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Sighing, no.lpoh, and leaning, claspevy wr
&Well hast thon sang of living men and dead,
Of fair deeds done and far lands visited.
now “{ things more marvelons than these:
Of fruits uugsthered upon wondrous trees,
Of songs unsung, of gracious words
Of that dim shore where no man's foot may

tread,
©f strangest skies, and unbeholden seas!

“Fall many a golden wedb our longings spin,
And days are fair, and sleep is overswoot;
Bat s:.uhl swéet these moments rare and

t,
When red spring sunlight, tremulous and thin,
Makes quick the pulees with tumultnous beat
Fermeadows never won or wandered in.”’
—R. ARMYTAGE

FBANéIA’B LOST LOVE:

The light in the parlor was dim,
but notso dim that Rolph Essen could
not see Lthe lodbk of fixed - agony that
Francia Randolph cast upon his face.
Her face was white and drawn, 'her
blue eyes were distended with a kind of

» borror, and tensely clasped hands were

held outto him in mute appeal. But
be went on, in his cold, unsympathetic
voice: NS

I have borne with your jealous
eutbursts as long and as patiently as I
oan. By your insane attack upon me
today you have broken the last link
that binds us together. I take my
freedom and give you yours.”

Rolph, you do not mean it! Take
back your cruel words! I do not want
my freedom, and I shall not give you
Yours. Only promise to forgive me,
and I will never g0 offend you

She fell at his feet abjectly, she clung
o his knees with trembling hands, she
lifted her streaming eyes to the cold
face above her. He was not a brutal
man, but there seemed something bru-
talin the way he took her handsfrom
his knees and firmly luid them by her
side.

It is useless to appeal to me, for
your treatment of me has wearied
patience and worn outlove. We had
better part to-day than link our lives
together and separate afterwards creat-
fng a scandal. Now it will simply be
@ broken engagement, from which we
will quickly recover without scars.”

Francia rose to her feet.

#You think that—and of me?"’

He leaned back in his chair and gaz-
ed at her almost insolently.

¢ think that of you—and of all wo-
men. There was never yet one who re-
mained faithful to one love. In one
year from now we will both laugh at
our present position."

*You may, but I—never! Rolph, I
ean not—can not give you up! Say
that you can forgive me! Say that I
shall be your wife! Oh,don’t you know,
dear, if I were your wife I should nev-
eor feel jealousy again? Don’t you know
Iwould serve you on my knees—that I
would be your slaveP’’

She approached him once more, lean-
ing upon his shoulder withone hand peer-
ing into his impassive face with eyes
whose expression he dared not read.
-He shook off her touch impatiently and
Tose.

+I might as well go now and end it.
I shall leave the city to-night, so it will
not be worth while for you to try to
persecute me with insane letters. I shall
not get them. .

He picked up his hat and began fin-
gering it uneasily, as if to avoid her
passionate eyes. But she had grown
suddenly calm. She said no word as
he moved toward the door When he
arrived there he stopped.

«Will you not say good-bye?’’

She crossed the room swiftly, and
struck fiercely at his outstretched palm.

#No; I will not say good-bye! Hear
me for the last time! I have loved you
Jong and well. It may be that this
parting will kill me, and so I wish to
tell you that you have doneill to with-
draw your heart from me supposing
you ever gave it to me. You have
done ill to permit my worship—such
worship as few women cun give to
fewer men. Never again will you be
Joved as I have loved you; never- again
will you have such faith given you as
I have bestowed upon you. Never,
mever again!”’

He opened and closed the door rap-
§dly after his retreating form. She
moved sluggishly across the room, and
fell like a clod upon a sofa.

s‘Never, never again!’’

She repeated the words despairingly,
with her lids,closed tightly over her hot
eyes, and her hands thrown rigidly
sbove her head.

»] cannot be that he has gone for
ever! It can not be that he means what
he says! It can not be that I am never
8o be his wife! Love, come back to me!
Love forgive mel

But in vain were her imploring
words; vain were her beseechings. If
only love and friendship were notone-

things.
uslhoroul.ndpcodﬂumnm-s
~i'(y God, be merciful! Turn his
Seart back to me! I can not bearit! I

awill be so and t with him!
iwludou‘o?‘yﬂ;ln‘m‘:t:h?m o:l‘y

me
80 she prayed, this girl whe believed

in god u:dnhl man, 'h';ho had dhlth im
and frie p. LS

and lengthened into weei:. There
came no word nor sign from
Francia’s recreant lover. She had
to tell her father and mother that the
engagement which had existed between
her and Rolph Essen was at an end.
Sh e“F;ve no explanation, and th
asked for none. Suddenly brain fever
fell upon her, and her life hung in the
balance for weeks. When health and
consciousness returned to her, girlhood
lay behind her. She was trying to
gather up her broken hopes, her dead
youth and slain faith, and weave them
into comely garment which she might
wear decorously before a critical world
All her friends now knew that her en-
gagement was ‘‘off,’”” and she seemed
to feel the pity, the sympathy and the
mockery which were showered upon
her ~behind her back.,

Two years went by, and Francia Ran-
dtz’ph was twenty-three. Her mother
had the bad taste to give her a birth-
night fefe. The bad taste—we write
advisedly—for where is the woman who
likes to be reminded of her age, even if
she still be youngP But to ncia it
mattered little, for youth seemed to lie
far behind her, and the snows of sixty
years seemed to freeze her heart.

«Francia, pray allow me to control
your taste in selecting your dress to-
night. You will never marry if youdo
not try to throw more animation into
your manner and more girlish gayety
into dress. You dresslike a nun, except
at such times as I insist upon the con-
trary.”

“You may order any style of dress
you choose, mother, and I will wear it;
but if you think I shall strive for the
admiration of men, you forget. You
must know that I shall never marry.’,

Mrs. Randolph sighed:

] think you are foolish to let your
broken engagement with Rolph Essen
influence your future.”

“Jt does not. Such natures as mine
love but gnoe, and—"' then she bit her
lip to control further speech.

+By the way, I hear he has returned.
I hope you can meet him without mak-
ing a scene. You know your weak-
ness.”

Francia’s lip curled scornfully, then
she looked steadily at her mother, who
shifted her eyes uneasily.

«My weakness, then, is that I love
him. Is that what you mean mother?’

Mrs. Randolph responded faintly:

QCYu."

“Then console yourself, for I neither
love nor hate him.

Mrs. Randolph said no more but left
the room with a feeling of vague un-
easiness.

¢«‘If she would only forget that man!
How can I tell whether she loves him
or not?P? How ocan I tell how
she will meet himP But meet him she
must, poor, passionate-hearted girl!
and no one can sustain her.”

‘The birthnight fete passed off success-
fully. Francia was lovely in garnet
velvet and cream satin, and her arms
and neck gleamed like pink-tinted mar-
ble; but her face wore its psual statu-
esque coldness that had only become
habitual since her recovery from her ill-
ness.

An English gentleman was much at-
tracted by her great beauty, but her
frigidity repelled him.

sShe has no soul. She freezes me."’

+«She is all soul. You do not possess
tne magic key to open the casket,”
said a friend.

The Englishman assented indifferent-
ly, and went his way; ibut fate had
marked him. It was during the sum-
mer, while the Randolph family wero
residing at their country home, that
Francia met the man whom she had
once 8o madly worshipped. He came
purposely to see her. L

«] supposed, Francia, you had heard
of my arrival, and I thought I owed it
to you to see you once more,” he said,
as she entered the room and he rose to
greet her.

«Why?"' she asked, looking not at
him, but at his card which she had
brought with her. She did nottake the
hand he held out to her. Man of the
world that he was, he seemed to become
confused at her simple query.

«My reason should be plain to you."

«Why?” she asked again, slowly tear-
ing into bits the card in her hand.

e shifted his position, then ecame up
to her and laid his fingers on her de-
structive ones.

“+«8it down. It is ridiculous for us to
go on this way, and I have much to
say to you.”

She freed her hand from his tremb-
ling fingers, and for the first time lifted
her eyes to his.

o] can not understand what that
could po ssibly have to say to me you
would sufficientlyinterest me to such an
extent that I should be kept standing
long. Do yousit down, bat I prefer to
stand.

He wet his dry lips, and at first his
voice was husky, but as he proceeded
it became clearer and stronger.

s«Francia, I have come to beg your
pardon. You would not give me m{
freedom when 1 asked, or, rather, too
it, and now I am glad you did not. I
thought I was tired of your love—I
thought I could easily forget you. I
went so far as to make love to Genie
Renard, the woman for whose sake you
80 bitterly upbraided me the day we

arted; but she laughed at me, and then

knew bow I had wronged you. I
would have gone back to you then, but

pride was stronger than love. I went

€Y | out her hand im

abroad, meaning to return in )
but two years went by before I e’o:l'
decide what was best for me to de.
Now I have come back—I ask you to
be my wife—I ask you to love me and
torgiv.'o any suffering I may have caused
you.'

He weant closer to her, but she pub
vely. In the oth-
er hand the tiny bits of his visiting
card lay in a copfused mass.

“Do you think you oould piece to-
gether this eard and make it as spot-
less, as brilliant, as perfect, as itwas an
hour agoP’’ she asked: -

His hand closed spasmodically over
hers.

“Francla do not torture me—do not
be cruel! I know that you love me—"'
“Stop!"’ she cried, imperiously, fling-
ing out her hand and scattering the
torn card in & white shower over the
floor. Now I must speak plainly.
Just as impossible as it is for you to re-
store the bloom to the grape which
ou huve handled too roughly, just as
fmpouiblo it is for me to love you.
Once I would have given my life for
yoa—once I would have been your
slave for sweet love’s sake. But you
outraged my love, and turned my wor-
ship to indifferance, which is more to
be feared than hate. I {uve you all—
and lost all! And now I have nothing
to give you, or any man. Despair has
darkened my soul, slained my youth,
killed joy, and hope, and faith! Neyer
again will I love! Never again will
woman - love you as I did; but you
threw it away—you trampled it under
your feet as if it was something too
base for use! Andnow you stoop to
regainit, and I tell you it is too late,
oo late!”

Slowly turning, sheleft him. He
stood with his head bent upon his hand
for a moment, then he, too, left the
room.

Too late, forever too late, to win the
pricless boon of this ‘‘one that was a
woman sir.."

(-5

Five years afterward Francia Ran.
dolph married the Englisman, Freder-
ick Leigh—he who had said she had no
soul. She told him she no love to give
him, or any other man.

«] would rather have your tolera
tion than any other woman’s love,’ he
protested.

But she was not glad at his answer,
for it seemed, indeed, as if she had
lost the power to feel. But as the
years passed, her tender affection for
husband became a wondeful thing. If
she had lostlove she had gained broad-
ervirtue. Who is it that has said:
“3.0ve is best of all”P How little he
knew! ANNABEL B. WHITE, in Frank
Leslie’s IMustrated Newpaper.

Daniel Webster’s Fame Near Home.

Riding to Boston from Duxbury one

afternoon in the last autumn my atten-
tion was attracted to a lady in the op-
posite car seat who was evidently s
stranger in the Old Colony, yet who
with pencil and notebook in use, was
endeavoring to acquaint herself with
every object of interest, as her constant
inquiries of the conductor of the train
and of fellow-pagsengers indicated.
When the train stopped at the station
nearest the former home of Danie!
Webster, called Webster’s Place, the
lady inquired of the conductor ‘why
this station bore the name.” He ex-
plained courteously the circumstances,
and gave a description of the Webster
farm. And then she asked solemnly:

sDoes Daniel Webster still reside
upon the place?’

Evidently historical eminence had
made no lodgement in the mind of this
person. But it was simply astonishing
to me that any man, woman, or child
in this country did not know whether
Daniel Webster was living or dead.—
Boston Transcript.

Trouble in the Trousers.
Webster had an anecdote of old
F ather Searle, the minister of his boy-
hood, which is too good to be lost. It

was customary then to wear buckskin
breeches in cool weather. One Sunday
morning in the autumn Father Searle
brought down his from the garret, but
the wasps had taken possession during
the summer, and were having a nice
time of it in them. By dint of effort
he got out the intruders and dressed for
meeting. But while reading the scrip-
tures to the congregation he felt a
dagger from one of the enraged small.
waisted fellows, and jumped around the
pulpit, slapping his thighs. But the
more he slapped and danced the more
they stung. The people thought him
crazy, and were in commotion as to
what to do. But he explained the
matter by saying; ¢‘Brethern, don’t be
alarmed; the word of God is in my
mouth, and the devil isin my breeches!”
Webster always told it with great glee
to the ministers.—Boston Budget.

The Queen’s Small Needle,

Queen Victoria owns a wonderful
needle. It represents the column of
Trajan in miniature. This Roman
column is adorned with many scenes in
sculpture, which tell of the heroic deeds
of the Emperor Trajan. On the little
needle are pictured scenes from the life
of Queen ria, but the pictures are
80 small ﬁm I’: oo to &.u a
magni 10 see them.
The m can be opened. It eon-
tains & number of needles of mmaller

sise, which also eontain small pictures.

Thé Appetite of Birds.

Of all  animals, birds possess the
guickest motions, the most energetic
l;g:firnion, and the warmest blood,
and they eonsequently undergo the
most rapid change of substance, and
need the most food. Although few
ereatures are so pleasing to the ssthet-
ic tastes of a poetically inclined person
as birds, the breeder knows that most
of them are to be looked upon as hear-
ty or excessive eaters. Any one who
closely observes birds and their conduct
will soon remark that all their thoughts
and efforts, aside from the few days
_thoydgond in wooing axi:d tt:;ir short
periods of resting, are direc to get~
ting lomethiﬁggto eat. With what
restless earnestness do  titmice plunge
through the bushes and trees! Not a
leaf is uninvestigated, every chink in
the bark is examined for whatever eat-
able it may be hiding, and a sharp look
is cast into evéry joint of a branch.
How industriously does the ousel turn
and thrash the leaves on the ground of
the woods all day long, spying its game
with a glance of  its sharp eye, and
snapping it up on the instant! After
observing a few such incidents we can
easily believe the stories that are relat-
ed of the fish-eating powers of the cor-
morant, and of sthe fruit-eating birds
that are able to consume three times
their weight every day.— William Mar-
shall in Popular Science Monthly.

Daniel Webster’s Fame Near Home.
Riding to Boston from Duxbury one
afternoon in the last autwumn my atten-
tion was attracted to a lady in the op-

posite car seat who was evidently a
stranger in the Old Colony, yet who
with pencil and notebook in use, was
endeavoring to acquaint herself with
every object of interest, as her constant
inquiries of the conductor of the train
and of fellow-passengers indicated.
When the train stopped at the station
nearest the former home of Daniel
Webster, called Webster’s Place, the
lady inquired of the conductor ‘why
this station bore the name.” He ex-
plained courteously the circymstances,
and gave a description of the Webster
farm. And then she asked solemnly:

“Does Daniel Webster still reside
upon the place?”

Evidently historical eminence had
made no lodgement in the mind of this
person. But it was simply astonishin
to me that any man, woman, or chil
in this country did not know whether
Daniel Webster was living or dead.—
Boston Transcript. N
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From Philipsburg, Pa., Mr. 8. M.
Cross, writes, briefly and pointedly,
thas: ¢‘Your St. Jacobs Oil has cured
me of neuralgia of the face and head."
Price Fifty cents.

A Curious Story.

A cnrious story comes from England
(says the New York World), through
8 private source, that the Baroness
Burdett-Coutts has something that no
other woman in the world possesses—

three skins. The third skin is made of
silk, and is so exquisitely fine and close-
fitting that few people have detected its
presence. It is said to cover her whole
body from her ankles to her chin; and
they— for she has sets of them—are
woven especially for her. They are
flesh-colored, of course, and hide all
wrinkles and ravages of time, with the
natural discolorations of the. skin that
are the result of age. Where this arti-
ficial skin ends at the throat the Baron-
ess wears a splendid collar of jewels
or a velvet band, and she never takes
off her gloves while in evenimg dress,
not even to eat her dinner.

#Oh, wad some power, the giftie gie us,
To see ourselves, as others see us’’ !

Few women want to appear sick, and yet
how many we see with pain written on
every feature, who have been suffering for
months from female weakness, and who
could easily cure themselves by the use of
Dr. Pierce's “Favorite Prescription,” to be
found atany store. This remedy is &
specific for weak backs, nervous or neuralgic
pains, and all that class ofdiseases known
as ‘‘female complaints.” Illugtrated, large
treatise on diseases of women with most
successful courses of self-treatment, sent
for 10 cents in stamps. Address, World’s
Dispensary Medical zsocinﬂon, 663 Main
Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

The President of Wellesley.

Miss Alice - Freeman, President of
Wellesley College, is a young woman
whom most of her sex look upon as
born under a lucky star. When her
erect figure, dark hair, big brown eye,
and the glow in her cheeks, she looks
the embodiment of nineteenth century
womanhood, conscious of strength, re-
joicing in new opportunities, and eager
to put her just realized powers to the
proof. Miss Freeman is a graduate of
Michigan University.  As a woman her
influence over other women is marked.
Professors and students of Wellesley

alike are loyal to her, and commence- | merits.

=
ment visitors have odd

ences now
and then when theyseek the President’s
room of an evening and find a disoon-
solate graduate or two sobbing awayin
the darkness ovet a forgotten glove or

a bit of lace while the unconscious owner =

is enjoying the festivities of the homr
somewhere outside.

A Boston woman:hopplng lqr YR

wrap, saw what she thought she would
like lying on the counter, and, picking
it up, said to'the clerk: ¢I should like
this one.

the front."” ¢«Excuse me, madam,'
said a voice in cold displeasure behind
her. ¢«Excuse me, that is my jacket
which I've just laid off to try on gn-
other!” AR, sﬂ

A Good Anpetitje:

Is essential to good Lhealth; but at this season
it is often lost, owing to the poverty or impur.
lvy of the blood, derangement of the digestive
organs, and the weakening effect of the
changing seasor. Hood’s Sarsaparilla is &
wonderful medicine for creating an & ite
toning the digestion, and giving stre to
the whole system., Now is the time to take
it. Be sure to get Hood’s.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

“T have taken Hood’s SBarsaparilla, and am
glad to say it has cured me of & very severe
pain in the small of my back. I alsogave It
to my little girl. She had very little appetite;
but Hood’s S8ursaparilla has increased it won-
derfully, and from our experience I highly
recommend this excellent medicine.” Mgs_
A. BAUSLIER, 185 1-3 Van Horn Street, Jersey

City. Q)
Makes the Weak Strong V
“I must say Hood’s Sarsaparilla is the best
medicine I ever used. Last spring I had no
appetite,and the least work I did fatigued
me ever 50 much. I began to take Hood's
Sarsaparilia, and soon I fell as if I could do as
much in a day as I had formerly donein &
week. My appetite is voracious.” Mrs. M
V.BAYARD, Atlantic City, N. J.

_ Hood’s Sarsaparilla .2
Sold by all druggists. $1; six for $5. Pre.
paredonly by C. 1. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass,

100 Doses One Dollar.
e
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Broadway, New

Tutt's Pills

stimulates the torpid liver, strength-
ens thedigestive organs, regulates the
bowels, and are unequaled as an

ANTI-BILIOUS MEDICINE.

In malarial districts their virtues are
widely recognised, as they possess pee-
uliar properties in freeing thesystem
from that poison. Elegantly sughpr
coated. Dosesmall. Price, 25cts.

Sold Everywhere.
Office, 44 Murray St., New York.

ELYS GATARRH
CREAX BALM. I TLy'S W

A God-8end is Ely's
Oream Balm. I Rad
catarrh Jor 8 years.
Ny nose would dleed
I thought the sores
would wever Aeal.
Ely's Oream Balm RS
has cured me.—Mrs.
M. A, Jackson,
Portemouth, N. H.

A particle is applied into each nostril and is agree-
Able. Price 50 cents at Druggists; by mafl register-

ed 60 cts. Circulars free. ELY BROS., Drug-
gists, Oswego, N. Y.

PENNYROYAL PILLS/

“CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH.”
The Original and Only Genuine.

fets every: Ask fr “Chiches
Paanyrey:
—

sy
GENUINE SR
riggan Shirts
and Drawers sent
to any address,

Postage Paid, on
receipt of §1.10 by the Big Boston, Minneapolis.
The sizes in Drawers 23 to 46 inches, Shirts
to 48 inches. All Wool Latest Style Men{s’
pants sent postage pald for $2.50, 8end. fo
our new price list.

— -

Why did, the Wom

af this country use over ‘Wirfess willion cakes ot

Procter & Gamble's Lenox Soap in $886? .
Buy & eake of Lenox and you will 008 understand whyp

&

1t is very handsome except . &
for all that common passementerison =

en - [




