and they have as much thought
of keeping a cow as they have of keeping
Five things they
didn’t know the names of, and never
could find any body who could tell what
they were for. A nickle-plated cork-
serew, that Tom, in a fine burst of in-
dignation throws out of the window,
which Laura says is just like her own
impulsive Tom. Not long after her own
impulsive Tom catches his death of cold
and ruins the knees of his best trousers
crawling around in the wet grass hunt-
ing for that same corkserew. Which is
also just like her own impulsive Tom.
Then the young people go to work and

-
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buy e-v-e-r-y thing they need, the day

months of their engage- | they go to housekeeping. Everything.

Just as well, Tom =says, to get every
thing at once and have it delivered right
up to the house as to spend five or six or
ten or twenty vears in stockirg up a
house, as his father did. Laura thinks so
too, and she wonders that Tom should
know so much more than his father.
This worries Tom himself, when he
thinks of it, and he never rightly under-
stands how it is, until he is forty-tive or
fifty years old and has a Tom of his own
to direct and advisz him. =o they make
out a list, and revise it, and rewrite it,
until they have everything down, com-
plete, and it isn’t until supper is ready
the first day that they discover there
isn't a knife, a fork, or a plate or a
spoon in the new house. The first day
the washerwoman comes, and the water
is hot, and the clothes are all ready, it
is discovered that there isn't a washtub
nearer than the grocery. Further along
in the day the discovery is made that
while Tom has bought a clothes line that
will reach to the north pole and back, ¢
and then has to be coiled up a mile or
two in the back yard there isn’t &
clothes pin In the settlement. In t}
course of a week or two Tom slowly
awakens to the realization of the fao
that he has only begun to get. If 1§
should live two thousand years, wi
he rarely does, and possibly may nof;
would think, just #before he die
gomething they wanted the worg
for five cemturies, and had eith
too poor to or had aly
gotten to N, &
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