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neatly executed. i{;e ys, smll

“FATHER, TAKE"!!?“ﬂ),RD'.'I"

The way is dark, my, l‘a.l.hl.-rl l.“l(pud on cloud
In gathering Ihi(‘k‘iy o'er my head, and loud
The thunders Toar dhota mie. ' Neb, 1 athind
Like one bewildeted! 'Futher, fakeé my hand,
Aund through the gloom
Jeead noftly home |
bt 'I'hylhlld‘ RS i

' The day gocs fust, my Faliwr and the nighl

s drawing darkly down! Ay faithless sight
HNoea ghostiy visiona, ! Thite, a n[m'rnl.l Hamd,
Encompssa me.' Uy Fithier !.take my hand,
And from night |, GUER (TS
Laad up to light '
& Thy ehild o
The wag-in long, Father! and my <oul
Longe for the rest and quiet'of e goald’
While ¥et 1 journey throigh this wedry, Taid,
Keep my, fom wuodering.: al:uh:.- thke ay
llnnd'
(paickly ad Arnight
Lul to heaven's pate !
Thy child!

o i o *

(LR i

T'he vrom i heavy, Father! 1 have borne
It long, and xiil) the beagit. Loty worn
And fainting -plrlr rin Jlu that bl «t lanl,
Where cruwns are given.

imndy
And, reas Ium{ t!nyn
"Laad 10 the crown

Thy child? *

JTIE ANSWER, .
e ‘e e e * )

Tt N
Father, take my

The creen io heare; child ! Yet there waa one
Who lwre & heavier for thee: my Son,
My well-beloved, For him bear thine; and
rand i
Iith him at last; and, from thy Fatlier's hand,
Thy cross Iaid down,
Recelve aerown,

My child! {Belected.

JUSTINTIE,

“I am no tired ofit all!" said Addic
Cliffgrove.

The little wooden clock on the mantle
had just struck eight; the fire in the cyl-
inder stove glowed with a red, comfort-
able reficction. :

Mza Cliffigrove had gone dnwn to is-
sue orders to the kitchen department,
relative to the morrow’s breakfast, and
Addie was all alone with a pile of inva-
lided houschold linen, a package of un-
mended stockings, and a work-basket
well fiipplied with all the nccessary iw-
plements of needle craft.

A=d this was to be the occupation of
her elegant leisure,

Alas, poor Addie!

She was u pretty girl; rather below
than above the medium height, with big
blue eyes, of the soft color you see in the
"ﬂowmg blue” china of our grendmoth-
er's days, sunny brown hair, streaked
here and there with reddish gold, and a
round face, wherc red lips and dimples
and shy roses made up 2 distracting con-
fusion to the eye masculine.

And her hands were white fnd eoft,
and her waist slight and trim, and she
wore a number two and a half shoe, and
altogether would have been plirased n
beauty, had she only been fortinate
enough to live in Fifth Averue, instead
of being the daughter of Mts. Cliffgrove,
who “took boarders,” and was ol'tcnt‘mex

*

sorcly troubled to mlke both ends meet.

Four little brothers and three little
sisters to make and mend for, to wash
the faces and brush the locks of, and
ece duly packed off for school every day
—dyed dresses, three winter-old-bonnets,
and gloves so shabby that she was fain
to hold her hands folded within her
shawl whenever she went out, and a
treadmill round of daily lnbor more weari-
some than the constant dyopping, which
is said to wear the hardest stonc away—
this was the epitome of Addie's life, and,
for a girl of cighteen, there is no denying
that it was very hard.

And Addie woudered, sometimes, if
the blessed gates of relief would never
open to her faltering footsteps!

To be sure, there was John Torrey,
who had the little hall - bedroom in the
third story back, and was a clerk in
Messrs, Cash and Bullion’s banking exs-
tublishment—John Torrey, with the
clear hazel eyer, and the merry ringing
voice, who had told her only yesterday
thut he loved her, and would fuin make
her his wite! But John Torrey was not
rich, &and had only his salury to depend
upon, and Addie had always dreamed
thut her pretty face might win her a
more important prize in the matrimonianl
lottéry than a mere bauker's clerk !

Yet rhe liked him: o dittle oo, or she
had thoaght she did, before Mre, Carew
s to the bourding-house and engnged
ber mother's handzomest roou,

And Mr. Carew had taken herto the

Lall.t-a:n.. aml rent hior hojtiets: i
her a pressnt of a turquoize brow b, the

prettivat thing she had ever seen.

Of course he was very rich, for he
wore dismonds sud rupertine boowdelos iy,
and tiked about los countey sest on the
Hudson, nnd Lisyucht sod lis ruechorses,
until Adidie's simple cyves wore chiluted
with surprize and amazouent,

Alas tor poor John Torrev ! his heart
would have sunk into the =oles of his
buots, hild he but known
were his chanees,

s.ender
with th s

how
compnred
of Lia dushing rival !

But ignoranee is bliss, at lenst =0 HLvE
the old proverh, and Mre. Toreoy's nee
wus ax bright as ever whon he eame into
the little pruilor where Adiic s darn-
ing tublecloths.

It vains preuy hard, oh ' said John,
rubbing his hands betore the five, “No
church leeture for us to-night !

Addie bit her i,

“I was not thinking of woing to chureh,
even if it didn't ruin. Mr. Curew askad
me to gro to the opern,”

“Mr. Carew, el " said John, somewhat
lugubriougly.  “Scems to me you and
Mr. Carew are getting to be preity good
friends "

“Yes, we are,” said Addie, with u toss
of her pretty little hewud.

“Addie,” said Mr. Torrey, aficr a mo-
ment's silence, which he employed in
twirling the spoolstand round and round.

“Well ¥

“Have you thought anything more of
what I said to you Just night—ahout—
about being my wite, you know "

“Yesr,” snid Addic,
ingon very intently,
thought ot it 7"

“And what have you decided ?”

coloring, and sew-
“Of eourse I have

“That we hadn't hetter think any
more of it, John.”

Honest John's countonance fell.,

“Addie, you're not in earncst !"”

“Yeg, John, I am.”

“But, Addie—I love you; I can't be

happy without you. Aml——u. IRy scem
concemu:l-—hutl always thought you

liked me.”
“Bo I did, John; but liking isn't loving,

you know; and the wore 1 think of it,

the more I am wmurnﬂ that we are not
adapted to one another. Of cours, if
you are disappointc!}, I am sorry; but T
cant help it!"” ;

John had risen up, pale and  troubled,
with a pleading light in his eyes.

< “Hear me, Addie,” hesaid. “I cannot
let this matter be decided so, It isa
question of life and death to me, what-
ever it may be to you. Before this €
came—hut 1 won't speak of Thim,” he
burst forth, with an evident cflort at self
control, “cxcept that- I am  firmly con-
vinced heis not the sort of man to snake
o good " husbamd to any  woman—
but you liked me \\eilclmuwh then,  Ad-
die, take twenty-four hours more to con-
sider it well before you pronounce your
deeision,”

It will be of no use,” she said, in u low
voice; “and, John, if yowthink to advanee
your cause by abusing a rival, you are
sudly mistaken, that's all.”

“But you will wait one day more, for
my sake, Addie?” he urged.

“If you insist upon it; but the delay will
be usele.s,"she said, coldly.

“Because, Addie, o thing like this that
involves the happiness of two life-times
ought not ts be decided upon too rashly,”
he went on; “and perhaps But.1
won't suy move How, Addie. Shall T Yave
you?"

*“I would rather be nlone,”
ed, briefly; and Mr. Torrey
un | wentslowly away.

Would Mr. Carew come now? e had
_old hor that i aonthectendy
down-pouring of the cnin seemed to forbid
L. tullihoert of their opera engngement,
ihat he would spend the evening with her,
v oadiag a volume of new poems aloud, and
gl apie Addie had counce | the hours that
1a ervened, in her restless eagorness,

Soor John! how little thought she pave
to him und the bitterness of his diznp-
cotntment! how much to Mr. Carew, with
s dork eves and his commund of 1an-
Sl

“lie i "she thousht, “and
e L so el styie; and then—then he
soves e o mueh! 11 he had not, he noy-
er would have jressad my hand as he did
Faest

loneliness of his howrt, and its yearnings

she answer-
rose quietly,

=0 handsome!”

nizht, when ho was spenking of the

for comgenial companionship.

The current of Addic’s duleet medita-
tons was here interrupted by Bridgot's
Vo,

*Miss Addie, plnsethe mistress has gone
to market tosec about the chopsfor breuk-
fnst ns wis ovdered to be brought, and the
hlend.rin® thate of a butcher lett behind.”
Addie shuddered a little at the abrupt
change of mental tempernture. “An’ ther's
a lady here anxious to sce her—and per-
haps yes would do a3 well.”

“Ask her to eome up," said Addie, sigh-
inge, us the golden pinnacles of drenmland
vanished in the dull gray atmosphere of
daily lite, “1 dare suy it's some one about
the big extension voom,”

And she rose and drew u chaiv townrds
the fire, as a tall, slender fizura entered,
with shawl and wrappings all drippinge
with rain, and a Jong ernpe veil thrown
back from n fuce that was very precy,
though thin and quite colorless.

In her hand she earried a small blaek
leather travelling bag; and she entered
with the free, graceful air of one well ac-
customed to soeioty,

“Younre Mrs. Cliflizrove?” she asked,
as her eyes fell on the figure by the
stove. |
I am Miss Clifligtove.

“I have called speeially to sce Mr.
Carew, but the servaat tells me he has
not yet comein. In the meantime, I
should like to ask yat a tew questions,”

SBhoe sat down qtictly, and Addic

wf

Jnrew’

vaguely wondered whatwas coming next.
. “Has he been here long #7 .,
“Mr. Carew, du you mean?’ o0
“1 ES." . i
“Por, abeut four weeks, I beliove,”
suid Addie. Lis
“Has he paid his bills ?”
Addie erimsoued,
“Not yet.”
“I thought so.

11 '
SRR

Norwill he.”

“Mudany,” said Addie H[llrllL(“) , fyou
have no right—-"

“Yes, cluld, I have,” bmk(‘ out the
lady, impatiently, “the hest right!in the
world—the right of vne whomnthorough:
paced villain and impester thungh heiis,
he has cheated and wronged mosteruelly
of all” I am his wife !

“His wife!” involuniarily repunted
Addie. }

*“Ah, Isce,” nodded the »-lr.mge gtmst'
“he has been palming himself off' on you
as o single man.  Io is his style~ Hu
lives a gay life, while I, down in the couns
try, nm suffering forthe bare  necessaries
of life. But,inso fud ns I can; I will
not see peaple . deceived and deluded by
his arts.  If, as L suppose, your mother is
one who depends for her daily bread upon’
her daily incone, let her get  rid’ of hini
at once, Heis not one who:pays hik
debts, and the widow and the: tatlerl ess
seem to be his natural prey.” e

Addie sat pale, innd, as it \\u-'c, pal‘ﬂ-'
lysed.

Thik, then; was her hero of 'romance=t

her chevalier “without fenr mul without
Tronvoeauh !’

SRS T BRI T L

Yet, per hnpq there was someo uruel Tie-
take, some spiteful, envenomed slander. ’

She would not believe it until—

Iven as this reflection eddied vaguely
through hermind, the door opened, und
Mr. Curew hnnwliuutcwtl with thelight,
juunty stepthat way customary with him,

He stopped short, turning of a livid
pallor as he saw the pale woman in black.

“Augustus!” she greeted

poscdly.

him, com-

“Flova!” he gaspeds “I—I  did
expeet to see you here,”

“No, Lknew you did not,” she said,
bitterly. “You thought you had effectu-
ally concealed your whereabouts from
me; but aneglected wife has keener vision
than one is apt to suppose. Wil younot
introduce e formally to your pretty
young friend?"

not

“Certainly—oh, of course,” said Mr.
Curew, growing red and pale with mor-
tifieation, yet striving to assume an a8y
manner. “Miss Clifferove, this is—n—
my wife!”

And Addie's look of contempt was per-
haps the keenest mortification of all that
Augustus Carew had yet experienced.

Mr, and Mis. Carew went home the
next day, the former promizing to send a
remittunce to. Mrs, Clifferove per mail,
which remittance, it may be unnecessary
to state, never areived,

Addie beenme John T orrey's
wife.

promised

IFor John's loving heart was very wise
inits tenderness, and he never spoke Mr.
Cnrew's name ngeain,

And Addieis very happy in her quies
home, and always thinks \\lth pityin ¢

kindness of Augustus Carew’s pale wife.
————— ——

Probably there is not the remotest
corner or little inlet of the minute blood
vessels of the body that does not fecl
some wavelet from the great convelsisn
produced by hearty lnughter, shaking the
central man.

R P CE POl

The South Curoline  Railroad  will
commence  vigorously in  the repair
of the Laurens Branch at avery early

e ——
The Kings Mistake,
A number of politicians, all of whoin
were secking office undep the govern-
ment, were scated under a tavern porch,
when an old toper named Joel D., & per-
son who s very'loquaciis \5heéh corn-
ed, but exactly the opposite when sober,
said that he would . tell . them &, stgry.
Chey told him to fire  away, [,whmqm
h:spoke as follovs: i "4& L8
I don’t recollect his, nAmeT had 2 nhl,loﬁ-
opher upon whose 3q§l,gomont he alynys
depended. | Now; it happened jone , day
that the King tock, u;.mt?,hm hepd ta:go
hunting, and snmmened, his uobles, and
making . the necessary,preparatians .he
summoned .. tlls pbrlgaqpl;e;‘, and. nsked
him it it, gm“ld rain:  The philosopher
told, him it woukl;nat; and, thay,stacteds
While _}numc\'mg,:\lm;g;,'urcy,‘.q;eq{., n
tuuntr_,manpmuutcd on, ajnv.].asq,”» 1o
. “He, advised them to, ;:c}.urn',_.__'_.ﬁn:.
spid, b, ‘it will (certainly, yuingd; Khey
smiled contemptuonsly ypon, him,j and
pussed,on.,  Before, tlge),hgd. £90e Many
miles, how ever, they had reason; teFegret
not haviag tukcn, J].ho, rystic’s adyise, .
a shower coming, up drenched, them  to
the skin. "When_they.had returned to
ihe plac:, thekingrpprimayyled the phi-
lm’uj’hc\' geverely. a1 & ab awevs odT T

“*T et conntryman, mid hes AR

' hq.[l.pu\s& 2, gEeat  deal mare . thaw YoM

ol me; it wonld,, xain, wherees you:
tuld me it wuulqnlot,., ,iﬂ;gqm ,then
gave  him his walking papers and. sent
for thu con;}q) mn.p, “hn mmﬂa rhll-
‘ll[lneﬂﬂ!‘ncl! B AR h - i ey

‘ell me, mul !hc klpg. lmw you,
knew it xmulg.l rain.’ ‘I didnlt knnw..
said the rustic; ‘my Jpc.kgu told me go.’

* And how, pray, did he tell you 2’ asked
the king. ‘By pricking,up hw RATE,YOQUYX.
\In_}cﬂt\. said the rustic, ., . 2l

“The king sent_the rustie ap‘uv. and,
procuring the Ju{.l.aq of him, he, placed
Lim—the jackass—in the. office tlm plul-.
umphcr ﬁlhd L

“Anid huc, observed Joel, lonkmg
very wise, “is where the kipg made u.
great mistake,” “How r0?” inquired;
the awlitors. “Why ever sinco. that
t'me,” said Joel, with a grin on his phiz,
“every jackass wants office.”

& O

Tire Locan Paren—A local news-
paper is a traveling agent, taking its
wckly rounds to the families of all its
customers.  No matter whether times are
good or dull, no matter. whether trade is
brisk or otherwise, no business man can.
afford to take down his sign, nor withdraw

paper.  For a business man to stop ad-
vertising would be equivalent to saying, *
“I have stopped business, and ask no
favors of the people.”

I never saw a Frenchman Inugh.
They smile, they grin, they shrug
up their shoulders. They dance, they ery
“Ha!"and* Ciel?” bat they never give
themselyes up to boisterous, unllmllcd
laughter.

Men and statues that are admired in
an clevated station have a very different
clfect on us when we approach them: the
fivst appear less than we imegined them,
the last ]u.rgi r.

Every Inunrt has bmrct sorrows which
the wor l(l knows not, and oft-times we
cail a man cold when he is only sad.

T T——— —
A locomotive consumes, on the average, .

forty-five gallons nf‘wsler for every mile
it runs, '

'I‘I:cse two lines look very so!enm,

t]ll)

Avc just put here to fill this column.

the pleasing influence of a weekly chat
with his customers through the news-



