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OB PRINEENG, -
m" 400N id-
OIRCULARS,
CARDS,
BLANKS,
'BILL HEADS,
Topaiter with every dgeaiion of
EXICUTED WITH NEATNESS AND DISPATCH.
_mama; BLANKS,
Printed neatly, and upen goed paper, al-
ways on hand and for sale at this Ofice.
—~OFFICE—
IN “JOURNAL” BUILDING,

Potels and Pestaurants.
ﬁ&fin; RENNERT,
EUROPEAN PLAN,

SARATOGA AND LIBERTY SIS,

BALTIMORE.
LAD ES' AND GENT’'S RESTAURANT.
83-OPEN DAILY.&%

ROBT. RENNE R'!‘, Prop.

1ennert’s
ILISS"TAUIRAN',

CALVERT AND GERMAN 37TS.,

—

BALTIMORE,

OPEN DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY,
Juiy 21.—tf

T THE “OLD PLACE”
URBAN'S RESTAURANT,

ON THE
! ! ROAD, NEAR THE CAR STATION,
YORK kO TOWSONTOWN.

Having disposed of the Smedley House my friends
will nowhﬂn me at my OLD PEACE, as above.—
As heretofore, 1 will always keepon hand the flnest
brands of LIQUORS, BRANDIES, &e.: also BROWN
STOUT, BASS'S ALE, PORTER, and the choice
brands of CHAMPAGNE, CLARET, &c. The BEST
BEER on draught and in bottles, for family use.—
A lacgestock of CIGARS of best brands alwayson

hand.
&g~Summer residents can always be supplied at

clty prices. and shedding and polite hos-

AF-Ample stablin
) LTS | sndancg.
Heralways i SN, URBAN, Proprietor.

LEW

June 7,’84.—1y
TBN MILE HOUSE, S
ON THE YORK TURNPIKE. ﬁ%

CHARLES O, COCKETY, Proprictor.

» undersigned, having purchased the y"ell
kx?ol::n ’l‘E.\'-.\,EILE HOTEL pl’RUl’ER’l‘Y, York
Turnpike, the same will in the future be conducted

him.
by}lc hag stocked his Bar with the cholcest Liguors,
Wines and Cigars, and an attentive hostler will be
in constant attendance for the care of stock.

The house has been thoroughly renovated, nr}d
the public can rest assurcd that the proprietor will
use his utmost endeavors to make his guests com-
o e orht Sat!i?ﬂed't age respectfully solicited

s s niblic patron Spec Fsolicited.
A share of ! 'CHA’I:{LI-'.S 0. COUCKEY,

Proprictor.

Jan, 27,76, —t1
(1 OVANSTOWN HOTEL,
¥ LEWIS RITTIER, Proprietor.,

Havingleased the above Hotc] I most respectfully
solicit the public patronage. The house belng in
‘completeorder, offers an agreeable resort for Ladies
and Gentlemen, where they can obtain Breakfast,
Dinnerand Supper, with allthedelicacies whichthe
marketsafford. The Bar will always be supplied
with the best articles to be obtained, and every at
tention will begiven to the comfort and pleasure o
visitors. LEWIS RITTER, Proprietor.
Jan, 25,'79.—1y
ST. JAMES’ HOTEL, ~

o N

NOW OPION,

COR, CENTRE AND CHARLES STREETS,
BY THE WASHI!;'FI'O.\' MONUMENT.
FIRST-CLASS I:‘;I—ALL BESPECTS.

RESTAUR:\NT—I.-J_L'—ROPEAN PLAN. *

JT—_S. CROWTHER,

Oct. 8.—tf Manager,
&

House and Jign LHaintrrs,
SYLVESTER BOWEXN & 50N, 7 »

,oe y
o g
HQUSE AND SIGN PAa NTE'R,@
TOWSONTOWN, MD,

Everydescription of Plain, Ornamentaland Faney
Painting,executed with neatpess and despatch,and
upon the mostreasonable terms,

&r-A share of public patronage iirespectfullyso-

ited.
u%:v.l.—tf SYLVESTER BOWENXN.

JOSHUA M.PARKS. J. WESLEY GERMAN,
PARKS & GERMAN,

g -,
[
{SUCCESSORSTO H, L. BOWEN,) @

HOUSE, SIGN AND FANCY PAINTER
GRAINERS AND GLAZIERS,
TOWSONTOWN, MD.
IMITATIONS OF WOODS AND MARBLES,
And everidescri tion of

ORNAMENTAL AND FANCY PAINTING

PROMPTLY AND REASONABLY EXECUTED.

Publicpatronagerespectfullysolicited.

March 25,'71.—1y

SIGN PAINTING. ”

.

Signpaintingin allits branchesandin anchassits

artistic manner atreasonable rates, with quick de-

spatch, for city or country. Orders maybeleftatthe
ficeofthe* ' Maryland Journal,”’ Towsontown,

THOMAS 0. SWITZER,
No.857 W.Lombard St.,Baltimore

July20.—tf

GEO. W. 1HOOIK,
AUCTIONIELELR,
Towson, Md.
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO
SALES OF REAL ESTATE

—AND—
PERSONAL PROPERTY.

Suctioneering.

Jan, 12.—6m

G—miﬁ‘ﬁ&i: W. STOCKSDALE,

CONSTABLE, COLLECTOR
AND
AUCTIONEER,
REISTERSTOWN, BALTIMORE CO., MD.

ALSO,
AGENT FOR SALE OF REAL ESTATE,

Prompt attent on given to ail business entrusted
to him,
Oct. 23, 1888, —tf

SAMUEL G. WILSON,
AUCTIONEER, TOWSON, Md.

WILL GIVE PROMPT ATTENTION TO ALL
SALES ENTRUSTED TO HIM,
Feb. 9.—1y

EORGE L. STOCKSDALE,
AUCTIONEER,
TOWSONTOWN, BALTO. COUNTY, D,
Wiil attend tn all business entrusted to his care.
Oct. 21.—tf

SAMUEL B, METTAM,
AUC'I;IONEER,
PIKESVILLE,BALTIMORE COUNTY,MD,
Ordersleftattheofficeof‘‘ MarylandJournal”will
r ivcigrom tattention,
aylé.—t

B ijﬁmé‘rymeﬁ, Jfaqists, &7,

ROSEBANK NURSERIES,
GOVANSTOWN,
BALTIMORE COUNTY, MD,

e Invite the attention of Planters and Amateur
Cultivators to our complete stock of the following

PEARS,8TANDARD AND DWARF;
APPLES, Do., Do.; CHERRIES, Do..Do
PEACHES,

PLUMS,AND GRAPE VINES,
togothier with other Sﬁ.:(lfll. FRUITS of popular

ORNAMENTAL, DECIDUOUR AND EVERGREEN
TREES AND S8HRUBS,
with ROSES in great variety. Also & largestock of
VERBENAE, GERANIUMS, -
andother Bedding Plants. OSAGE andJAPAN
QUINCE, suitable for hedging.
A TERMS MODERATE.
Orders by mail promptiyattendedto.
CATALOGUESforwarded on application,
W. D. BRACKENRIDGE,
Rosebank Nurseries,

Oct.18.—1y  Govanstown,BaltimoreCo., M4

CHARLES HAMILTON,
FLORIST
WAVERLY, YORK ROAD, BALTO.COUN'

AGENERAL ASSORTMENTOP
Hot,Green House und Hardy Plants
ALWAYB ON HAND.

Bov
.lc?;nlde o order atshort notice.

M?Oemeury Lotaand Gardenslaidout and fur-
fally

od with Evergreens, Flowers, &c., &c.
8. Allorderspromplyfilled. A callr

, RUN LIGHTER, ARE MORE EASILY ADJUSTED,

uets, Pyramids, Wreaths,Crosses,Crown?

wlisited. [Aprilé.—8m.
E. P. KEIJ(SH

DB' NTIST,
. 127 NORTH CilA RLES STREET,
BALTIMORE.
Febd, 14—t

 Seeds, Fuglements, &g,

Biscellaneons.

Jloetiy.

M ANUFACTURERS

—QF—

PFPERTII.IZEIRS.
GRIFFITH, TUKNER & CO.'8

ANIMAL BONE PHOSPHATE,
A high grade Phosphate, a complete fertilizer
slways gives good results,

RIFFITH, TURNEk & CO'S
: AMMONIATED PHOSPHATE.

RIFFITH, TURNER & CO'S
+  ALKALINE PLANT FOOD.

Prepared with special adaptation to the growth
of Corn, Potatoes, Tobacco and Vegetablesrequlr-
fng Fertilizer rich in Potash.

RIFFITH, TURNER & CO'S
RAW BONE.

PERUVIAN GUANU AND PLASTER,

FIELD AND GARDEN SEEDS,

Our stock of Seeds are new and true toname,em-
bracicg all the valuable varieties, and are from the
most reliable growers only. Thankful for the com-
mendation and {ncreased patronage which have
crowned our efforts to supply the best seed in the
market, we will strive to merit confidence.

Dr. Bally
IIay and Fodder Cuiters

Superior to any cutter in the market. Recelved the
Highest Award at the Bay State Fair, October, 1886

MOSELEY’S CABINET CREAMERY.

Moseley’s Cabinet Creamery is offered to the pub-
%ilcl EgI’l‘IRELY ON ITS MERITS, A trial Is so-
cited.

SNTODDARD CITURN,

Is easily operated and cleaned. Is durable. Over
12,0(;0 in use, giving entire satisfaction wherever
used.,

Malta Shovel Plows, Iron Age Cultivators, Corn
Drags, Cahoon Sced Sowers, Planet Seed Drill and
Cultivator, Pennsylvania Grain Drill, Thomas Horse
Rake, The Gazelle Horse Rake, Hay Tedders, Fousls'
Hay Loader, American Hay Elevator, Double Har-

oon Hay Fork, Grain Fans, Philadelphia Lawn
fowers, Corn Shellers, Cider Mills, Farmers' Evans
Corn Planters, Evans Corn Drills, Hay Presses, Hay,
Straw and Fodder Cutters, Butter Workers,

OLIVER
Chilled Plows

" -
AND DO BETTER WORK THAN ANY
QOTHER PLOVW.

BROWXN WAGONS, .
CUCUMBER PUMPS,

\ REATERS AND BINDERS,
A-REPAIRING DONE WITH DISPATCH.<&8
SEND FOR CATALOGULE.

GRIFFITH, TURNER & CO.,

205 AND 207 NORTH PACA STREET,
BALTIMORE,MD.
Feb. 9.—tf

BOOTS, SHOES & RUBBERS.
'ﬁ HORNER'S (E. Stonl's Patent) '“
SNAG-PROOF DUCK GUM BOOT. Also, HOR-
NER'S YELLOW LABEL GENUINE OIL

GRAIN BOOTS AND SHOES.
THEY WILL STAND THE TEST. TRY TIEM.

We are selling the best WASHING MACHINE
MADE. Warranted to please. I'rice only $8.00,

A-GOODS SOLD AT LOWEST CITY PRICES
AND SATISFACTION GIVEN.

David Marlxley,
Lauraville,
HARFORD ROAD, BALTO., CO., MD.,
—DEALER IN—
GENERAL MERCHANDISE,

DRY GOODS, NOTIONS, &ec.,bi

FLOUR AND FEED, COAL AND WOOD,
HARDWARE, QUEENSWARE, TINWARE, &c.,
GARDEN AND FARM SEEDS,
MANUFACTURERY AGENT FOR THE SALE OF THE

DBDIEST PI.OW

—IN—

A NMIE i{ I1CA!

H. S, MILLER & €03, LISTERS AND HUB.
BARD & CO.'S

STANDARD BRANDS OF FERTILIZERS,

GROUND BONE, ORCHIILLA GUANO,
SOUTH CAROLINA BONE,

PLASTER, KAINIT, LIME, CEMENT, &c.

_§cpt. 28, —~tf

PUTCIH 1Y ACIN IS,

MOWERS,

30 Cents per Dozen,

"TULIPs,

23 Cents per Dozen,

CRnOoCUuUs,

10 Cents per Dozen,

BULBS SUPPLIED IN LARGE QUANTITIES.

J. BOLGIANO & SON,

2x =, Calvert s~St., Baltimore.
Oct. 5.—tf

SEE?S

—AND—
FARMING IMPLIEMENTHN,
J.- IJ- MAOKIN’

—SUCCESSOR TO—
AYRES & MACKIN,

345 N. CALVERT ST., BALTIMORE, MD.
(Removed from 120 Light Street,)
—DEALER IN—

GARDEN SEEDS, FLOWER B8SEEDS,
CLOVER, TIMOTHY, OATS, CORN,
ORCHARD GRASS, &c., &c.

HEADQUARTERS FOR THE FINEST LINE'OF
Agricultural Implements
MANUFACTURED,

Bessell Chilled Plows, Hoos{er Corn Drills, Farmers'
Friend Double Row Corn Planters, Little Dia-
mond Bulky Cultivators, Tiger Hay Rakes,
Tiger Mowers, Waldron and Sprouts’
ay Carrlers, Hoosler Grain Drills,

Ross Ensllage and Fodder Cut-
ters, MoKay’'s Plant Setter,
Iron Age and Planet, Jr.,
ultivators
Hand Plows, Hand Seed Drills, Shovels, Rakes,
Hoes, Forks, &c,

845 N. CALVERT ST., BALTIMORE.
March 2.—tf

MEN 'S FURNISHINGS, x

UNDERWEAR PROM 350 CENTS UP.

——SHIRTS—
SHORT NECK COLLARS
—FOR~
SAORT NECK MEN,

LINTON & KIRWAN,
311 E. BALTO. ST., SUN OFFICE BLOCK,
Stores}

— AND—
29 E. BALTO. 8T., WEST OF LIGHT 8T,
May 11.—tf

TIIEODRIC SMITH,
' RETAIL DEALER IN

IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC DRUGS,
. CHEMICALS,
FANCY AND TOILET ARTICLES,
PATENT MEDICINES
AND MEDICINAL WATERS,

Prescriptions and Family Recipes carefully com-
pounded at short notice, and sent by Mail or Ex-

5'85‘. TOWNSEND 8T. AND PENNA. AVE.
BALTIMORE,
Deoc. 81.—1y
H. MARTENET. D. V. 8,
o —_—

Veterinary Surgeon.
LATE U, 8. CATTLE INSPECTOR,
2140 X, HOFFMAN B37T.
Office—16 N. CARROLLTON AVENUE,

1837 | ESTABLIEH;D 1 8 37
J. EDWARD BIRD & CO.,
BALTIMORE, MD,

IN ALL OF OUR DREPARTMENTS,
FRESH IMII:BR:I‘ATIONB

IN ALL 1
DESIRABLE FALL FABRICS.

NEW SILKS——NEW DRESS GOODS,
NEW DRESS TRIMMINGS,
NEW EMBROIDERIES—NEW LACES,
LADIES' AND CHILDREN'3S WRAPS,
MUSLIN UNDERWEAR——INFANT'S QUTFIT.

HOUSEKEEPING GOODS,
BLANKETS—DOMHEBTICS,
HOBIERY—GLOVES—HBANDKKERCHIEFS,
NOTIONS—RIBBONS,

POPULAR PRICES
FOR EACH AND ALL.

DRESS GOODS,
NEW DRESS FABRICS,
LATEST FOREIGN AND HOME NOVELTIES,
COMPRISING
THE LATEST DESIGNS OF THE
FRENCH—~——ENGLISH AND GERMAN
MANUFACTURERS.

For entire costumes we are showing extensive lines:
CHECKS8~——PLAIDS—CABIMERES —SERGES,
—HKNRIETTA — DRAP DALMA — BROAD-
CLOTH——CASHMERES—CAMELS HAIR.

ALL WOOL
HENRIETTA.
Original quality as introduced and sold by us for
the past flve seacons—finer—heavier—richer—softer
finlsh——different in weave and at less cost than
the regular French Cashmere——manufactored ex-
pressly for us.

IN OUR MOURNING DEPARTMENT
LARGEST ASSORTMENT AND EXCELLENT

SILKS.
Latest approved noveltles are daily added to our
already COMPLETE assoriment.

FAILLE FRANCAISE, embracing all the new
shades for autumn and winter costumes.

cord, and i{s warranted not to crack or slip.

READY-MADE GARMENTS:
Ladies’ and Children’s Wraps.

Of these, for many seasons past, we have shown
by far the iargest stock in town at those popular
}f‘nces that enabled us to undersell competitors.—

his season you will find a stock far, far larger than
any even we have shown. In all the great variety
you will find none resembling anF hitherto, by us
or others, offered. All new—all our own exclu-
sive shv]es—all at the most popular prices ever
named,

FAIR DEALING—ONE PRICE— Striclly and

freshest novelties In Fancy and Staple Products
have made us headguartars in Baltlmore for

DRY GOODS.
VISIT
Us -
You'll see the novelties for Fall and Winter. We
shall be giad to have you bu{, and if you buy you
will be sure of values which cannot be excelled,

but, if you do not buy, but wish to look, you will
be welcome all the same.

J. EDWARD BIRD & CO,,
13 E. BALTIMORE 8T., (near Charles,)

BALTIMORE, MD.
Aug, 31,—tDeec. 1,'89.

HITE IRON CYCLORAMA BUILDING.
PAUL PHILIPPOTEAUX'S
Battlc of Eettysburn-,
VISITED BY FOUR AND ONE-HALF MILLION

OF PEOPLE.

THIRD DAY’'S BATTLE WITH THE
GALLANT CHARGE OF

GENERAL PICKFTIT.
OPEN 9 A. M. UNTIL 10 P\ M.

MOUNT ROYAL AVE,,
BETWEEN CHARLES ST. & MARYLAND AVE,
BALTIMORE. »

Sept. 28.—if
820 A DAY MAN!

A VOICE FROM OHIO.

Mr. Garrison, of falem, Ohio, writes: *Was at
work on a farm for §:20 a month ; I now have an
agency for E. C. Allen & Co's albumsand publica-
tions and often make B20 a da{."

(Sigued) V. 1I. GARRISON,

Willlam Kline, Harrisburg, Pa., writes: "I have
never known anything to sell like your album.
Yesterdny I took orders enough to pay me over
$:25.” W.J, Elmore, Bangor, Me., writes: "I take
sn order for your album at almost every house 1
visit. My profit is often as much as $20 for a sin-
gle day's work.” Othersare doing quite as well;
we have notspace to glve extractsa from thelr let.
ters, Every one who takes hold of this grand busi-
ness piler up grand profits. Shall we start You
in this business, reader? Write to us and learn
all about It for yourself. We are starting many;
we will start you If you don’t delay until another
gets ahead of you in four art of the country, If
you take hold you will be able to pick up gold fast,
-Read—O0n account of  forced manufacturers
sale 145,000 ten dollar Photograph Albums
are to besold to the people for $2 each. Bound
in Royal Crimson Silk Vclvet Plush, Charmingly
decorated insides. Handsomest albums in the
world. LargestSize. Greatest bargainsever known.
Agents wanted, Liberal terms. Big money for
agents. Any one can become a successful egent.
Sells itvelf on sight—litlle or no talking necessary.
Wherever shown, every one wants to purchase,
Agents take hundreds and thousands of orders with
rapidity never before known. Great profits await
every worker., Agenisaromaking fortunes. Ladies
make as much as men. You. reader, can do as
well as any one. Full information and terms free
to those w{o write for same, with partculars an

terms for our Family Bibles, Books and Periodicals.
After you know all, should you conclude to go no
further, why no harm is done. Address

E. C. ALLEN,
Sept. 21.—t Dec. 29

Augusta, Maine,

A. E. WARNER @

Most respectfully informs his numerous
customers and friends that he has
removed to the store ugoinlng
Brown Bros.” Banking House,

01d No. 157) W, BALTIMORE STREET,
New No, 131 f E. BALTIMORE STREET,

Oppeo. the B. & 0. R. R. Bullding,
BALTIMORE, MD,,

Where he intends to continue the manufacturir g of

his elegant

REPOUSSE SILVER WARE
Of the finest Standard,

And hopes from his personal attention to merit the
favor of all in want of & superior article In ever
respect, together with a fine stock of DIAMON
AND OTHKR JEWELRY of the latest style, GOLD
AND SBILVER WATCHES AND CHAINB and heav-
iest Silver Plated Ware, Table Cutlerg. French
Clocks, Opera Glasses, Eye Glasses and Spectacles,
Gold Pins, Gold and 8ilver Canes, &c,
A A call is most respeotfully sollcited, a8 prices
wi}l ge 29.6 grtta?t inducement to merit your favor.

'ab. 26—

EW YORK WOOD-OUT OOMPANY,
SUCCESSORS TO CHAS. W. RUBY,

ROOM 44, ‘NO. ? MURRAY STREET,
NEW YORK OITX.

DESIGNS, CUT8 AND ELECTROTYPES,

We engrave Cuts of every description, Portrajts
Fac-similies, Bill-heads, Views.of Buildings, Ma.
chinery, Cuts for Catalogues in all branches of
tra.da. Labels, plain and in colors, on metal or
wood,

@A Furnish free & small skeich ot any descrip-
tion, provided it will be returned with an order
within 2 days after recelpt of the same.

BEST WORK FOR LOWEST PRICES.
A-SEND FOR ESTIMATES.sy

Refers to WM. H. RUBY, PROPRIETOR MARY.

LAND JOURNAL. N
N. Y. WOOD-CUT CO.
A. G. TOMAY. .
Feb, 2,—tf

J. E, HEINLY.

“r L. DOUGLAS’
o L. DOUGLAS'
{an.oo Boys’Shoe,

{$3.00 Shoe,
¥ b DOvarss {#2.50 snoe,

W. L. DOUGLA®
W. L. DOUGLAS’

W. L. DOUGLAS'
W. L. DOUGLAS’

——80LD BY~—
JAMES PHIPPS, Towson,
——DEALER IN—
ALL EKINDS OF BOOTS AND SHORES.

CUSTOM BOOTS AND SHOES
MADE TO ORDER.

A-REPAIRING NEATLY DONE.“®8

FOR BALR
== AT THR~~

“JOURNAL" OFFIOE,

; BI'JrAI.gK MORTGAGHS FOR BUILDING

{32.25 Shoe,

At-

BALTIMORE, MD.

Aﬂ‘. “o-m

CIATIONS, red by one of the mont
wx’f.n.%;:s bﬁ:fhmﬂmor,e County Bat.

This material has soft velvet finish with small _

BOW 4 GIRIL GOT ENGAGED.

Acrosa the fields as we idly strolled
In the cloudless summer day,

The winds were walting the rare perfume -
From the meadows of new-mown hay,

And our hearts were still as our lips kept time
To our steps on that pleasant way.

And down where the brook, like a wayward child,
Rushes on o'er the pebbly Hoor

And sprinkles the rocks with its diamond apray
And ripples along the shore,

We stopped at the crossing: Igave him my hand
And trustingly followed him o’er.

And when, in the twllight, we came agaln,
Our lips for the once wers stil),

And hv held my hand as we crossed the stream,
And hardly against my will ; )

For I gave my heart where I gave my hand,
At the foot of the noisy rill.

And when in the shade of the vine-ciad porch
We parted, it seemed to me
The stars were twinkling in rare delight,
Though 1’'m sure no eye could see
If the spot on my cheek had a crimson blush
And my heart an ¢cstacy
[ Rockaway Journal,

et
ONE OF US TWO.

The day will dawn when one of us shall hearken
In vain to hear a voice that has grown dumb,
And moons will fade, moons pale and shadows
darken—
While sad eyes watch for feet that never come,

One of us two must some time face existence
Alone with memorles that sharpen pain,
And these sweet days shall shine back in the dis-
tance :
Like dreams of summer dawns in nights of rain.

One or two, with tortured heart half broken,
Shall read long-treasured leiters through salt
tears,
Shall kiss with anguished lips each cherished token
That speaks of those love.crowned delicious
Years,

One of us two shall find all light, all beauty,
All joy on earth atale forever done;
Shall know henceforth that life means only duty,.
0, God ! O, God ! have pity on thatone, -
ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

Original Stoyy.
[Written for the Maryland Journal.]

“LITTLE MISSIE.”

A Story of the Civil War,

It was twilight ; soft, beautiful twilight,
The time-
*Which, of all day's changing hours, is the fiitest
and the meetest .
For a farewel] hour--and parting looks less bitter
and more blest ;
Earth seems like a shrine for sorrow. Nature's
mother-voice is sweetest,
And her band seems laid in chiding on the un-
quiet, throbbing breast.”

Near the ond of a long, deeply shaded ave-
nue of noble oaks two persons were talking ;
tho one, a girl of some twenty years was
seated on a rustic sottee, She was & very tiny
specimen of womanhood, indeed ; but one look
into her face would prove she was a very noble
one, tuo. Just now her features were fixed in
a dazed sort of way on the tall, pompous old
gentleman who stood before her speaking
rapidly.

As he flnished, and stood, evidently await-
ing her answer, let me describe her to you.—
She was Muargaret Chester, the only child of
Col. Allen Chester, a wealthy slave-holder of
Southern Virginia.

Ever since her birth she had been the idol of
the bousehold, from Old ©aphne, her “mammy
nurse,” to the smallest darkey on the old plan-
tation. “Little'Missie.” as they called ber, had
a beautiful, pure face; deep-set, luminous gray
eyes, and bair of a rich bronze hue, with golden
lights and shadows in it, '

She looked up pitecusly us her father asked
for her answer.

“Must it be this, Papa ; will no other sacri-
fice do? Harold has always been my lover, and
it is 80 hard to give him up.”

*Waell, you know what hangson your anawer :
your mother’s health—nay, her life ; and your
futher's gond name,” He spoke in & hard, cold
voice, and she winced at Lis last words., Why
had her father, whom she thought so noble, de-
ceived her so? If her delicato mother heard
what her father had just told his daughter it
wiuld cause her death. Thero was no other
alternative, she must give up her lover.

Harold Seymour had been an inmate of the
household for sixteen years. He was tho only
child of Col. Chester’s youngest sister. At her
death the Colonel became trustee and guardian
frr him, and he came te live with the fawily
at *‘Chesaterwood.”

Margaret was then queen of the place, and
Harold soon became one of her most devoted
subjects, They had grown up together and
formed a deep sttachment for each other, which
only strengthened with their advancing years,
Margaret's father always looked with disfavor
upon any serious mention of their future.

The poor girl buried her face in her hands
when her father left and sat so for several mo-
ments. Shedid not ery. Tears rarely, if ever,
dimmed her eyes, and her trouble was too deep
for them now. Only a drawn line came round
her firm, clear-cut mouth, and when that look
shone in her face anyone who knew her wonld
see at once how she suffered.

Sheo was trying bravely to face her duty, as
it had been clearly shown to her, when a quick,
firm tread on the gravel behind brought a look
of unspeakable happiness to her face for an in-
stant, and then left her whiter than before.
A hand, white and shapely as her own, was lajd
on her shonlder, and a deep, tender voice said,
in a tone of such joy and contentment at hav-
Ing found her—

“Margaret | my own.”

In an jnstant she was in his arms, and kisses
were showered on her up-turned face. It had
grown almost dark ; a crescent moon and a few
bright stars shone in the blus ether, Harold
had just returned from & long journey and had
searched all through the houss for his “‘Little
Migsie.” When he found her, everything—
time, place, all were forgotten ; he remembered
only they were together; her arms were closely
claaped roynd his neck; her cheek restod
against his heart.

She was such a tiny mite beside thetall, wells
proportioned man who held her so closely. His
deep-brown eyes looked tenderly down on her,
and his bearded lips pressed her cheek fondly
time and again.

“Margaret, darling ; I don’t think I can ever
leave you again. Time had almost ceased to
be, and if ever & man’s heart longed for the
thing it loved, mine did for you, Qneenie. I
felt as if every moment spent away from yon
was worse than wasted. I am asure when we
are married,”’—here he felt her shiver—I shall
have to secure some efficient overseer s0 I can
always be In the sunshine of my Margaret's
presence.’’

She said nothing in return for his tender
words, and, putting bis hand beneath her chin,
he rajsed her face to full view.

A stray moonbeam foll athwart her features,
and Harold paased his hand rapidly over his
eyes to nee if he were really awake,

“Margaret ! Queenie! whatisit? I didn't
know you were quffering ; tell me what is the

1 ber.

IIe drew her gently to tho sotteo and presscd
her head down on his shoulder,

“Margaret, you know Harold would give his
life to save you from suffering; won’t you
share your trouble with him ?”

“I think my heart is broken,” she said in a
low, trembling tone. “I seem to have grown
old in a few hours. Oh! my Harold, my love,
how can I say such words to you ? You are so
good to me—you love me 80, and I, O, I love
you, too, hotr can I bid you leave me ?”

“Loave you ? why, dear, I have just come
back to you, Whydo you speak sostrangely ?”

“It is, nevertheless, true,” she said, ‘“‘our
happy love-life is over, we will have to sepa-
rate. Ob! Harold, don’t look at me so, or I
will never say it.”

“Margaret Chester,are you trifling with me,”
he asked, sternly.

“No, oh no, it is too true. Something has
happened to-day that tears us apart. It is
another’s secret, or you should share jt. Look
into my eyes and you will know I am sincere.
The whole thing is this : we must separate. I
lovo you ; it is severing my very heart-strings
to give you up, but I must do it.”

“Oh! Margaret, where are all your vows?
Don’t you know the Biblesays: ‘Leave father,
mother, and cleave only to your husband.’”

“But I am not your wife, dear, would that I
were,” she said, gently.

“Not my wife? Then all these vows and
kisses go for naught; it is only the ‘I will’
murmured to the priest that joins us?” I tell
you I have counted you as truly my wife as if
wo had clasped bands before the altar ; since
first you told me you loved me and promised
to be mine.”

‘“But, Harold ; if I were free to tell you, you
would see where my duty points. It will be a
hard, rough road to travel without your dear
presonce and helping hand, but I must lay selt
asido and think of others.”

“Certainly I am not one of the ‘others,’
then, or you could never wound me so deeply,”
Harold said, bitterly, withdrawing his encir-
cling arm and pressing his hand over his eyes.

“Pleaso don’t make it harder for mo. I will
tell you so much that will, I hope, make you
understand why our hard fate must be,” and,
leaning over, ehe whispered a few words tohim.
Instantly the hard look that was beginuning to
cloud his face changed to one of inexpressible
love and tenderness,

“My darling girl, it will, indeed, have to be
as you say, but I could almost find it in my
heart to wish we two wore dead togsther than
alive, with divided lives to look forward to.
You have been heart of my heart, and queen of
my life ever since I came hero—sixteen years
ago, and now must I give you up? It is al.
most more than I can bear.” Then the truly
noble nature that was Harold’s showed itself,
and, controlling his emotion bya mighty effort,
he said in a low, though unutterably sad, voice :
“Margaret, my darling, I release you from all
promises, and though I can never forget what
you are to me, I know it is from no want of
love you send me away. I belicve I will al-
ways keep your heart, and mine will never hold
anothor’s image.”

His was disintereated nobleness, Ho was
well fitted to be, as he had always been, Mar-
garet Chester's king among men.

Tho moon had almost gone down, still the
heart-broken lovers sat, utterly oblivious of
time. At last Margaret said, gently : *‘Will
you go in with me now, Harold "

“No, dear ; I couldn’t; [ will walk over to
R , attend to some business there, and
then—"

“Oh ! are you goipg to join the army and go
into this dreadful war,” Margaret interrupted,
“‘gpeak, Harold, are you ?”

**Yes, dear,” he answered simply,

Then the full truth of the situatioh rushed
over her and she broke into a passion of tears
that shook her whole frame. Harold soothed
her, though his own oyes were dim. He knew
she must go in, but how could he leave her.

“Darling, come kiss me once more. When
we meet where there is no giving in marriage
you will come to me, good and pure as always
—my own Margaret.” .

She clasped her arms around bis neck and
kissed him. He strained her close and closer
to his heart, then pressing unnumbered kisses
on her pure, white brow and quivering lips, he
released her, and with a dry, teatless sob and
white, agonized face, turned away.

The weary girl dragged herself slowly to the
house, and, passing the half open door of tho
sitting-room, went directly to her own cham-
“Alma,” she said to the little mulatto,
who was her especial maid, “go send Daphne to
me." The girl glided out quickly, and Marga-
ret sank wearily into a chair, Faint perfume
‘of flowers floated through the wide, open
window, but the girl was unconscious of all,
save her first overwhelming sorrow. She was
no weak-miaded, lackadaisical girl, but her life
had always been encircled with such protect-
ing love and devotion that this blow was
doubly hard to bear.

In a few moments Daphne stepped softly in.
“Honey, what will you hab,” she asked.

“Oh ! Mammy,"” Margaret sobbed, laying her
head on Daphne’s shoulder, ‘I —" bat she
couldn’t say more, and before the old nurse had
recovered her astonishment Margaret alipped to
the floor unconsciouns,

“Q, blessed oblivion, that comes to our weary,
overstrained spirits just at the time when one
drop more would overflow our cup, and our
burden would become heavier than we could
bear."”

The old nurse called no one, aa she saw her
“Missie” was in trouble, but hastily applied
restorafives, and, mndressing the weary girl,
asked no questions. Then Margaret said,
"Mammy, I am in deep trouble and my head
hurts meso ; sit by me and don't mention to
my mother anything of this.”

“No indeed, honey, bress yo' heart; mus’
look bright to-morrow, as Massa Harold done
come, I hear.”” She rubbed Margaret’s head in
& mechaniocal sort of way, all the time croon-
ing softly. Tired nature triumphed at last,
and Margaret slept.

Meanwhile Harold walked away from the
spot that had witnessed both his happiness and
despalr, with mingled emotions, Contemptand
anger againet the ome who had caused the
trouble, and love and longing unspeakable for
the girl he had left. Self was put aside at
length. He knew bow she would suffer, gang-
fng her nature by his own,

“I am almost tempted to wish we had never
known each other. It seemed as If we were
made for each other, and now to be 8o cruelly |
torn apart to serve ons man’s cold purpose.
Oh, heaven, I cannot bear it}”

He threw himself under a tree and after a
time alopt till daybreak. He was finally
wakened by a rough touch and gruff voice,
“Why, man, what ails ye ?’

Collecting his faculties he sat up and asked
the man where he was bound, _

“To the nearest town to enlist, shure, if one
can ever find it.”

“Well’ I'm your guide, then, as I am going
thers mysel?, if you will help me up. Iam
rather stiff from lying in so cramped a posi-
tion.” The good-natured Irishman assisted him,
and they journeyed together. ‘' Will yer honor
enlist, too ¥*! he asked.

“Yue, I have just now returned from adroad
‘and aiine'iinmediately hete to joln the ranks.”

~matter. I have been 5o selflah in my happiness’
I hadn’t sqen you were il1.” ’ o

“Don’t yo bs looking s down in the mouth,

Mayhap yo were afther hidding yer sweetbeart
govd-bye. I sympathize wid ye, as I left my
blue-eyed Norah a day past; but, cheer up,
man, we'll see some fun soon and have some
fine stories to carry back to them before long.”

Every word his companion spoke cut Harold
like a knife. It 'was too true”; ‘he had bid his
sweetheart good-bye,” but, alas! could never
look forward to thereturning home to her that
the kindly Irishman spoke of,

Harold had been to England looking after
some property of his father’s when the war
broke out. As soon as possible he had returned,
intending to offer his services at once to his
country. ' '

In a large library, Juxuriously furnished, but
inhabited by a small army of dogs of all
breeds, Walter 8t. Clare sat, busily reading a
letter. The contents must have been pleasant,
to judge from his expression. He was some
forty odd years old. His face was rogged and
stern, and the unpleasant glitter of his keen
gray eyes emphasized his tyrannical disposition.
He was Col. Chester’s next neighbor, and a
man much feared throughout the neighbor-
hood. Unknown to all, and loved by none, he
lived altogether alone. The Colonel and he
were pretty fair friends, and it was well known
that “Massa St. Clare wanted Little Missie.”
Harold and Margaret both disliked him thor-
oughly, yet it was this man to whom Col. Ches-
ter had pledged his daughter’s hand.

Ho re-read the.letter once more. ‘*Well,
after all, it wasn’'t a bad traneaction. I've
caught ‘my pretty bird at last and can soon
tame her. She will make my house a fine mis-
tress, and I funcy neighbors won’t be 80 chary
of 'SBolitude’ when & graceful woman like her
presides.”

Capt. St. Clare was home on sick leave from
his post and wished to secure his pretty wife
before his furlough ended.

The morniug after Margaret and Harold’s
parting the little maid brought a message that
Col. Chester would see his daughter a few mo-
mpnts before she came down. Her head
throbbed severely, but shesent for him at once.
“It may as well be now and over.”

“Well, are you prepared to accede to my
wishes ?"’ ho asked on entering the room.

“Father, you have ruined my life-happinesss
and now wish me to marry a man I know noth-
ing of and dislike very much.”

“That has nothing to do with it. He wishes
you for his wife, is wel] able to take care of
you, and the day you marry him he will can-
cel both mortgages and forget the ——— other,
And it muat be soon, as his leave expiresin a
month., What i3 your answer ?”

“It can only be ‘yes,’ father, for your and
mother’s sake, but; Capt. St. Clare must be told
the exact state of the case and must know I do
not love him,”

“Very well; that is suflicient,” and her
father left.

““Ho has sold me,” Margaret said, bitterly.
“My father, whom I loved and honored so
highly, has separated me from the best and
nobleat of men, and has regularly sold me to
his creditor.”

From that day nothing more was said, All
wondering questions were skilfully parried, and
Capt. St. Clare wasaccepted asMargaret’s future
busband, One thing she never submitted to,
and that was a fefe-a-tete meeting, Her mother
was alwaya present, but the Captain showed
no resentment. All he wished was to bend her
will and triumph, and he could patiently wait
until she became his wife.

One clear, sunny day, the latter part of June,
they were married. The bride made her re-
sponse in & low, firm tone, She had resolved
to do her duty fully if it cost her her life, In
the short time that had elapsed she had grown
pale and listless, and this day hor face rivaled
the lillies she carried. .

The “happy couple,” (how often i3 the ex-
pression misused, as now,) were driven at onco
to the groom's home, and no oneat “Chester-
wood” saw Margaret until the Captain’s depar-
ture for the army, when she came to stay at
home once more. She was utterly unlike the
bright girl who reigned supreme there a few
months past, snd moved aronnd languidly, tak-
ing little, if any, interest in anything.

Shortly after this was the memorable battle
of Bull Run, which, though counted as a vie-
tory for the Southern troops, desolated many a
hearth there. Margaret seemed arcused, and
scanned each paper that came eagerly. No
news cume, either of her husband or Hurold,
and her old apathetic manner returned. The
days and weeks passed uneventfully by, varied
only by the war news, now of chtory, now de-
feat.

After awhile Margaret seemed more like her
old self, and becoming interested she doncocted
many dainty dishes for the hoapital in the near-
est town, sometimes carrying them herself.—
Sho had a haunting dread of some day seeing
Harold’s face among the wounded there, which
kept her at homo.

Oue day, greatly to every one’s surprise, a
visitor arrived at “Chesterwood,” Aunt Serene
Ripley, the Colonel’s maiden aunt. Her name
‘guited her well. Sho wasa sweet, low-voiced
old lady with silvery hair, and Margareq_ was
her chief pet. The two had many leng confl-
dential talks, which greatly mystified the house-
hold. For several hours each day they were
alone together.

The long, dreary winter passed slowly ky for
the weary suldiers in their canvas tents,

Qreat waa Harold’s chagrin on finding bim-
gelf in Captain 8t. Clare’'s Company. - He tried
to overcome all peraonal feelings and act as if
naught bhad happened between them. If a
sharp rébuke was given the brunt of it was sure
to fall on Harold ; and in many little ways, as
& superior officer can, the Captain made himself
very disagreeable.

One spring evening a bag of mail {a rare oc-
currence) was being distributed, and his Com-
pany’s share was given to Harold, He passed
a bulky letter to his Captain and sauntered off.
Here and there were knots of men reading their
precious lattors from sisters, sweethearts, wives
—he only had none. His comrades respected
him and never intruded on his melancholy ;
he seemed to thém in some indefinable way, so
unlike the rest. His face was pale and worn-
looking, and the deep-brown eyes that could
look so tender never smiled.

“Congratulate me, Sergeant,” exclaimed his
Captain & moment later passing him, “‘news has
juat reached me of the arrival of a small son

+and heir.”

Harold merely naid, touching his cap, *““Ac-
cept my congratulations, sir,” and turned away»
Was it honorable, to feel as he did towards hia
officer ? He conld strike him overy time any-
thing relating to Margaret passed his lips.—
And now, wosn’t she more lost than ever?
Could she help but love the father of her child ?
Wouldn’t that little life draw them eloser to-
gother ? All this he reasoned, and to drown
his thoughts threw himself off his blanket and
tossed in unquiet sleep.

Meanwhile the news was true, Margaret's
tiny son throve well for awhile and the mother

| seemed like & new person,

One evening he seemed fretfut and feverish:
and the next morning Margaret sent for Aunt
Berene. '

#Oh, auntle, tell me what to do for my baby i
soe his little face burns and his mouth seems
parched with foven” : .

Aunt Berene saw the litsle 1ifé was faat draw.

ing to » olose, but only said, “You can do noth-

ing but moisten hia lips; perhaps as evoning
comes he'll get better.” .

As it came, however, baby’s soul drifted
heavenward, and just at sunset his great grey
eyes became unnaturally large and brilliant.
Margaret held him. *“Oh, my bright boy; ny
poor little baby,” shc moaned over and over.
Suddenly & convulsive shiver passed through
his body, thon all was quiet.

Aunt Serene gently took the little atill form
and laid it on thebed. Putting herarm around
the heart-stricken mother, she whispered goft-
ly, with her band on her babe’s head, “He is
an angel now, darling, and immeasurably hap-
pier where he is. *‘The Lord hath given, and
the Lord hath takenaway ;' say ‘Blessed be the
name of the Lord. "

“I cannot,” Margaret answered in & lows-
strained tone, “my baby is gone and I'm, oh, so
lonely.”

Her dazed look alarmed Aunt Screne, and
she summoned Old Daphne.

“You have seen her this way before ; break
up that forced calmness or she will bave brain
fever herself.”

The old womsn sung and soothed, and at last
Margaret fell asleep, crying softly.

For many days sho was too i1l to move, and
when at length she was able to bo about, it was
only the merest shadow of horself. Aunt Se-
reuo camo upon her, crying bitterly, one day,
and spoke very kindly, but decidedly (for her)
to her niece.

“Margaret, my dear, you will grow morbid ;
you are already unhappy, and your father seems
miserable. What will your husband think
when he returns ?”

A sudden impulse prompted Margaret to tell
her aunt her sorrows.

“Auntle, can you listen to a long story about
some tangied lives in this great, weary world ?’

“Certainly, dearie; maybe the telling of your
troubles will lighten them.”

Clasping her hands tightly together and clos-
ing her cyes, Margaret told how—unknown to
them all—her father was & slave to the vico
gambling; how he borrowed money, mortgagerd
all bis property, and finally forged his neigh-
bor's name to satisfy his insatiable appetite.
Then how the mortgages wero to be given back,
the forgery forgotten, her father’s nameo kept
clean before the world, and all knowledge of
these actions kept from the delicate mother by
her marriage. Upon her parting with Harolq,
Margaret touched but lightly. The old wound
was still in hcr'hcart and it nceded but a touch
to re-open it,

“Well, darling; you will forgive me, I
know, for thinking your troubles were partly
fancies,” said Aunt Serene, “now I sco my mis.
take. You havemy tenderest sympathy, dear;
and, never fear,some day it will all come right,
and you will sco that things which now seem
80 bard wore all for tho best.”

Margaret, I said, had barely mentioned Har-
old’s name, but Aunt Screne had seon thom to-
gether many times and guessed their socret,
Thoroughly understanding her niece's nature,
she was well aware how she suffered. *Poor
little one, my bheart bleeds for ber,” sho
thought.

Long-lost memories of her far-away youth
cameo. thronging over her, and ber short, happy
lovo-dream, with its sad ending, made her feel-
ings toward Murgaret very tender.

The news about her nephew, Margaret's
father, scarcely surprised her., She had known
of his gambling propensity for some time ; in-
deed, had advanced certain sums of money to
him,

Meantime, the war raged fiercely. No news
came to “Chesterwood” of either of its soldiers.

One warm day in October Margaret had just
returned from her baby’s grave. A small mar-
ble shaft marked the spot in a shady nook of
tho village churchyard. The simple inscrip-
tion *'Chester St. Clare,aged 3 months,” showed
the passer-by whose it was, She entered the
shaded hall and passed the library-door, when,
remembering a book her aunt bad expressed a
desire to see, stepped in to get it. As the door
swung to hor eyes fell on a figure beforo ber.
“Who is it ?” sheasked. Receiving noanswer,
sho came nearer and saw. “O, Harold ; is it
you ?” she exclaimed, with dilated eyes. The
dear, well-known voice answered, "Yecs, Mar-
garct; I have come back. I won't trouble you
long, dear.”

He rose with difficulty, and camo to where
sho leaned against a book-case, white and
trembling.

“I'm & uscless feilow, now, Queenie, see ;"
and he held up his right sleove—empty. A
long, dark scar on his temple, and a slight
lameness in his foot proved ho had been zeal-
ous in his country’s service.

Margaret’s past life, her marriage, and all
that had transpired since their separation,
faded from her mind like a bitter drcam as she
looked into the idolized face before her. It
was 80 pale and wan that she could only sob
softly, and as the voico thut was to her the
swcetest music on earth told the surgeons had
given him his final discharge, as he could never
servoe again, she cried out pitifully and fainted.

He&ring the agonized cry, Aunt Serene came
awiftly to her, and almost fainted herself upon
finding Harold bending over Margaret's pros-
trate form.

Ringing for a servant, she sent him to his
room, aud, rousing her niece, took her up-stairs
to bed. ‘Leaving Daphne installed there, she
hastened to Harold.

Col. Chester and his wife had driven to Capt.
St. Clavro’s place, so she was alone. Toand
from the two chambers she wont. In a short
time the physician she had summoned arrived.
Ho locked very gravo after examining Harold.

“I must tell you, madam, there is very little,
if any, hope. He is atill quite weak, and this
exposure and excitement is already telling on
him, and Iam afraid I cangive you ne en-
couragement.

By Margaret’s bedside he shook his head da-
biously. “Mrs. 8t. Clare’s condition has long
puzzled me. She seems to be mentally affected,
nnd bas lost all interest in everything since
her child’s death. Tell me, madam, you know
I am an old family friend, and have often been
puzzled Lo know what separated these two,
who are now both here, and ill. Has Mrs. St.
Clare’s trouble anything to do with Mr, Sey-
mour? Heseems to have no desire to rally,
either. I only ask in the Interest of my pa-
tients.”

“Yos ; doctor, I think it has. They once
loved very dearly, but were separatod throngh
the force of oruel circumstances. She bas
never seemed the same since.”

“Thank you,"” he replied. “When she is able,
lot them b® together, it cannot be for long, as
his days, poor fellow, are almost numbered, I
fear, and we may as well let them pass in peace
and happiness.”

Col. and Mrs. Chester were deeply grieved
when they returned and found this sad state of
affairs. They did all they could to make Har-
old comfortable, but, alas ! could not give him
back his ruined hopes and wasted life,

Col. Chester was stricken with remorse when
he saw his daughter’s pitiable condition. She
lay with wan face and closed eyes. Her lips
moved only to call “Harold” in low, heart-
broken tones, After a wesk she was almost »
shadow, but had regained conscionsness and
oould be carried in their army to a lounge like
achild. At Inat she was taken to ses Harold,
Neither spoke. Harold's eyes filled with tears

*

snd he furned his face away. Their hands
met and she loocked down on him with infinite
tenderness and pity. She was past crying now,
They said but little, as both wers too weak.
Only that mute clasping of hands showed how
full their hearts were. They seemed to forget
their surroundings, all that had gone before—
everything, save they were together; but for
how long, ah! that was the question each
askod their own heart,

It was plain to be seen Harold wason the
eve of his long journey, and Margaret knew
that life now to her, with or without him,
would be but a heavy burden.

She grew paler and thinuner as he sank, and
& shudder would pass over her as he sometimes
whispered, “Queenie, we are still together, dar-
ling, thank God !”

One early morn, just before dawn, Aunt Se-
rene, who watched by the sick man, roused
Margaret. “I promised to waken you if there
was any change, and there is a great one. Be
brave now, darling,” she whispered, looking
uneasily into her niece’'s white face.

She went to call the rest of the family, while
Margaret entered the room softly and knelt by
Harold’s side. He stretched out his hsnd to
show he knew her, but his brown eyes glittered
strungely and bis voice was very weak.

“Margaret, I am dying. Kiss me once, dar-
ling, I have never asked you before, but now it
won't matter.. He surely wouldn’t grudge me
one carees before we say ‘good-bye.’ Don't for-
get your promise, Queenie, to be mine once
more when we meset agaln.”

She kissed him again and again, then clasped
his wasted hand and bowed her anguished face
upon it.

Her aunt and father and mother tip-toed
goftly in, followed by several of the old famil-
iar servants weeping bitterly. “Massa” Harold
had been dearly loved by them all. She did
not move,though she knew they were all there,
A strange, numb feeling seemed creeping over
her, and the band she held was growing, oh!
80 cold.

Suddenly she heard her aunt's low, clear
tone, and, raising her head, saw the kneeling
figure with face bowed ; then she hesard the
prayer, though the words sounded far away.

“Oh! God in Heaven! in Thy hauds are the
issues of life and death, Teach us in all hum-
bleness to say, ‘Thy will be done.” Do with
our loved ones as scemeth best to Thee, but,
oh! Father’’ (here her voice quivered so as to
becore almost inaudible, and Margaret could
no longer hear her,) “if it be Thy will, space
them to us yet a while longer.”

The first faint streaks of dawn were strug-
gling through the half-open blinds, and the
night-lamp, which was still lit, flickered faintly
once or twice, and then went out. The room
seamed enveloped in a strange, weird light,
and all was still, save the half-hushed sobs of
the faithful servants,

Harold’s eyes opened and looked tenderly at
the bowed form beside him. His lips shaped
the word ‘'Margaret,”” but no strength was
given him to utter it. He wearily closed his
eyes, aud Aunt Serenc saw that ho had en-
tered the *“Valley of the Shadow.”” Stepping
close she stooped and gently raised Margaret.
Her head fell forward and Aunt Serenesaw her
drcad fear had become & reality. Laying her
beside the dead soldier, she turned and simply
said, “They have gone home together.”

Col. Chester gave a deep groan and turned
away. The servants were awed into silence by
her solemn words and the awful truth they
presented,

With her arm around the weeping mother
she srid, in tremulous tones, “My7 dear onees, let
us still our grief in knowing how happy they
are together,” Then, clasping Margaret and
Harold’s marble hand’s together, she mur-
mured : ‘“‘Oh, God! we thank Thee; they
were lovely and peaceful in their lives, and in
death they were not divided.”

Gussiz D. Hooxk.

Avaust 23d, 1889, ‘
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A MAN WITH NO HEART,

Strauge Hallucination of Victer Jeurnet,
Soldier.

“Come with me,” said Dr. Samuel Tevis, the
fusane expert, “and I will show you an inter-
esting case, as well as & very sad one.”

In the mad celi a man about 32 years of age
was pacing distractedly up and down the floor,
muttering to himself. He was well built and
possessed of regular and handsome foatures:
but with a vecant and expressionless counte-
pance.

“How do you feel ?"’ asked Dr. Tevis.

“Bad enough, bad enough,” muttered the
restiess fgure, as ho paused in his tireless walk

for & moment.

“What is your trouble, my friend ?”

“Trouble? Trouble? Wby, my life is all
trouble. Nothing but trouble. When I am
awake my life isa sea of troubled thought.
When I sleep, my sleep is an ocean of troubled
dreams.

“Dreams? Ayc, what dreams do come to
me,” and the poor fellow shivered as if & cold
stream of water had glided down his back .

“Dream, dream, dream, I dream that I am
once more a little boy, that my father holds me
by the hand, and that I hear my sisters’ and
brothers’ voices shouting to me in peal after
peal of joy. I hear my mother’s voios, and she
says: '‘“Victor, my boy, came, let me sing you
to sleep.’ Oh, God! I stretch out my hands and
the vision departs, Oh, God ! Ob, God I and
the voice broke down completely, while sob

after sob shook the man.
“Ha! ba! ha!” he suddenly laughed out,

discordantly. “Doyou wonder that I am crasy,

sir?

“Why, I stretch out my hand to grasp these
figures of my childhood's home in la belle
France and & huge board comes between me
and them. Iturn back and the board is on
the opposite side. Turn as I will the board is
there, which, even in my dreams, keep me
from them. No, no, I can never see themagain
—they are dead, dead, dead !

“But I tronble you, doctor.” -

“Not st all,” sald the dootor. “Bué what is
the matter with your heart?”

The prisoner's expression changed. *“Heart ?
Why I have no heart. I lostit. Dr. Munn on
Angel island asked me for it and I mid ‘Cer-
tain]y,” and he pulled it out. Why, feel here
and you will see it does not beat.”

“That's & fact; it doesn't beat.”

“You are right, doctor, my heart hasa’t beat
for three weeks. You know my history? No?
Woell, it is this. I was arrested and oconflned
in an immense citadel in Auatrislis by the
Chinese, who were commanded by Juliug Ceear
about three weeks ago. A number of beanti-
ful American women heard of the case, inter-
eated themselves in me, and Secrelary Blaine
ront a fleet down to have me ht back. I
was recaptured, carried to Angel lsland, gave
my heart to Dr. Munn, and now I present the
:on%orful spectacle of a man living withous &

eart.

“I was in the fort two weeks, and did nos
eat & mouthful during that time, and—"

The wild promptings of the disdrdered brain
ceased, Viotor Journet stared into she doetor's
face & moment, his eyes fell again as he started
on his mad pace upand down the cell, mabtser-
ing as he walked:

army in Colons! Shafter's division, stasiogad st
Angel Island. Histerm expired a shost time
and as he was not re-snimsed he wandéred
to himeelf. Baeing out off from his old ss-
ml dlioni: angpoh.:d nothing to aotu| li'l;
mind it fssu $ Wmewery -
a rush to bygoue days, apen whish he dooded
to such an extens thas he hecame iassne. He
was sent to Stockton,




