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To-Day and Hereafter,
Upon my lips ehe laid her touch divine,
And merry epecch and careless laughter
died ;
Bhe fixed her melancholy eyes on mine,
And would not be denied.

I gat. the weat wind loose his elondlets white,
In flocks careering through the April eky ;

I could not sing though joy was at its height,
For sho etood silent by.

I watohed the lovely evening fade away,
A mist was lightly drawn acroes the stars ;
Bhe broke my qniet dream—I heard hor say,
Behold your prison bara !

Earth's gladnees shall not satiefy yoor sonl—
The beanty of the world in which yon live,
The crowning grace that sanctifies the whole,

That I alone can give.

I heard and ehrank away from her af
Bat still she Leld me, and would atill abide ;
Youth’s bounding pulses slackened and obeyed
With slowly ebbing tide.

‘ Look thsu beyond the evening sky,” she
eaid,
‘*Bayoud the changing eplendors of the
day ;
Acoept t'ie pain, the weariness, the dread,
Accept aud bid me stay."

I turned awl olasped Ler close with sudden
etrengtl,
And slowly, aweetly, [ became aware,
Within my srms God's angel stood at length,
White robel, and ca'm, and fair.

And now, I look beyond the evening star,

Bsyond the chavging splendors of tie
day,

Knowing the pain He sends more precious
far,

More beantiful than they.

MILLY’S FALSEHOO0D.

THE REASBON WHY SHE TOLD IT

*'I can't stand it any longer—I can’t |
I'd rather sweep the streets for a living.
Oh, father| oh, wother! do you know
how your poor child is treated, or can’t
you feel any trouble in heaven §”

Milly sobbed violently for a fow mo-
meants, then raised her head resolutely,
and dried her tears.

“‘Crying does no good. 1 mnst think
what I can do. I won't be dependent
on thess horrible people any longer.
But how shall I earn my living? I can’t
teach—can’t evea sew decontly. All they
have taught me is to drudge at honse-
work. I may thank myself for anything
else I have learned.”

Bhe considered a moment; then said,
in a determined voice : * I'll do it—I'll
go out as housemaid. False pride shan’t
stop me. What am I nowt—onlyIdon't
earn anything, as I would ina place,
Obh, mother!”—with a sudden revulsion
of feeling—**if you had known I would
come to this!”

Tears rolled down her cheeks again,
poor girl. Bhe was scarcely seventeen,
a child in many ways as yet. But the
little thing a resolute spirit of her
own, and in another moment she was on
her knees before an old chest, looking
hurriedly over a very scanty wardrobe,

‘‘Poor and plain enough,” she mused,
aloud. ‘[ think, with all her wealth,
Aunt Peters might have afforded to
dress her orphan niece a little decently.
But she wanted all the finery for her
four lovely dagghters.”

Milly's lip curled as spoke; her natur-
nll{ sweet temper had become somewhat
imbittered during the last ten years.
But her look softened again, as she took
from a secret corner a gold chain rather
old fashioned in style. It was her moth-
er's gift. Bhe pressed it passionately to
her E'Fa.

‘‘ How ocan I part with it?"”’ she sobbed
out. *‘Oh, mother, dear, forgive me !
It's all I can do.”

* *® » * ¥ » *®

‘¢ Another girl to see mef—oh, dear!
Very well, Jane; I'll be down direoctly.”

Mres. Xo rose, from her comfort-
able lounge with a gesture of weary im-
rtianca. She was a woman of about
orty, Flutnp and roy cheeked, with the
look of one who would fain take the
world easy it it wonld only let her. But
a very unpleasant frown wrinkled her
forehead just now.

‘‘ Dear, dear ! now I must go down

ain to be c‘lnaalioned by one of those
¢ high-flown * minxes who want every-
thing ¢ first-class’ except their own
work. Or maybe it's a creature like the
last, in a dirty dress and a white lace
bonnet. If itis, I'll send her packing

very quick.”

ﬁﬁne went down stairs to the dining-
room, looking as grim as you please.
No wonder the timid yo girl waiting
there felt her heart sink within her,
=‘“Keep up your hearl, dear,” whis-
pered n{imgwomn beside her, * Re-
member you've got me to back you
now."”
But Mrs. Yonng’s face had - softened

. Buach [} modest
GHAT Tihe lonked tepo s aveeh taodest
ham dress and neat straw hat.

was the treasure she had

wué’ 80
“Yon seen my advertisement ¢
she askad, 1

““Yes, ma'am,” said Milly’s compan-
Mmmwerh?'h her, u]:l:l,
niece, ma'am, just come

I would like h%r:mpl:g:

ly, coming to her rescne with this false-
hood, seem like an angel of relief !

‘1 spuppose you can give me good
references, Mrs. Kelly i said 8.
Young, after asking a few questions as
to , capability, ete

‘“Indeed I can, ma'am,” said Mrs.
Kelly, confidently. ‘¢ There are man
families I've worked for will be glad to
speak a good word for me, I'm sure.”

Milly, or Maggie, as she now called
herself, was engaged, on condition the
references proved satisfactory; and
promising to retuin that night, she left
the house with her *‘ sunt.”

““You're in luck, Maggie dear,” said
Mrs. Kelly, as they went down the
street together. ¢‘SBhe seems a very
nice lady, and twelve dollars is o good
beginning for a girl like you.”

- - - L ® *

¢ Oh, Tom, I am so perplexed and
troubled | She really— I never took
such comfort in a girl before. SBo neat
and quick about her work, and so sweet
tempered and obliging | I felt "—

‘“ Well, aunty, why need you worry
807 Just take the comfort of her. It
may be all right."”

** Al right! How can you talk so?
And what comfort can I take in a person
I suspect of being an impostor? All
eorts of horrible suspicions come into
my head. It:ink yon might help me,
Tom.”

‘ How oan I help you ?” asked Tom,
with a quizzical air. He was a tall,
dark young fellow, with a face almost
too sharp featured for beanty, but the
good natured gleam in his large black
eyes softened their keenness, A smile
crossed Mrs. Young's anxions face as
she looked at him. He was evidently a
favorite of hers.

* Why, you are a sharp boy—nobody
knows that better than yourself—and if
anything is to be found out "—

LTom looked gratified; he was only
twenty-three, and nothing fatters a
young man of that age more than to be
credited with an uncommon degree of
penetration. Mrs. Young knew his
weakness, and took advantage of it in a
way scarcely creditable to herself.

‘“ Come, my young detective, you
must help me. I'm sure you'll clear
matters up.”

‘¢ It seems kind of mean, though, for
a youug fellow to play spy npon a nice,
pretty girl like tﬁat," faid Tom, in a
tone that showed some disrclish of the
task i¥mposed npon him,

*“It's a great deal meaner to allow
your aunt to be imposed upon—to har-
bor a disreputable person in her house,
Ferhapu." said Mrs. Young, vehement-
Y- *‘* There's no help to be got from
your uncle—he won’t hear a word of the
matter. And I can’t speak to thegirl; I
may be mistaken, and then "—

“¢ There, there, aunty, I'll do my best
for you; only—don't expect miracles
from me.”

“I don’t; I only expect help. It's
lucky you're boarding here—you’ve moro
chance for observation.”

** Well, 1o businees I"" said Tom, lean-
iong forward, and trying to look like his
idea of a detective. ‘¢ State your
grounds of suspicion, madam,”

‘““Well, the first time I saw her it
struck me queerly, the difference be-
tween her and her aunt. Mrs, Eelly is
a decent sort of body, but this girl is so
gentle, so refined, numbers of people
have asked me who that young lady was.
She speaks excellent English, writes a
very pretty hand, and 1 am sure hasread
a great deal. Then "--

‘“All this is very well, bui bardly
proves her an impostor. Don’t judge
the child too hastily, aunt.”

‘“‘Idon't intend to! But can you ex-
plain her being confused and turning as
red as fire when I questioned her about
tho place she came from? And see what
Cousin Lu found in he:r room.”

‘* Lm be hanged !”” said Tom, pushing
tho little pocketbook angrily aside,
‘* What business has she poking over
the poor girl's things that way? I tell
you, aunt’'—

* Tom, Tom, be quiet! we shall be
overheard. This pocketbook is a sort of
diary; that is, it has a fow blank leaves
to be written on. And on one of these
leaves "—

“Don’t!"” said Tom, surprised and
almost dismayed at his own agitation,
‘¢ Poor little soul! It's too mean to haul
over her diary and things!” He shoved
back his chair violently, ready to beat
himsell for the almost agonized desire
he felt to *“ know the worst.”

““On one of these leaves,” repeatod
Mrs. Young, resolutely, *is written n
name, Milly Westermann, and right un-
der it, Boston, April 17, 18—, That's
just threo mounths ago. The handwrit-

g i3 Maggie's—there’'s no mistake
about that. What am I to think of
that, when her aunt told me this was the
ﬂrs}'?iby ‘the poor child ever set foot
inf

“It's queer, but may be explaine.l.
Porhaps she wrote a friend's name, I
must think it over, aunt,” said Tom, as

he loft the room,

. Onoe in his own chamber, he bolted
the door, nnd Jighting a cigar, sat down
to think. An unpleasant frown darkened
e Wi got this sorapo

** Who got me into 1" he
soliloquized.. * Partly my own vanity,

%u a wish to quiet “aunty, and make

t the girl alone. But it's dead
earnest now. serpent! to impose
upon honest folks with your baby face
and soft, innocent ways! But yon've
o e T N 8

our on't u out
iatom this week’s over "— o

Tom never stopped to ask himself the
reason of his excessive agi and
wrath. He only shook his grimly
three or four in a manner very

Eu-ntom to poor and resumed

s,

L L4 L L

““What is the matteri Have they
found me out? Mrs. Yotmq is 80 cold
to me! and for all Mr. Tom'’s so polite
and smiling, T feel he’s watching me all
the time, God help me! A falsehood
always brings its own punishment ; but
if ever a girl was tempted ""—

Poor Maggie thought all this to her-
self, dusting the ¥nrlor mantelpiece the
while as if her life depended on it. A
few hot tears would fall now and then.

“I've a great mind to confess, and
ease my heart of thisload. If only"—

« Mi y 1"

“8Sir 1" said Maggie, turning, with a
great start in the direetion of the voice.
Then she recollected herself, turned
scarlet and pale by tarns, but braced
herself as only a woman can when on her
self-defeuse, and eaid, quietly : * Did
you eall, sir #"’

‘Yes, and you answered,” said Tom,
coming forward. His voice had a pleas-
ant, half humorons tone, but there was
a gleam in his eye thnt was almost a
threat. Not less defiant shone the light
in the blue eyes looking back into his,
though she dropped them immediately,
with a simple :

“Did you wish suything, sir?”

“On her gunrd,” thought Tom.
““What the deuce has made her sus-
pect? Bhe looked fit to murder me jus
now."” . Aloud he said, carelessly : “*Oh,
nothing. I run down to Westbrook to-
day, and as your uncle lives there ’—

Maggie's faco grew deathly white.
She turned away withont a word.

‘““As your uncle lives there,”” Tom
went on, pretending not to notice, **I
thought you might like to send some
word.” .

‘Thank you; I won't trouble you,
sir,” said Maggie, in a cold, haughty
voice.

‘ Ob, no trouble,” said Tom, cheer-
fully. ¢ Shall I tell him you are well
and happy 1

““You needn’t tcll him anything,”
said Maggie, some irritation mingling
with her alarm,

““How! mnot a word to the old gentle-
man | ‘What an undutiful niece you are,
Maggig 1"

Maggie strnggled a moment with her
tears, then took refuge in anger.

““I can manage my own affairs, sir,
and send messages when I choose.
Please leave me alone,”

Tom stvod silent a moment, then said,
in a tone of cool surprise: *¢Qh, very
well, if that's the way you fecl. Excuse
me for asking yon.” And with a brief
good morning he went out, very hotand
angry inwardly, and more than ever de-
termined to find the mystery oni.

Maggie clasped hor hands with a look
of utter despair.

‘“How cruel heis! T wounldn’t have
thought it of him. Oh, that wicked lie,
and stupid lie, too; for how could I
think to pass for her niece? And I'm
sure she hasn't told her brother. It's
but two weeks since I came here. Oh
dear, oh dear | what shall I do¢”

* * * * * *

““Tom, how late you are! Make haste
and dress yourself. Dinner will be
ready directly, and we have company,
you know."”

““ What company have you 2’ asked
Tom, pausing. He lovked pale and
much disturbed, but his aunt scarcely
noticed this in her haste.

¢*Oh, only the S8haws, and a friend of
theirs from Boston, a Mrs. Peters. Run
up and dress yourself. I will delay din-
ner a few momente.” Then, in a whis-
per:  ‘“ Maggie has done so'beantifully
all day, I do hope she's all right.
And "—

‘‘ Humph i” muttered Tom, under his
breath, as he turned away. Half-way
up stairs he met Maggie, who had
escaped from her work a few moments
to chamge her dress. BShe was very pale.
Lt was easy to see she had been crying
good deal, but somehow she had never
looked prettier, Tom thonght. Her
dress of blue and white striped calico
wid becoming to her fair complexion.
She wore a jaunty white apron, and
bright blue ribbons at her throat and
round her pretty head. She started
with a half frightened exclamation as
she met Tom ; but he only gave her n
cool little nod, and passed on. The
poor child felt her heart swell almost to
breaking. Tom had always been so
kind, so eivil, to her. 8he had grown
to like him so muech ; and now this
young fellow, but six years her senior,
seemed turned into her inexorable
judge. She hurried on as fast as she
could, pausing a moment on the kitchen
stairs to wipe away her blinding tears.

As for Tom, he dressed himself in a
balf savage mood, feelivg the stern
satisfaction common to us poor mortals
when intent on *‘ doing our duty” by
some unforlunate fellow creature who
has offended ns, How much boyish
vanity and self-importance was mixed
up with this feeling is difficult to tell.
We only know that Tom kept repeating
to himeelf, in an excited manner, that
‘‘she "'—Maggie, presumably— should
‘“hear of it” before the day was ont.
He would say nothing to his aont—at
lenst as yet—Dbut that little jade should
know her wickedness was discovered,
and confesa everything to him, Tom
Fox, or he'd know the reason why.

The dinner bell rung in the midst of
these meditations. Hastily concluding
his toilette he went down stairs. Ere
he reached the foot, he heard somebody
rushini(nlons the hall in frantic haste.
It was Maggie. She shrunk back, terri-
fied, as she encountered Tom at the foot
of the stairs,

** What's up now(” asked the young
man, rather sternly,

‘.p{)d wﬁs ‘8::011 i(lll—ndlittla hfaint.”

Al ; and indeed she was
ﬁm&hly pale, and looked frightened out
of her wits. ** Please lot me sir,””
sho went on. ‘' Jane has told Mrs.
Youngshe will wait on the tabls, and "—

Here the tears begun to flow; she wiped
gem away, and mrde & motion to pass

m.

** No; come into the parlor with me,”
said Tom, decidedly. **I want to speak
to you."”

‘““And I want to be let alone,” said
Maggie, firing up, as she marked his de-
termined look. **Let me pass, sir,”

** Liook here !" said Tom, taking her
arm in his strong grasp, ‘‘ either yoa
come into the parlor with me, or I fake
you down stairs and say what I've got to
say before my aunt.  Take your choice
now."”

Poor Maggie hesitated a moment, then
made a motion toward the parlor door.
He understood her, and led her in.

‘“Dinner is all ready, sir,” sho mur-
mured, faintly, as he released her arm.

*‘ Dinner be hanged I'” said Tom, ve-
hemently. ** Now, Miss Milly Wester-
mann,” in a tone of stern decision,
“‘tell me whe and what you are.”

Milly guve a frightened little gnsp,
and was silent.

““I've been to Westbrook,” Tom went
on, mercilessly. I saw that worthy
old man you called your uncle—I raw his
miece, Miss Maggie Reilly. Now I want
to know who you are, and why you've
been imposing on us all.”  Then, in a
solemn voice, and with very little idea
of what he was talking abount: * Do
you know what yon've done? Do you
know the penalty of taking another per-
son’s nume that way¢"

Milly was young—only seventeen, It
never entered into her head that Tom
might not be so hard ashe seemed. Dim
visions of chains and dungeon cells rose
before her, She stretched out her hands
to him with a little imploring cry.

“Oh, forgive me | I didn't know 1"
she sobbed out, and burst into an agony
of tears.

‘ Darn it all!” thought Tom, * I
might bave foreseen she’d turn on the
water-works,” Aloud he eaid, in a con-
siderably softened voice : ** There,
there | stop erying, Maggie—Milly, I
mean. I won't be hard on you; only”
—a shade of sternness in his voice again
—*“ you must tell me everything. I'll
stand your friend with my aunt, if you'll
only be honest and own up.”

“I will,” eaid Milly, trying not to
ery. “1 wanted to tell Mra. Young
many a time, but my conrage always

failed me. Mr. Tom, that woman down
stairs is my aunt.”

* What "

““ That woman—Mrs, Peters.” Some-

what composed by this time, Milly took
breath, and with a simplicity that
touched Tom and impressed him with
her truth, told her pathetic little story
from beginning to end.

‘“ You have done very wrong, Milly,
no doubt,” eaid he, gravely, when she
had finished; ** butthere's great excuses
for you, after all. And if that old hag
hadn't put it into your head "—

‘“ Oh, don't I”” cried Milly, piteously.
*“ Bhe isn’t an old hag. Bho pitied me,
& poor girl all alone in this great city.
I was most to blame; I knew better.
And I'll never forget her kindness as
long as I live,.”

‘ You're a pretty good little soul, I
think,"” said Tom, *‘after all that's come
and gone, Dry your eyes, now—that’s
right—and come down stairs with me.”

‘““Down stairs! To my aunt! Ob,
Mr. Tom |”

‘“Y¥3s. What elset” responded our
hero. And before poor Milly could
gasp out another remonstrance, he had
whirled her down stairs and into the
dining-room with the speed of a young
locomotive,

Dinner was nearly over, and poor
Mrs. Young sat trying to entertain her
company, while she fretted inwardly
over the absence of Maggie and Tom.
Snddenly that young gentleman burst
into the room, and marching straight up
to a handsome lady on Mrs. Young's
right hand, said, in his blandest voice :
**Pray look here, madam,”

Such a seream as Mrs, Peters gave
when she saw the pale young lady on his
arm! Further explanations were render-
ed almost nnnecessary,

* * L * * » »

Onr story grows too long. Suffice it
to say that Mrs, Young forgave Milly,
and retained her in her family, the young
ludy deelining absolutely to return with
her aunt. Day by day she grew in the af-
fections of her mistress, till she seemed
morse like a daughter than the servant of
the houso. **The dearest girl in the
world,” Mras, Young calls her, and some
say Tom I'ox is of his nunt's opinion.
But that is only conjecture as yet.—
Bazar,

A Good Counterfeit Nickel.

The smallest and meanest of all coun-
terfeits is now cirenlating in great num-
bers thronghout the country. It is a
counterfeit five-cent piece, and it is
worthless only because the counterfeit,
nlthough it is identical in weight and
fiueness with the genuine coin, and
worth just as much, is not made at the
government miut. The five-cent piece
is o sham and deceit at best, for it costs
the government, inclnding material, la-
bor, ete., less thean half a cent apiece, or
ten per cent. of its nomical valne, Bome
of the counterfcits were recently sent to
the superintendent of the mint in Phila-
delphia by the treasurer, for the pur-
pose of mekiog inquiries and to test
their value. The superintendent says
the counterfoits have bLeen assayed and
found to contain copper and nickel in
the legal proportion, that the coins are
of proper weight, size and finish, and
jnst a8 valusble as the good coin.
The only way to detect the epurious
coins is by the imperfect impression of
the legend *“In God we trust.”

A dignitied answer to a beggar girl
is : “*Go, waif, from me."

Story of a Rag Baby,

Charlotte’s fate was so peculiar that I
am impelled to relate it for my baby
friends. Sitting alone with Oharlotte
one day, the little child thought to feed
this dear creature, and with a pair of
scissors she dug a hole in the month
and adjacent country, then she

out cotton till the hole went far enongh
below the neck to answer all the e:ﬁy
purposes of a stomach. Into this ar-
rangement was speedily crowded cold
chicken, bread and milk, baked apples
and mince pie. Charlotte never closed
her eyes for four days. On the fifth her
condition was terrible. Whenever poor
Meg appeared lugging Oharlotte, e -
body politely vacated the room. me
the case became too outrageous, and the
trouble was chased up and landed in
Cbarlotte’s defective flues. The baby’s
father was away, so the mother one &‘;y
did her nose with a clothes-pin, and
carried Charlotte by one leg and threw
her over the fence. Did this fiendish
ack pass unnoticed? Far from it.
Charlotte wans rescued by the vigilant
baby, and the other inmates sat outside
the house till paterfamilias returned
and took the case in hand. He repre-
sented the complaint of Charlotte as
being too severe for treatment—her de-
fective digestion could never be reme-
died; better bury her. Rather tickled
with the prospect of a shrowmd, the child
consented, and duly immured in a cigar
box, away went the dreadful Charlotte
to a grave under a pear tree.

Then the family went for a month toa
neighboring city; returned in the fall
and went to church, bidding the baby
come after with a young aunt. The pas-
tor had got to **miserable sinners and
there is no health in us,” when up the
aisle, clasped to baby’s bosom in a lov-
ing embrace—still wearing the moldy
shroud and smiling more like a corpse
than ever, there came Charlotte—dugup
—the young resurrectionist jubilant
over her restored favorite,

It's so long ago that the untimely end
of Charlotte is lost to history, but sub-
jected to chloride of lime, she held her
own for years.

A Soldier Withont Nerves,

A correspondent of the Manchester
N. H.) Mirror thus discourses of Gen,
tark : Gen. Btark was never hilarious,
though his hospitality was sincere, and
he eujoyed his guests. It is related of
Lim that he was never known to show his
emotions in word or expression of faoe,
an old resident averring that he was
never seen to laugh or shed a tear. On
one occasion, to test his strength of
nerve, A& townsman offered to fire a
pistol close ‘l’}ehind his back wiile the
general was busy conversing. party
in the experiment agreed to watch the
general’s faco in front and report the re-
sult, and see if he were s ed or not.
There was no visible alteration in his
expression or manner, but he turned
very quietly to see tho cause of the ex-
losion. He was quite as much noted
or vigor in the management of his farm
as in the management of troops, and
could never endure indolence in any one
who had the strength and capacity to
labor. At the time of the arrival of the
courier bringing news of the battle of
Lexington, Stark was hard at work in
his sawmill, taking advantage of the
spring floods to finish the sawing of logs
drawn in the winter then just past.
Tuis mill was on Bay brook, near the
site of the dam that produces Dorr's
pond, and the remains of it are still dis-
cernible when the low water will admit,
Old settlers assert that the log left half
sawed by Stark, as he mounted his
horse to beat up recruits, was never dis-
turbed afterward ; it decayed with the
mill in the eight long years of fighting
that endaed Iith th?:\gn sumndsr of Corn-
wallis. Stark’s integrity and economy
in government nontrac{s and the dis-
bursements connected with army sup-
plies was never questioned. He sacri-
ficed his private interests and the enjoy-
ment of domestic life thro the Revo-
lution without any hesitation, and en-
couraged the same spirit in his sons,
He was incapable of dissimulation, and
even when blunt, rough and eccentric,
meant kindness where his manner might
belie his heart.

What he Thought.

A gentlemun who held a responsible
position under the United States gov-
ernment at Washington concluded to
change his 'ME“T' He sent one of
the waiters of the hotel where he had
solected his apartments after his bag-
gage, Meeting the waiter an honr or
two afterwards, he said : ** Well, John,
did you bring my baggage down "
“*No, sir |” blandly responded the waiter.
“Why—what's the rensoni” ‘¢ Be-
cause, sir, the gentieman in the office
said you had not paid your bill.” “ Not

aid my bill—why, that's singnlar—he

new me very well when he kept the
Girard House in Philadelphia.” * Well,
maybe,” rejoined John, thoughtfully
acratching his head, ** that was the rea-
son why he wouldn’t give me the bag-
gaged”

Glad to Hear It.

Iceland is better off than was believed.
The volcano-vomited pumice dust that
was to destroy the pastures, on the con-
trary, makes the grass grow where it
never grew before, and the islanderswho
ware threatened with famine are found
fourishing on fish. We are very glad
to learn these things, as man attempted
bl;:olli:mo to mliai;e htho threatened want
w! nature, er own mysterious
wny, removed from the
who woo her in her most
nesses,

Items of Interest.
h"}l‘h«a table of interest—The dinner
a.

Hard thinking tires the body more
than hard work.

“Is your house a warm one, land-
lord i”” asked a gentleman in search of a
house. ‘It ought to be,” was the re-
rly, *‘the painter gave it two coats re-
cently.”

year

dlesex, England; and that most of these
suffocations ocour on Bunday morning.

A young Indy who had an offer of.
mam'zgofmm a8 Mr. Moore, wrote to
him and asked for time to consider the
matter. The letter was courteons and
briaf. closing with ‘“No more at pres-
en .l’

The pa; are making a great stir
over an nl:;:?e,uﬁll plump and solid,

o

eaid to have been picked by Washington

generations,

in 1772, at Portsmouth, N.
fully stuck in with cloves
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