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‘hS;) ‘
Mary ™ :

“Of course, - Did you sgppose I would
not, auntic P

Muys. Morgan put down her sewing, and
turned her eyes towards the window with
& deep sigh.

“Well, yes,” she replied, thoughtfully.
“I can’t say but 1 did; yes, I'tn sorry for
it.”
' Mary glanced up from her embroidery
with & deepening fnsh in her chesgks,
and » guick tlash in her blue eyes.

“Why, auntie?”’ she said haif indignant-

v’ou’ve s.ccepted Dick Denison,

ly. . ,
Mrs. Morgan considered a moment be-
fore she replied; and then her lips trembl-
ed, and her kind eyes filled with tems.

“One reason is, I'm unwiliing to give
you up, child. You've been very dear to
me throagh all the long y.-ars we have
been together, and I shall misy you sad-
lv; but I'm not seltish enouzih to think
only of iny own happiness—my fears are
for you, Mary. D'm in doubt wheather
Dick Denison will make ycu hapny.”

Mary's teats had gushed out freely at
her auat’s tirst words; but they diied on
the instant at this implied doubt of her
lover. and she interpused eagerly,

“What fault do you find in him aunt?

He's tempervate, and industrious, and
good-hearted.”

“But he’s jealous, Mary!”

The girl blushed, and dropped her

eyes for amoment in evident confusion;
then she said, with an effort:

““But he'll get over that; he won’t be
jealous after—after——"

““After you are married you mean?”’
added her aunt, kindly. *“L don’t krow
about that child; marriage doesn’t change
a man’s nature—and Dick Denison is
very jealous and exacting. I've noticed
it eveh since he's been visiting here; but
more particnlarly last night. He was on
thorns while you were singinz for young
Lathrop, and hadn’t self-possession
ennugh to conceal his feelings.”

Mary smiled, glancing down at the
diamond betrothal ring that encircled her
finger.

“Well,” she continued, ‘It is done
past recall now; and I believe Um hali
glad that Dick loves me well enough to
be jealous. You know I like to be loved
a great deal, auntic!”

‘“Yes; and I know youdeserveto be; but
calm, reasonable affection, the ‘perfectlove
that casteth out fear,” is becter than hot-
headed jealousy, Mary. But asyou say
it is done past recail now; and I won’t
cloud your first sunshine by my misgiv-
ings. Dick’s agood fellow and loves you
with his whole soul, and I trust you will

nake each other very happy. But just
are, my dear, allow me to give you a
tmrd of advice, and then we’ll drop the
mbject forever. Knowing your hus-
1;111(1’:; one failing, as you do, never trifie
{ ity be discreet, prudish even, rather
suse his suspicions. Above all
awrence Lathrop.  Indeed, 1

ivice you to cut his acquaintance

- flushed a little, and bridled her
neck, showing plainly enough that
ne metal was there; but the moment
she answered meekly:
! mind what you say, anntie. As
throp, he andg parted for good last
; and now X nieax to do my best to
Dick happy. ‘1 promised him as
st aight when he put this ring on
er—and 111 keep my word. A
ring, isn't it, auntie?’ she addq,d',
;up the flushing dimfidnd with
ride; “‘there wasonly anot one

et
“‘u the —angd -~ old Squilix Dar-
soughé 1t Tor Wecrie.  [his costt Dick
\

. pretty sum, I know.” : &
*““Yes, more than he can afford to éx-

pend for such a trifie,” replied Mrs. Mor-

gan, gravely. He would have been wiser
if he had bought a plain ring, and savgd
his money to set up Fousekeeping with.”

“Yes, I know; but he said he meant to
be extravagant for that one time,” broke
in the girl, eagerly; ‘and he did it to
please me, because he knows I love beau-
tiful things so. Don’t blame him, auntie.”

“Oh! I've no thought of blaming him;
and if I had it would be all the same to
you,”’ laughed her aunt, as she arose and
left the room.

Mary bent her lips, and kissed the
great, lustrous diamond; and then went
on busily with her embroidery. She had
need of it in a few months— for just be-
mar-

. . - . .
ried; and went to housekeeping as cozily
ani happily as a pair of robins in a little
vine-wreathed cottage, on the suburbs of
the city.

For twelve months their happiness was
perfect. Dick was a model of all hus-
bands, and Mary a pattern for all wives;
and the baby—for, of course, so complete
a household was not without its baby—
was just the sweetest, rosiest, dearest
little cherub that ever gladdened a
mother’s heart. Dick was content to his
heart’s core, yet his old failing was strong
within him. His wife saw it, when they
went out spending evenings together, and
her fresh beauty chanced to call forth
some little admiration; but it caused her
no trouble, on the contrary she liked to
see the great fellow sit glooming on her,
with his fierce brows lowered, and an ex-
pression in his face which said as plain as
words, “‘that handsome little woman’s
my wife, let any man look at her if he
dares.”

_This self-made woman, being as dis-
creet as she was handsome, managed her
cards so skillfully, and conducted herself
with such marked delicacy, that her jeal-
ous lord had never been able to find a
solitary flaw in her character; and a
twelve-month went by and the honey-
was not on the wane. ‘

Anotl er of Dick’s peculiar characteris-
tics was love of dress and display. It
.was this weakness, or whatever we may
term it, that led him to purchase the dia-
“mond betrothal ring; and which, on more
occasions than one, had left him a light
purse, and an uneasy conseiousness of
having committed an unpardonable folly.
In this respect his wife was just the op-
posite; although her love of beauty
aind completeness amounted to a passion,
she never suffered it to lead her out of
the path laid down by prudenge and eco-
_Lhomy. ‘

“No, Dick, no; I don’t need a new
silk this season,” she urged, as they were
overlooking their wardrobe one fine
spring afternoon; *‘I shall have this laven-
der silk turned, you see; and my black
one’s as good as new. 1 don’t need one,
really; we must be economical now, you
know, since we've got baby to provide
for o

‘“Ay, ay, wife; if you're content, 1 am,”
sighed Dick, strolling from the room, and
down the street.

- Buv his face belied his words—he was

| 1t mean?
| a restless pain at his heart.

not content; at every step he was think-
ing of the pretty hat, with its long, droop-
ing plumes, he had bought for Mary,
and how shabby her old silk would look
beneath it; and grambling in his heart
becanse of his poverty.  Preseatly he
was passing Stewart’s window, and chan-
cing to glanee in, a very marvel of loveli-
ness caught his eye—a silk, blue as the
bosom of o May sky, and lustrous as
light itself. He fancied Mary wearing it,
with her curls down, and her blue eyes
all aglow, and his heart fairiy stood still.
He stepped in, and the oMliging clark had
it before him in an instant.

““Just see, sir, it will stand alone; and
such a color— only one more in the mar-
ket like it, and that went off today.
Shall I fold it up, siz?”

“But the price:” faltered Dick; “‘what
of that?”’

“Oh, a mere triflel Omnly a
and fifty, trimmings and all.””
| Dick’s eves dilated, but he was not the
man to back out of & thing when once in;
so he bought the silk, and went howe
without a doilar in his pocket. Mary un-
folded it with eager haands, and when she
caught sight of its beaming luster, she
screamed, ana laughed, and clapped her
Lkands like a child; and then fell to kis-
sing and hugging her husband till the
great, silly fellow was ready to ery for
joy. But the instant his back was turn-
ed her face sopered.

“Oh!” she burst out, *‘poor, good
Dick; what does make him so foolish? I
shan't wear it half a dozen times this sea-
son, as little as 1 go out'-and to think
of the mohey, oh, dear! We shall be
ruined, unless I can devise some plaf of
retrenchment;. here's nurse's hire, and
the coal-bili-——hoth due, and not a cent.
Oh, dear!” }

Baut the dress was made up, and trim-
med very elaborately, in obedience to
Dick’s fancy; and on the coming Sabbath
evening Mary was to wear it to church.
On Tuesday afternoon Dick sat at the
open window of his room in the City
Bank, in which he and Lawrence Lath-
rop were brother clerks. It was warm
and sunny-—the air sweet with the odor
of roses and lilies; and leaning on his el-
bow, with the slanting sun-rays falling
{ round his head, the young husband fell
‘into a dream of the past, and the happy
days of his courtship. Then his eyes
grew soft and almost tearful, as his
thoughts came back to the busy, happy,
little wife and cooing babe that awaited
him at home. He glanced up quickly at
the western sun, impatient for his re-
lease; and just theu a figure passing be-
low attracted his attention. He started,
looked more closely, and then flushed to
his temples. DMary's tigure—Mary’s new
hat with its sweeping plumes, and Mary’s
blus silk dress. He recognized the very
trimming on the skirt; and he could have
sworn to the golden hue and graceful
droop of her waterfall. But .what was
Mary out for, and in her new frock, too?
She had said she wouldn’t wear it until
he could accompany her. He felt hurt
that she had forgotten her promise. But
at that moment she came opposite the
bank and paused. Sheimeant to call for
him-—that was why she had worn the
new dress.
ed down to join her; but :t the door he
found young Lathrop ahead of him. His
first impulse was to rush past him and
overtake his wife, who had started on
again at a loitering pace; but a second
thought struck him, and that thought
was a suspicion,”born of an old, jealous
wound that had once rankled in his
heart. He drew back in the shadow of
the open door and watched them. - He
saw his wife thove on for a square or two,

Lunadred

| then pause again; and then Lathrop hast-

ened on, joined her, and the two passed
from his sight. What in God’s name did
He went back to Nis desk with
We will do
‘him the justice to say that he suspected
no ill; but he was puzzled beyond endur-
ance. What right had his wifeto be
walking with this man—her old admirer
and suitor? An hour or so went by, and
then Lathrop retursaed. Dick rose up
from his blotted book and confronted him
as he passed through the hall.

“Will you tell me what your business
was with the lady you joined a few
moments ago?”’ he asked, in a civil but
constrained voice.

The young man eyed him for an in-
stant in cool amazement, which gave way
to a flush of passion.

“I’ll teach you how to meddle into that
which don’t concern you if you don’t
stand out of my way,” he replied, hotly,
as he passed on to his dwn room.

Dick snatched up his hat and made a
rush for home. On the very threshold
he changed his mind, and determined, in-
stead of being frank and honest with his
wife, to say nothing of what had happen-
ed, but to wait and watch for rvesults.
She met him in the passage, flushed and
breathless, as if from a walk; but she put
out both her hands to welcome him as
usual, and beld up her lips for his kiss,
He took her hands, but did not kiss her.

“You look tired, Mary,” he said, care-
lessly. ‘‘Have you been out?’

.“*Only a little way,” she replied evasi-
vely, “‘but don't stand here—come in and
see baby.”

He held her hands, looking straight in-
to her eyes.

“First, Mary, tell
been,” he said, sternly.

She flushed pzinfully, and her lips be-
gan to quiver.

“Don’t ask me now, Dick,” she im-
portuned; ‘‘youshall know all soon—only
truast me a hittle.”

He dropped her hands, and turned
from her with a cold, hard face.

“You're a fool for you're pains, sir!”
screamed a poll-parrot, from its cage
near by——giving expression to a phrase
that some person had taught it.

Mary went into her own room, and,
catching up her baby, buvst into tears.

““What can be the matter with Dick?”
she sobbed; “‘I never saw him look so be-
fore. 1 musttell him everything, I sup-
pose—and then he’ll put an end to it all.
Oh, dear! it is too bad.”

At supper, when Mary n.et her hus-
band again, she wore her brightest smile,
and strove by all her arts to amuse and
please him. But he was gloomy and
silent—pleaded a headache—went to bed
early, and left the following morning
withcut bidding her good by. Mary was
deeply hurt, and her pride was touched
besides.

Wednesday afternoon came, and Dick
Denison, scarcely looking like himself—
so deeply had the suspicions of a single
night told on him—took a seat by the
window, and set himself to watch for the
blue silk dress; not much ecpecting that
it would appear, however. They would-
n’t have the audacity to meet again so
soon, he said. But in course of a few

me where you've

moments he saw Lathrop go out; and,
yielding to an impulse wholly unworthy

He started up, and hasten- !

-
of his manhood, he stole down and fol-
lowed him.

Only a few squares, and on the corner
of a quiet street, there was the wveritable
blue silk dress, the plumed hat, and gold-
en waterfall. The sight seemed to turn
his very brain to fire; and he rushed aft-
er them like a madman. But striking in-
to soie by-street, they elnded him; and
an hour after he returnsd to the bank,
dripping with verspiration, and half be-
side himself with baffled rage. In the
hall adjoining Lis 1oom, he encounterved
Lathrop. :

“Stop, sir!” he exclaimed, in a voice
of thunder, seizine him by the arm.

The young man faced him with a lock
of gepuine alarm; he had begun to be-
lieve that Dick Denison had in truth gone
mad.

“For God’s sake, Denison,”
what has possessed you?”

But DPenison did not bheed him; his
eyes, wide and wild with horror, were
tixed upon a ring that glittered on Lath-
rop's finger. Releasing his arm, he
grasped his hand with a grip like steel.

“What's this?”’ he gasped; bhis face
white and haggard, “‘my wife’s ring—1'd
swear to it amongst a thousand—and on

' Your life shall pay for

ke began,

your hand, sir.
this insult; your life—do you hear?”
Lathrop, fully believing himself in the

hands of a man bereft of reason,
suppressed the angry retort that

rose to his lips; and wrenching his hand
free, beat a precipitate retrea* to his own
room, closing and locking the door after
him.  Poor Dick fairly. foamed with
rage.

“You sneaking, cowardly villain!” he
snouted, “T'll make you pay for this.”

Then seizing his hat, he rushed down
to the street, aud toward his own cot-
tage. His wife met him at the doorway,
in her prettiest dress, her face all smiles
and good humor. She had wisely deter-
mined to bear him no malice for his un-
manly moroseness the evering before;
but her first glance at his face made her
quake with tervor.

“‘Ob, Dick!” she cried, clasping him in
her arms, ‘“‘what has happened—what’s
vhe matter?”’

He threw her from him with a suppres-
sed oath; and then his passicn found vent
in a terrible outburst of accusations and
reproaches. She heard them all, stand-
ing before him as white and still as
sculptured marble. When he had finish-
ed, she said, quietly, but with a steel-
like gleam in her blue eyes:

““And you believe all this, Richard
Denison?”

“Yes, and more,” was the savage re-
tert.

. “Very well; T shall not trouble my-
self to change your opinion.” :

She was turning from him; but he
seized her hand, and drew her back.

“You dare not even deny it,” he went
on, his voice hoarse with mad rage.
“You turn from me without a word of ex-
planation.  Great God! that I should
come to this—to call a woman my wife
who does not scruple to take her betroth-
al ring from her finger and bestow it on
ancther man!”

““"Tig false, sir, and you know it,” his
wife replied, startled out of her lady-like
calmness. %

“Prove it so, and I'll acknowledge mny-
self a fool and a liar,” he cried, imdetu-
ously. “‘The ring is gone from your fin-
ger—where is it? Preduce it, and«P'm
satistied.”

A quick flush rose to Mary’s cheek, and
she darted past him and into her own
chamber; but returned a moment or o
after with a white, affrichtened face.

“I did put it there, Dick,” she said,
forgetting everything else but the loss of
the ring; ‘‘but it is gone—I can’t find it
nowhere.”

He laughed in her face, a bitter, taunt-
ing laugh.

*‘I thought as much. Didn’t T see it
on his finger, with my own eyes? Don’t
try to deceive me—your game’s up. I'm
your dupe no longer. Get out of my
sight; I hope never to look upon your
false face again. I have loved you well,
but my hate is stronger than my love.
Away! out of my sight, before 1 forget
you are a woman and I a man.”

Mary obeyed him without a word; and
fifteen minutes afterwards she was on her
way to her aunt’s, with her babe clasped
convulsively to her bosom. Dick Den-
{ ison went into his own room, and took
~down his silver-mounted revolver, and
| after examining it carefully, to assure
himself that it was in good shooting trim,
he left his desolate home, and bent his
steps in the direction of Lawrence Lath-
rop’s lodgings. His face had a strange
wild lsok, and his eyes wore the baleful
glare of sheet lightning. But Mr. Lath-
rop was not at home, the porter said; he
took the evening train for Boston. Dick
ground his teeth with angry disappoint-
ment.

Then he went into a restaurant and

calling for half a pint of brandy,
swallowed it at a single draught;
after  which 'he soon forgot all his

troubles in a drunken sleep. The morn-
ing found him weakand pale,with a ter-
rible misery in his head, but feeling grim-
ly resolute. He would never take back
his wife; and as soon as he had settled
accounts with Lathrop, he was off to the
continent. Accordingly, he wrote an ad-
vertisement for the sale of all his proper-
ty at auction, and having deposited it
with the daily paper, he spent the re-
mainder of the day hanging around  the
bank, in hopes that Lathrop might re-
turn. - But he did not; and the evening
closed in cold and rainy. Guided more
by the force of habit than anything else,
the miserable man sought his own home;
but he found it dark and desolate. No
pleasant lights, no loving face to welcome
him. He entered his wife s room with a
heavy step. There stood the baby’s crib
and biary’s work-basket and her slippers
pushed beneath a chair—a thousand little
things called up her image before him.
For the first he felt the true sense of all
he had lost; and throwing himself into a
chair, strong man as he was, he shook and

sobbed like g very child.

“You're a fool for your pains, sir!”
screamed the parrot from his cage.

“I know T am,” poor Dick responded;
“but I can’t help it.”

Then remembering that the bird was
his wife’s, and a great pet, his heart be-
ing softened, he took pity on it.

“You're hungry, no doubt, poor fel-
low!” he said; and making his way to the
ful of crackers.

““Here, poor poll)” he said, “I'll feed
you for your mistre ss’ sake, though she’s
broke my heart.”

The bird pecked at his hand voracious-
ly, and something dislodged from the
wires of the cage fell to his feet with a
sharp tingle. He stooped and picked it
up, and a hot ﬂl.{sh of shame burned to

| his very finger-tips.

pantry, he succeeded in finding a hand-

It was the diamond
betrothal ring—the self-same one he had
accused his wife of giving to young Lath-
rop. He stood like one hewildered, hold-
ing the gleaming thing in his hand, and
at the same instant there came an impa-
tient ring at the door. He tottered out,
and stood face to face with Lawrence La-
chrop.

“I believed you to he a madman yester-
day, Dick Denison,” he began; ‘I know
you to be somethiug worse to day. I am
here, at your wite's request, to maks an
explanation, sorely emough  against my
will, sir. I was summoned to her aunt's
home immediately on my retura to-night,
and from her own lins I heavd*of the in-
famous charges you had brought agninst
her.

““The lady who met me at the door of
the City Bank, on Tuesday and Wednes-
day afterncons was Ddliss Carrie Darwin.
She chanced to wear a silk dress, bought
ab Stewart’s, from the same patiern as
your wife'sy she also owns a diamond ring,
the counterpart of yoour wife's. She and
myself—DMiss Darwin, I mean—are be-
trothed, and have exchanged rings. I
still wear hers upon my finger—do you
see!’

“Yes, yes, I see,” gasped poor Dick.

“Then, sir, one thing more, and I'm
done.  Your wife—a true, tender woman,
vorthy ofabetterhusband-had been out, as
you perceived, on one of those afternoons;
but she hesitated about teiling you where.
Hear the reason.  She had been giving
nausic lessons secvetly, for a weel or so,
to help you along, as she rsaid, beecause
yvou had expended so much for that fatal
blue dress; but she feared to let you know,
lest you should object to it. Now, sir,
you are satistied—are you convinced that
you are not a man, but a fool and brute?’

“Yes, I'm convinced,” the poor fellow

replied, erecping back to the desolate sit-
ting roomn.
- The rain beat against the windows,
and the wind whistled inournfully; and
the pain at his heart became intolerable,
as he sat there, pondering over the bitter
work of his own folly. She would never
come back to him again, and from hence-
forth life would a curse.

The best thing he could do would be to
take the rvevolver, with which he had in-
tended to shoot young Lathrop, and blow
his own brains out.

But he must see her first, and beg her to
forgive him, that very night, no matter
how bitterly she reproached him. He
was starting to his feet, but the opening
of anouter door arrested him; and the
next instant a tremulous han1 touched
his shoulder. He looked up. There she
stood at his side, with her babe in her
arms.
~ “Dick,” she said, her eyes filling with
tears, ‘‘I've come back to you again.”

He went down on his knees at her feet.

“I've found the ring,mary,” he gasped,
holding it up.

“Oh! where?! How did you find it?”
snatching it from him, with a° glad ery.

“In tne parrot’s cage—he must have
stolen it; but mary, can you ever forgive
me?”’

She kissed the ring, and put it on her
finger.

‘“Yes, that was the .way,” she said.
“Poll was out that day, and roamed all
over the house—she stole it _from the
window where 1 laid it.”

“Bat, mary” urged poor Dick, still on
his knees‘f ‘you haven’t answered me yet.
I've been a fool—can you ever forgive
me?”’

“Yes, Dick,” she replied, at last, drop-
ping a soft kiss on his brow. *‘I shouldn’t
have come back if T hadn’t meant to " do
that. Come, get up now, and take baby;
and don’t you ever doubt again.”

Dick obeyed very meekly; and all the
while the wicked parrot screamed mal-
1ciously:

“You're a fool for your pains, sir!”

The Modern Farmer.

Most young men in choosing a life
business would rather select an occupa-
tion which reguires only a little physical
effort. That is one reason why young
men from the country overcrowd the
cities. For a clerkship which enables
them to wear fine clothes and sece the
glare of city life they leave a good home
and more comforts than they can positi-
vely compass by the meagre sal-
ary for which they work, provided, al-
ways, that they are so fortunate as to se-
cure a situation.

On looking at the variety and perfec-
tion of life-saving farm machinery it
seems to me only about half needs to be
done by hard hand labor which was neces-
sary 25 or (30 years ago. To a person
who can appreciate and therefore value
and admire the various plows, harrows,
potato diggers, threshing machines, with
a band-cutter and feeding attachment, or
a fanning mill, which separates oats from
spring wheat; a self-binding reaper, a
straw-stacker, a hay tedder, a hay loader
and pitcher, and the thousand and one
labor-saving machines; including corn
planters and corn cultivators, seeders of
all sorts for wheat. oats, grass and flax-
seeds, etc , it would that but little hard
work was left to be done by hand. Old
men from other walks of life on seeing all
these implements are heard to exclaim:
““Oh! that I were a young man now, with
30 or 100 acres of land; how I would like
to farm it! T tell you my tools would
not rot out in the fields where last used;
my granary and cri™s should show even
last year’s grains and corn; my barns and
stacks should burst out with hay, fodder
and comfort for my family and live stock.
The best 1 raised would not be too good
for us.”—St. Louis Republic.

A Weman's Way.

‘‘Marie,” he cried in desperation, “I
shall waitnolonger! Either you mustcon-
sent to become my wife or end this farce
Your repeated del% are killing me.”

‘“Very well, Hubert,” she answersd,
calmly, *‘it you takethat ground, ther: is
but one alternative for me.”

She drew off the diamond ring which
sparkled on her finger and handed it to
him.

He tookit sadly and bitterly exclaimed:
“Oh, false, cruel girl, to thus lessly
trample upon a heart whose evary throb is
for you alone? For this baubk: T have no
further use. Let it perish, as 1 hope may

also the love of which it wag an emblem ™

His hand was raised to throw the ring
into the grate, but shegrasped it quickly.
“I merely wished to say, Hubert, that
I would like you to have the wedding ring

“made just a trifle smaller than this.”

She—*“‘George?’

He—‘‘Yes, dearest?”’

She— ‘It is just 10/0’clock and as papa
says you must not stay longer than 12
don’t you think it is about time to begin
saying good night?”—%Up-to-date.
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