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LITERATURE. 
- CASTLES IN THE AIR. 

Dreaming in a sunlit garden, 3 
Flow’rs around both fresh and fair, 

Lost in visions of the future, 
Building castles in the air— 

Roses bloom in beauty near me, 
What on earth more fair than they ? 

And what sweeter than to loiter 
"Mid their scents this summer day ? 
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Dreaming in a sunlit garden, 
Where each fairest blossom blows, 

Watching bees in gayly roving 
From the lily to the rose— 

Musing here, amid Life’s beauties, 
Free from ev'ry breath of care, 

Here I weave my tender fancies, 
Building castles in the air. 

Oft these visions end in nothing, 
. Fade away with things that were, 
Yet we love to linger sometimes 

In our castles built of air ! 
Flow'rs will fade and joys will vanish, | 

Life itself must pass away, 
Ah! then, let each heart, in pity, 
Build its castles while it may. 
  

MY BIRTHDAY. 

We, Mother Raynor, Jack and I, were sit- 
ting in our little sitting-room, our best room, 
but not parlor, for mother would never call the 
little box of a room by so dignified a title, and 
for the hundredth time they were telling me 
what they knew of my life, 

*“You see, Birdie,” said mother, as I had al- 
ways called her, ‘it was a stormy night and 

Jack had been detained at the store—he was 
cash boy at Cotten & Co.'s then—but just as he 
‘was ruuning up the steps about seven o’clock he 

met a woman hurrying down them. She brushed 

by without speaking, and he, when he reached 

the door, almost stumbled over a basket where 
you lay all snuggled up in warm flannels. Ah, 
but you were a very nice baby, my dear,” 

¢ Pity my mother hadn’t thought so ** 
castically observed. 

¢ Undoubtedly you would have fared better 

than in our humble home,’ said Jack, grimly. 

¢ Why, Jack, you don’t think I meant that, 
do you, dear !' I hastily asked, ‘It made me 
feel badly to think my owr flesh and blood 
would abandon me and trust me with strangers, 
that’s all.’ 

‘That was sevent-en years ago to-morrow 

night,” meditated mother, unheeding our con- 
versation. 

‘Yes,’ I chimed in, anxious to clear the cloud 
from Jack’s forehead ; ‘and you have always 

called it my birthday, and have always made 
the day so pleasant for me, too. Let me see,’ I 
rattled on ; ‘you thought I must have been 

about a year old, and so I am eighteen to-mor- 
row. Have you made my birthday cake yet, 

mother ? 

‘Yes, indeed. . And that reminds me I must 
go out and see to the frosting of it, to-night. No, 
you stay right here. Watch her, Jack, for she’s 
not to see the cake until to-morrow.’ 

I retreated before her laughing command, and 
seeing how sour Jack still looked, T determin 

ed to do my best to make him behave like his 
own ‘old self again. Perching myself on the arm 

of hig chair I leaned over, trying to catch his 

RAL PU RATE Corl art A 
‘ Cross, dear ?’ I asked, very sweetly. a 
¢ No,’ he replied, in a tone that 

decidedly so ; let me alone,” = + 
But T was not to be rebuffed. Slipping my 
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“arms around his neck I drew his f 

toward mine. ‘ 

‘ You're sorry you didn’t send me to the 

Foundlings’ Home, aren’t you? It’a enough to 
make any one cross to think how he has been 

troubled for seventeen years just because he was 

so soft-hearted over a miserable little baby 

whose own people didn’t care about keeping it. 

Are you sorrv, Jack ? 
‘Are you, Bird ? 
He suddenly straightened up, a look in his 

dark eyes I had never noticed there before. 

‘What have I to be sorry for? [I asked. 

“Was I not thrown into the hands of the dear- 

est, kindest mother and brother a girl ever had? 

“Yes, dear—that is, we've always meant 

kindness ; but still I am not your brother.’ 

¢T know it, but I love you just as well,’ I be- 

gan, but some way under the steady look of 

Jack’s beautiful eyes I could not go on with my 

usual protestations of affection, as T had always 

been in the habit of doing, and I drew my arm 

away from about his neck. 

‘But I don’t want you to Bird,’ he said slow- 

i ly ; and then he went on eagerly, ‘ My darling, 
I want you to love me just as well as I do you. 

I want you for my very own, for my wife, 

Bird.’ 
Clasping me close in his strong arms he told 

me how happy I could make him by saying that 

IJoved him. And so strongly did he argue his 

case that some way I wes completely won over 
to his way of thinking, and before the birthday 

cake was frosted Jack and I were engaged. 

ve accepted Jack as a birthday gift 

whispered to mother as I ran out. 
A radiant look of surprised joy fairly illumined 

her dear, old face as she comprehended the 

meaning of my remark. 

“It has been the wish of my life,” she whisper- 

od kissing me softly. ‘Be ready for other birth- 

day gifts to-morrow,’ she called after me. 
¢ Oh, happy birthday !" I whispered when to- 

morrow dawned, and I, awaking, remembered 
my promise to Jack. ‘What better gift could 
I have asked than the gitt of dear Jack’s love ¥ 

Several little tokens were at my breakfast 
plate ; some very expensive, too, for since Jack’s 

pictures had begun to sell so well and orders 
poured in faster than he could execute them he 

had begun to be quite extravagant. 

He had gratified an oft-expressed 
mine by having a little cameo ear ring, found in 

the basket in which they first found me, set in a 

ring for me one of my birthday presents. It 
was an exquiste, clear-cut cameo, and it had a 
decidedly unique setting ; so I had always in- 

might learn through it who my parents were. 

It had evidently dropped into the basket by 

mistake, for there was nothing else about me to 

identify me. There were none of the proverbial 
strawberry marks or moles so often found on 
lost children in stories, so I had only the cameo 
to connect me with, the unknown past, i 

So I slipped it on my finger and when ‘Jack 
told me to keep it for an engagement until he 

could procure another it became doubly dear to 

me. 
By-and by, as soon as-breakfast was finished, 

much to my surprise and disappointment, my 
lover went up to his studio. and remained in- 

visible for two hours. 
¢ He might have spent my birthday with me. 

anyhow,’ I pouted as I plodded up stairs feeling 

‘ blue ’ enough. 

I knocked at the door of his studio. 
‘Not just now, dear: I'm busy,’ came in 

Jack's voice from beyond the door. 
Angry and indignant, for he had allowed me 

to spend my mornings there for two months 
past, I silently went to my own room. 

I was angrier still when ten minutes later his 
door opened to admit Miles Griffith, a fellow 

from the Artists’ Club. Them I was ready to 
cry with vexation. They had always petted 
and spoiled me, mother and Jack, and let me 
have my own way, go that I could not bear even 
this little neglect gracefully. 

Beside, we were just engaged, and Jack, it 

seemed to me, wasn’t acting just as he ought to 

under the circumstances. 

At last I was determined to be mean ought to 

listen and hear if I could what they were talking 
about so earnestly in the studio. 

Me, I found out at once, for Jack had just 

spoken my name as I guiltily put my ear to the 

keyhole. A disgraceful thing to do, I admit, 
but as I mean this to be a faithful account of 
my birthday, and as I really did listen at the 

keyhole, I record it. i 
‘IT have made a great mistake,” said Jack, 

sighing heavily. 

I couldn't distinguish Mr. Griffith's reply, 

bt, hushing my breath, heard Jack say, — 
‘ It has always been my mother’s wish. I did 

it more to please her, I suppose. She loves 
Bird dearly, and—’ 2 
With a dry sob I fell forward on the rug. I 

could not have stirred then had they opened the 

door and saw me there. 
‘He has found out this early that he has 

made a mistake, has he ? I thought bitterly, 

when my brain stopped whirling so I could 
think. “It was only to please his mother that 
he asked me to become his wife. And to think 
he should reveal his disappointment to that 
horrid old Griffith first! Oh, it was too humili- 
ating !’ 

I resolved to release him at once, but again I 
listened, having a dim hope, I suppose, that 

perhaps my ears had deceived me. 
_ “If it suits my mother—’ began Jack. 

¢ That’s not the thing,’ interrupted Griffith. 

tly. | “You never would be suited. She lacks ex- 
said, ‘ Yes, | : TOGA 
Xl) 

pression and—" i 
Yes, I ‘know—naturalness; I know the     faults—for T'm better acquainted with Birdie 

an you are; Grifieh.’ © ww b 
*To be sure,’ assented Griffith. ‘Mouth too 

dulged in the hope that some time, perhaps, I 

    

large ; eyes very vacant, I've noticed. I advise 

you to give it up.’ 2 

‘I'll take your advice, exclaimed Jack, em- 
phatically. 4 

Then I rushed to my room: 
So throughj Griffith's advice, which Jack 

seemed so ready to take, my brief little romance 
was to be shattered. Well, I would never stay 

and let him see my heart break, toe; for I felt 
sure I never could live through this trouble, so 

dear had Jack in the role of lover become to me 
‘in a few short hours. . A 

Se, some way— now it all seems like a vague 
dream to me—I found myself a few hours later 

wandering aimlessly down a “strange street, not 

knowing or caring where my steps jtended. 

Some workmen obstructed the sidewalk and I 
was obliged to cross the street, I remember 
stepping down and advancing a few steps, of 

hearing hoarse shouts of warning, a feeling a 

sudden shock, and then all was blank. 

When 1 returned to consciousness I was in a 
strange room ; everything was strange to me. 

‘ Where am I? T asked, although I could see 
no one. ‘ What has happened?" - ! 

* You are with friends,’ said a low, soft voice 
near me. t Ike 

Turning my eyes, they fell “on a sweet-faced 
lady not yet old, although her hair wus nearly 
white, sitting near me. 

¢ How came I here ? I demanded, in a weak, 
startled voice. » 

After a brief consultation with a woman, 
evidently the nurse, the lady decided to explain 

the situation. ! 

‘You are weak, but I trust to your goo 
sense to remain calm while I tell you why you 
are here. About a month ago you were crossing 

the street and my husband and I accidentally 
ran against and severely injured you. There 
was nothing about you to identify you, so we 
brought you home.’ 

¢And this was a month ago. 
been here? Did you advertise? 

¢No,’ replied the lady. It was reported in 
the police news, I believe, as my husband had 

to pay a large fine for his carelessness, but I 
never thought of advertising for your friends. 
I supposed they would go to the station, and 

Has no one 

"| then be directed here, if you had any in the 
city.’ : 

‘Ilivae none,’ I said bitterly. ‘I was only a 

foundling, living upon charity all my life.’ 
Iwas reckless. I &id not think how un- 

necessary, it was to speak of my own history to 
astranger. A whole month I had lain there 
and noone had called. And my pale, thin 

hands showed how near to death’s door I had 

been. 

As I lay looking at my wasted fingers I 
noticed that ‘my. ring was gone. Hastily I 
enquired where it was. 
My new-found acquaintance blushed, ‘and 

then said,— 

‘Will you allow my husband to talk with 
you a few moments? He has your cameo.’ 

In afew moments a tall, handsome gentleman 

accompanied her into the room. 
¢ Years ago,” he began, after apologizing for 

being the cause of my illness, amd congratulat- 

ing me on my recovery, ‘I had a pair of cameos 

carved in this city. They were unlike any- 
thing ever seen here. I had them set in a pair 
of ear rings for my wife. One night our house 

‘| was robbed by a trusted servant; the cameos 

were taken with other valuables.’ 
¢ Was anything else taken? I asked, sitting 

upright, forgetting for a moment my weak state. 
The gentleman strove to control his emot on, 

but his wife was silently weeping near the 
window. 

‘ Yes, our only child,” he replied brokenly. 
‘ Now will you tell me how you came by this 
cameo, for it is the same? I to-day took it to 
the person who carved it for me so long ago, and 

he recognized it at once, although it has bee 

‘reset.’ : 

‘Was it seventeen years ago that your child 

was stolen ?’ I asked eagerly. 

‘Yes. What do you know of it ?"*he questioned 
hoarsely. 

‘TI know that I am your ¢hild then.” 

After I had told the story §so often repeated 

to me by my mo*her Raynor they were perfectly 

satisfied that I belonged to them, and their joy 
beggars description. 

Their story was that my father had given his 

wife a necklace of diamonds, and seeing how 

pleased her baby was with it she had shaken the 

stones before its eyes, and at last, it a spirit of 

fun, clasped it about the child's neck. But she 

did not understand. the fastening, and as her 

husband was away from home and she could not 

get the short chain over the child’s head, 

she was obliged to let the nurse put the infant 
to sleep with the glittering ornament 

about its neck. But the temptation proved tco 

great for the nurse, #o she had taken baby quiet- 

ly out to a neighboring jewelers and had the neclc 

lace unfastened. 
The theory we, my new-found parents and I 

formed was, that becoming frightened at her own 

exploit, and not daring to try to replace the 

baby—I never can realize that that baby was 

myself —lest she be discovered she concluded to 
aband n it entirely. 

‘ Now where do these people live who have 

cared so kindly for you? I must see them,’ 
said my mother. 

Reluctantly I gave the address. Jack came 
straight to me after my mother told her errand 

and he looked so old and worn and haggard that 
for a moment I was lost in pity for him, 

| ‘Chen I remembered the indelicate remarks he 
had made to Miles Griffith, and in trying to be 

frigidly cool T only succeeded in crying weakly. 
+ “Oh, Jack! Jack! I sobbed, unable to be 
anything but my own impetuous self; * Why   

was slyly taking © sittings.’ 

  

  

did you teach me to love you only to tire of me 
so soon? 

Tire! How? What do you mean, dear ? he 
asked, taking my hands anxiously as if he feared 
I was not quite rational. 

Then as I grew calmer I had to confess how I 
had descended to the contemptible business of 
eaves-dropping and what I heard. 

‘It was my birthday, Jack. Don’t you 
remember y&u had Griffith up in the studio? 
And you told him you had made a great mistake 
in engaging yourself to me, and—and he advised 
you to give it up, and you said you'd follow his 
advice.’ 

For three minutes Jack stared at me, and 
and then he, with difficulty repressing an in-- 
clination to laugh, said,— 

«My darling, how could you believe it? Now 

listen. As you know, my forte is landscapes. 

Well, I thought I'd make one more trial at 

portraits, so, while lately I'have heen entertain- 

ing you and mother so politely in the studio, I 
You know your 

birthday, or the day we celebrate as yours, and 

mother’s fall on the same day; so as she had 

often expressed a wish to have your portrait 

painted, and thinking that you would like hers, 

I painted your counterfeits as best I could, and 
then before I showed them I sent for Griffith, 
the fairest critic in the club. He told me 

candidly that as a portrait painter I was a dead 

failure, and advised me to never allow the public 

to see my attempts. The criticisms you heard 

were of your picture, not you. Are you 
satisfied ? 

¢ Perfectly,” I answered, feelingas if now I 
could get well and strong at once. ‘But my 

poor birthday was all spoiled,’ I sighed. 

‘To-day is your birthday, fmy dear,’ inter- 

rupted my new mother, brightly, entering the 

room with Mother Raynor, ‘and if the other 
was spoiled ask what you will and may have it. 

‘I'll take Jack,’ I said gayly. 
And so I did,“ for betteror worse,’ a year 

from my eighteenth birthday. 
  

‘It’s a funny thing, sir,’ said Figaro, 
standing off a little to contemplate the 
effect of his last artistic touch upon my 
forelock, ‘what foolish people there are 
in the world" TI nodded to him in the 
glass, and he went on. ‘It always seems 
to me that they are made rich because 
they couldn’t make a living for them-— 
selves if they were poor, cir.’ ‘Prehaps,’ 
said I. ‘Ah? said he with a sigh, ashe 
flirted the napkin from under my chin 
and pouched Lis tip as if it conferred an 
honor on the giver, ‘I sometimes wish I 
was a fool instead of a barber. 
  

Daughter (in tears):— You kicked 
John last night as he was going out of 
the front gate.’ Heartless Father:—‘I 
know I did.” Daughter:—‘You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself. John feels very 
badly about it, and thinks you ought to 
make suitable’ amends.’ Heartless 
Father:—*Does he? Well, you tell him to 
come around again to-night and I'll give 
that kick back to him again,’ 
  

Old Mrs. Bennington: The paper says 
that two whales, a cow and a calf, was 
seen floatin off Amagansett shores last 
week. Old Mr. Bennington: Well, thats 
all right, ain't it? Mrs. Bennington: 
Ivs all right about the whales, of 
course, but I don’t see how a cow and a 
calf got out there. 
  

‘What struck you most during your 
travels last summer? asked the pastor. 
‘Well,’ the deacon replied, in a musing 

way; ‘he couldn't just exactly say. He 
rather thought the sleeping car porter 
struck him the oftenest, but the waiter 

struck him for the biggest stakes.’ 
  

‘Ponsonby, my horse got away from 
me last night. It is worrying me not a 
little,’ “You don’t know where he is? 
No.” ‘Tt’s queer. One would think that 
some traces—' ‘Oh, we found the traces 
and the rest of the harness. It is the 
horse I’m anxious about.’ 
  

Maud (outside) — Is papa in there 
with you, George! George—Yes. Miss 
Maud; would you like to see him! Maud 
— Please agk him for me— George— I 
was on the point of doing so when you 

  

interrupted. Papa — Bless you, my 
children. 

When the President visited the 

theatre on the occasion of his 49th 

birthday, and listened to The Mikado, 

the Ko-Ko caused a burst of innocent 
merriment by declaring that 49 was the 
proper age at which to fall in love. 
  

“What a change !" exclaims a novelist" 

‘one little woman can make in a man’s 
“fe! Txactly, says a victim, and what a 
Lew or change she requires while doing 
it! 

The Chinese have 563 books on 

etiquette, and yet these heathen eat rice 

with their fingers, and appear in society 

with their shirt-flaps hanging outwardly. 

  

  

  

‘What are you writing such a big 

hand for, Pat? ‘Why, you see my grand. 

mother is dafe; and I'm writing a loud 

letter to her.” 

Waterville, 
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day; W. M. Spence. : 

Centreville, Kings Co.; Centreville, 287 ; 
day; H. W. Falkins. i 

Waterford, K. C.; Essex Division 288; Mon- 
day; Johm W. DeForest. 

Dubec, Carleton Co.; Centenary, 289; Wm. Y 

Benn. 
Forest Glen, West. Co; Forest Glen 290; Thurs 

day; Miss A. Hubley. 
Bristol, Carleton Co.; ; 291 
Tuesday ; Rev. John Gravinor. 

Satur 

Bristol Union, 

East Florenceville, Carleton Co.; East TFlorence 
Wm. Tompkins, ill ; Saturday ; ville, 292 ; Saturday Eh 

Carleton Co. ; 
Saturday ; J. T. Fletcher. 
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Bath Carleton Co.; Ray of Hope, 294; Friday; 

Herbert Gray. 
Lower Coverdale, Albert Co.: ‘Coverdale     Tuesday; F. A. Steeves.


