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Original Puts, 
HE ONG OF THE SHOEMAKER. 
A Shoemaker, gloomy and pale, 

While night around him hueg, 

Waa tolling his sorrowful tale, 

Aud this was the song he sung: 

Work! Work! Work! 

With hammer, and peg, and stitoh, 
But live like a slave, whilo many a koavoe, 

Is happy, contented, and rioh 

dtitoh, and hammer, and peg, 

Prom mern till tho setting of sun, 

"At bottom, and upper, and log; 
Oh! when will the work be dene. 

Thump! Thump! Thump! 

By the light of a penny dip, 

As it faintly falls on the dingy walls 

In the gloomy attio I set. 

Stith, and hammer, and peg, 

"Till the shadows of evening fall. 

itch, and hammer, and peg, 

Or get no supper at all. 

Snuff! Snuff { Snuff! 

For the light is feeble and dim. 

Lot mirth abound, and the song go roand; 

And pleasure be full to the brim 

Polish, and ball, and tree, 

That his lordship may go to the play, 

Where others as well as he, 

Are thoughtless, giddy, and gay. 

Dance! Dance! Dance! 

While love, with laughing eyes, 

Looks unabashed at the carl'd moustache, 

As through the waltz she flies. 

Morning, and noon, and night, 

To me it is all the same, 

T's folly to think of respite: § 

"Tis something we never can claim 

Dig! Dig? Dig? 

"Till the midnight chime is done: 

Then, faint and oppressed, we hurry to rest, 

But are sure to be up with the sua. 

Sew, and hammer, and peg— 

Or peg, and hammer, and sew: 

Jr make up your minds to beg, 

And unto the workhouse go. 

Rough! ! Rough! 

As a path of stone and sivel 

There's nothing more sure than the laboring poor 
Find Jordan hard to travel. 

Rough 

{hread, and bristles, and wax; 
Hammer, snd cramp, and gorews- 

3parobile, pincers, and tacks, 
Are jast the things we use. 

Pall! Pall! Pell! 

Till the cords your fingers tear, 

And the worn out frame is tortured with } PaIn—- 

The eyes with a bloodered St 

Up with the early light— 

Up with the morning dawn, 

And work ti 

Around my attic 1 fall, 

Dull! Dull! Dull! 

The hours pass bravely on, 
While sorrow and pain is all we gain; 

Oh! when will the work be done 

2y why should IT complaam, 

Sinoe fortune hs 
. + A 1} A rest doth 

-—- 1 — pe A rest for body and mind. 

as proved unkind; 

Peace! Peace! Peace 

My thread is spun, my seam is dene, 

For death has stole my last. 

F'rederiston. C. B. LaNncoLy 
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HOW WOMEN LOVE. 
Yes, she wae beautiful. I tell you, Philip, | 

if Lucifer had fallen for love of such a daughter of 
man, the angels that shared bis glory would hay 
envied his debasement. She wasre vally Rens 
Fverv look was a gleam of starlight, every smile a 
ray out of heaven. Oh yes! it's all well enough 

for you Philip Phillips, to sit there smiling at my 
fancies, and you may keep on calling me extrava- 

gant, and all that sort of thing. but [ tell vou that 

Clara Milbank was an escaped angel out of thé 

land of light 

[t was a winder night in the up eountry. My 
riend, Stephen Wilson, had sent mae a most urgent 
invitation to come up to the old hall and pass a 

t Christmas with him. and 1 Lad aceordinels A ae ARAL 

aceepled it for r the sake of the quiet. | knew that 

no one would disturb ue bere, and the day after | 

rived, 8 snow storm eot in, and it blew and 

~IOWw ed. and bLLLW eR ant blew, until LAeTe wus ne 

fanec, and searorly ou barn left visible around the 

Bode. The mon ing sfwer the stomm cleared of, 

we gid 8 council aud decaled to formid the brenk- 

mg of Be uronne pead fee a 

cacnr ewse thot no vigsors cenld approach threugh 

vost lle of mow, varvtog from two te ten feet in 

week, and it was a | 

THE CARLET 
oe — ——— —— tn dn Bris 

SENTINEL. ON 
dopth fron the house to the i. Ie was a bar- 
rier between us and the outer world all sufficient, 

“| and we sat down in the library to our books and 
talk, and thoughts, with much of content and sat- 
isfaction. 

It was the evening before Ohristmas. Christmas 
Eve, hallowed by thousands of memories other than 
those of the birth-night, in every human heart. 1 
éay human, for that heart is not of the same mould, 
nay, is scarcely of the samo clay with mine, which 
fails to thrill with emotion in the memories of 
Christmas Eve. I have lain at night in the star- 
light of Bethlehem, have heard the sons of God 
singing their everlasting song of joy upon the 
plains whereon the shepherds watched, but T did 
not feel in the night time at the city of David much 
greater emotion (though it may have been more 
sacred) than I have felt each Christmas Eve in 
home-land in my own old house, when T havo called 
around me visions of the companions of other 
Christmas times in long-gone years, who have pas- 
sed to the assembly of those that look with undim- 
med eyes on the Child of Mary. 
We sat in front of a blazing fire, 

table between us stood the golden Ivourne and the 
last few sparkling drops of a bottle of Peray., 
ner was removed but a few moments ago, and Ste- 
phen, having left his wine to praise itself, had com- | 
menced a conversation which I, not without de- 

menced this narration. 

My friend was a man of fifty, the proprietor of a 
fine estate, wealthy, and withal a lover of his ease 

Having wherewithal to gratify his tastes 

not think it wrong to pay 
he did J 

liberally for pleasure, | 

country that could boast as complete furniture as 
his. A choiee library, splendid rooms, horses, 
dogs, and every means of killing game and time 

| you found at your service here, and among all 
| these appliances we two were not at a loss in help- 
| ing the progress of the hours. But there had al- 
| ways been a certain something in Wilson's way of 
panting when we talked of the past, that led me 
| to fancy there was a history concealed in his mem- 
or: that, once told, would throw light on many 
| points in his character which 1 did not fully under- 
stand. Jt was when he had roused h imself, or 
L had provoked him, to the emphatic declaration 
with which I have commenced, that I said to 

| falling back in my chain, and sippits the 3h 0) 
from a blood-red glass that made it look like Lload 
“ Tell me all about her, Stephen.” 
He looked into my eyes. They expressed no great o oD 

anxiety, nor yet any coldness. I feared to frighten 
iim away {rom the subject by one, 

him too much by the other. 
‘my lips, and eyed him over 

his gaze on me for an ins 

and to offend 

the rub J rim. He xed 

tant hel 
aN » he spoka. 

““* Put down the glass, P} lip. Pat it down I 
siy, and I will talk to you, bat not while you 

| drink that stuff. 

ber ni 

It is too cold tipple for a Decem- 
ght like this, and there is that in the eella 

that would warm the blood in the veins of the first 

| Pharaoh, eould we but find his mummy. 

| John—bring up the mountain dew.’ 
Ol) 

F oad vo 1 al Ino ry lv tha © It came ; and, all being ready, he thus began and 
continued unto the end : 

“ Clara Milbank was the daughter of the rector 

of the Parish in which I was born. It was far 
from here—very far. It was a country place, not 

unlike this in many respects. The old church 

stood in a grove near the cr ssing of three roads (iN, 

and a hundred yards from it was Pl farm-house, 
' deep among trees and vines, which was the rect ITY. 
| In it for many years my father's counsellor, friend. 
and companion, Henry Milbank, had lived, and 
from its vine-covered door he had carried out his \TT 10! 

U la Ard — the beloved of his younger years, who had 
slept on his heart for almost a score of wintors— 
had carried her out to a grave in the church-y 1 

sled it-vara 

uncer the mogning trees. From his study window 

he could look to bd orave, and there. for én vears, 

he never failed to sit at the hou O01 Bun \n 

100K and jong for the hour when he too, | 
} » 4 arried ont “Wp nw ! } mn 1d kL » Sa— J ocen CATTiIcd our even as » s DB Ui PO armmiedq 

» © [4 ) 1 ys yoqe - ~ . - . . , to pass through the chur -yard to Ipper sanc- 

toary wherein she was now whrshinpine. 
ét Jia daaro! 

i113 WRI er was a fair child, at those earls 3 
vears wnen ¢ 111 {ren first } erin to be interesting ; 

and I remember well, when 1 was a bov of ten and 

she a girl of eix, that I thought her coriest 

ty in all the world. And so she was. with 

“ee » 
| 

Philip, whose name you have never heard me men- | 

world ; | n—have never heard mentioned in this 

whose name bus never been. uttered on the eold vii 

and on the! 

Din- | 

sign, had led on to the point at which I have com- ! 

and hence there were fow places in the city or | 

Yepdt college 2 

| too late—too late. They were both more like 

ny one exceptiom. She had a eousin, 

a ——— 

ono living hea bat m3 who remembers the 

name of that radiant girl that was ence so glorious 

in ber young, giad beauty, and is now so utterly 
forgotten. She was the niece of the Rector, the 
cous of Clare ; her mother was his sister. Lily 
Ray was the only rival of her cousin, yot no two 
persons could be more wholly dissimilar. The one 
was tall and queenly and grand; the other was 
slender and exceedingly timid. The one had black 
‘and flashing eyes ; the other's were blue and gentle. 
| In all respects different, they were nevertheless 
bound to eaeh other by a love that was more than 
the love of sisters, and that eve surpassed the love 
of man for woman. 

““ Philip, T loved Lily Rar. 

loved her, 
From boyhood I 

Not all the magnificent beauty of Clare 

I dreamed of her 
I sought opportunities of 

[ carried to her all my boy trea- 
r | sures, and with them all the treasures of love my 

heart could bestow. Who could forget the long 

‘rambles in the forest; tho seat by the rushing 

mountain stream ; the evenings of summer beauty 

on the lakes? Or who could wish to forget the 
Jona winter evenings when we sat by the blazing 

hearth and talked or dreamed, or heard the Rector 

| tell stories of his youth, or wove fabries of air and 

dream stuff for these years that we now live in so 

“coldly, Philp? These years, how far away they 
seemed! Those years! how close behind me they 

| now appear ! 

i Wall, Ileft home. 

Be patient : 

| 

could win me from her cousin. 
| 

| all day and all night. 

| meeting her. 

| 

| 

| 

| 

This is a dull story, Philip. 
you shall eome to the point at length. 

I left home for school, and in my vacations twice 

‘a year I returned to my house, and met always the 

glad welcome of my friends at my rectory. My 
father died during the first year of my college 
course, and before I graduated I was twenty-one 

and herr to his large property. 4 

“During the four or five years of my school 

[ had never for an instant 

wv other future than that whieh my 

boyish fancy ad pictured when I sat by the rec- 

thou ght of 

tors fireside on the winter evenings ef younger 

‘days. And yet, strange as it may seem to you, I 

had never mentioned to Lily my hopes, nor had 1 

| given her any distinet intimation of my love. You 

wonder at this: so- do I. [t was not till after- 

wards that 1 thought of it myself, and then it was 

) sisters 

than like friends, to me We had stadied together 

» | many years, & had lived from childhood in constant 

intimacy, but I never doubted that she knew my 

love. It Seoul] so perfectly natural, so mueh my 

whole life, that I thought it always 

all things on my actions and on my lips. It was, 

from my last tex 

t of all, 

Lily was absent from the rectory, and 

possibility T had nev- 

had any of them. Her 

father had so long permitted her to remain in her 

uncle's family t 

honors, expecting their congratulations firs 

to learn that 

ver return. Snch a 

of—nor 
" 9 | 3 

er before valour 

hat she had become as much a part 

of it as Clare herself, and it was like taking away | 

his dau 

Clare when Mr. Ray made his appearance and said 

| that Lily must go with him to be mistress of his 

house in the city. In vain she strove, protested, 

begzed. In vain the Rector and Clare implored | 

and demanded. 

came and went, hat with him vanished one of the 

lights of the rectory, and when 1 eame home it 

was to the widest welee 

For some days after that Clare and I talked: and | 

would do. Ww ¢ would go and 

se of Mr. Ray. We 
Lily to elope with us. 

planned what we 

storm the city hon would eoax 

We would steal her back | 

We would do a hundred 

th reselved themselves into go- 

and keep her concealed. 

t thi ngs that ¢ at le ng 

ing together (wi ) 

ber. and so we all went 

£} « ¢ ¢ She was not at home.” So said the servant 

again, and again, and again, as we repeated our 

: calls at the door. We left our cards and the name | 

of th o hotel but s iq VA We called in 

ANSWOF. 

did not come, 

the evening andreceived the same Philip, 
1 » 1 

| we were green and simple p ople, ond dig not know | 
| 

that this phrase bad other meaning 
a - 

WOTAR € XY Tressed. 

+ Pat the next day I met her in the street, and 

she spring towards me, and then shuddered and 

J wo ed around } er 

¢ ¢ Oh, Stephen ' where—where aye they all?’ 

—— TY 7 

 ¢ Here in New York 

winds of carth since—sinee— Bot no matter, If ** * Of course. Did you not receive our curds 7’ 

know not what impels me to a different course 98-4 * * Your ecards?’ 

night. I feel o strong desire, pa of tire recipe |  * * We called four times ypstorday.’ 
tanec 1 have usually felt, to speak ¢ = J- things 

: 
! 

| LEB J 
g 
i 

Stephen, Tam a prisoncr—my fatlgr is—' 

as if she feared that some one 

to-night, and 1 will even yield to it . :. do besore | and here she burst inde tears even in the broad: 
thas on she surfice of this corth now fra is no ' street of the city, 

a — RN — 
EE —— 

iL «of § all came out soon. Her PE Was a sooun- 
| drel who had been glad to be rid of tho care ef 
her for the years of her childhood, but when he 
found that she was a besutiful' woman, had thought 
it worth his while to take her to the city to be mis- 
tress of his house, and a greater attraction to call 
those into his society whom he desired to entrap 
and fleece. 

‘* But she was too pure for his purposes, and he 
found that there was no hope of making her useful 
unlets he could reduce her moral charactor # his 
own level. 1 will not believe, I never did believe, 
that he designed to wrong her, or that he would 
have consented to debase her to the level of those 
women who sometimes formed part of the evening 
company in his houee. He had some sense of shame, 
some reverence for the holiness of her mother left. 
His idea was not to destroy, only to sully the 
purity of her character. Not to make her bad, but 
only to make her look without a shudder on sin. 
But to accomplish this he must detach ber from 
her former associates and friendships, and, above 
all, from the old rectory. So he threw every pos- 
sible obstacle in the way of the reunion of those 
bonds which he had so rudely severed. 

‘““ Tt happened somewhat curiously that on the 
same day that T had met Lily in the street I met 
an old servant who bad lived with us from my 
childhood, and who was discharged with a legacy 
from my father on his death. 1 had no knowledge 
of hrs whereabouts, but now learned that he was 
in the employ of Mr. Ray. Iaving been engaged 
but a few weeks previously, he had just begun to 
find out the character of his employer, and was 
about to discharge his master, when T begged him 
to serve me by remaining a little longer. I had a 
plan in my brain for the rescue of the fair girl, 
which I had not-matured in the half-hour since I 
met her in the street, but which the meeting with 
David seemed to make perfectly feasible. 
“1 need not pause to relate to you how the Rec- 

tor sought and obtained an interview with his 
unworthy brother-in-law, or how he failed. We 

evident above! 

chter from the Rector, and her sister from | 

Ile was 4 stern, cold man, and he | 

yme of o stricken house. —- 

th the Rector,) to the city lo see | 

than the. | 

were not a sad party, for we were too indignant 
for that when we returned to the country. All 

our pasdions were aroused, and when we reached 

home we had an excited conversation, in the midst 

of which, with characteristic impetuoeity, T'reveal- 

ed my a Bt neat week. 

istellunin 15. 
ee ea Set, 

Tug Bac HELOR AND THE Lacs aided gentlo- 
man who had lost a bet with a lady having heard 

| her say that she had lost a lage veil that she had 
hle blow to me when I returned | prized very much, thought he would pay his debt 
'm in college, flushed with no fow | and “do the polite thing’’ by purchasing a new 

veil of the quality, and presenting it te his fair 
creditor. 

It must be stated, for a proper understanding of 
what followed, that the gentleman was a bachelor 
of long standing and a man of little information 
touching the world of *¢ fancy goods, though a 

| proficient in sugar, cotton, and provision epecula- 
| tions. 

i
i
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| He accordingly stepped into a fashionable mili- 
| ner’s establishment and asked to see a lady’s veil of 
| filne quality. 

|  * Here is one, Monsieur,” said the amiable 
| priestess at the head of the temple. 

| ¢ How much is it?” 

| ““ It is only fifty, sair.” 

| What! only fifty!’ Dear me! I thought 

| these things were exeeeding dear. If that is all 

- cost, I do not wonder at the ladies being fond 
wearing sueh flimsy knick knacks. Only fifty ! 

"3d me something better.’ 

The priestess stared. The bachelor remained 
| perfectly cool. Here wasa god-send. ' A man de 

More veils—Ilace wanted something better, dearer. 
ones—were displayed. 

* Dia is only sixtee, sair, and dis one seventy 

five.’ 

|“ Dear me! only seventy-five!" Well that is 

It is a very pretty article, I 
see, but can’t you show me something better 2" 

{+ No sair, dis is the most dear—de plus cher ar- 
ticle in de citee,”’ 

wonderful to be sure, 

[i You don’t say so! Well, well, who would 

have thought it? These womea—they always were 

a mystery since the days of Adam, Give the change 

| for a dollar—in quarters,” 
| he milliner did so. 

‘TH take this one,” said the simple-minded 

bachelor, folding up the soventy ve veil, * Give 

me a quarter and kee P theseventy-five for yourwyf. 
Dear me, how cheap.” 

“ I mo seo the goventy five, sair-—=you have not 
hand them to me,” said the millines, 

““ | beg your parden, ma'am," said the baskelor, 
smiling ** there they ave on the counter,’ 

“ Dw,’ saad the milliner with an wslwh islivd 
look, 
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