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- goin’ to be plenty aff excitement for Yye

says I, for I didn’t want to hurt Mg

~ frst wolf hed be'n answered by an.

- AREADER'S LAMENT.
+d cannot resdd the old docks

1 rexd long gears ago.
.Pltot, Dickens, Thacke s

Bulwer and BScott angd Poa
Marryat's yarns of sallen life,

And Hugo's thies ¢f crimei-—
I cannet read the ola books.
Beonuse | baven't time.

I love the deax old siorles,
My thoughis to them will stray.

But stil! one must kecp posted o
‘The writers of to-gay

My deak is piled with latest b»ooks
I"'m striving to dispatch;

But ere I've rinished all of them,
There'll be another vateh

Hope's new one_ isp't opened yeb.
1I've_not read James's iast;
And Howelis 13 s0 prollfic now,
And Crawford writes so [asa,
“Evelyn Innes’ I must skim,
O'er "*Helbeck” ¥ must pore:
‘%The Day's Work’* I'll oy, although
I’ve read the tales before,

And then there is _“The King's Jackal™
‘“The Gadfly,” *“Caleb West,”
“Silence.”’ '“The Forest Lovers.” and
1 can’t name all the reat
TR try to kebep uphwlth the times,
But oh, 1 hope that & .
May read my‘;‘lf)avidl(}o‘gnerﬂ- Yald
Once more before a,
j¥n Wells tn the ®wkman,

TEE PARSON'S B

“Speakin’ ¢ war,” remarkel Moot
Rivers, the old Malne gnide;ﬁ he tip-
ped his cracker-box back nmt the
front of the country store, upon whose
platform & company of village loafers
had gathered—"Speakin’ o' war Ter
minds me of a sort of Quaker parson
that ust to come up into thess parts

.every winter and travel round amongst
the lumber camps, holdin’ religious
services. That man was the deadest
got agin blood-sheddin’ of anybody I
ever see, before or sinece. He dldn’t
even belleve in war between. man and
varmints, sayin’ that it w=s a crime
egin God to take the life he had given

 lotner, and another; and putty won she{
"{'woods seemed to ba full of {he yeltin’l

devils. It wa'n’t s great while afore!
we could see ‘em skulkin' arter us

amongst the trees, and I come to tha}

concluslon it was time to get fixed for
business.  “Get into yer box, Parson,’
says I, ‘for I've picked out my tree and
the limbd whar I'm goln’ to set.’

* vphee will not jine me, then? zays
he, beginnin’ to pitch out his nlunder.
+“*‘Not this trip, Parson,’ says 1.
‘Sometime, when it ain’t so cold =:nd
20 late {n the day, perhaps, I'll jine ye.’

« *warewell, then,” says he. ‘And may
God restrain thy hand.

“So he tucked himself into his box,
and I got out o' the straps of my pack
and took old Spitfire up the tree with
me. -

“We had hardly got fixed afore the
hull pack o' wolves, about twenty on
'em, was swarmin’ round us. They
dfdn’t give a look at me, but begun to
nose around the Parson’s box. and 1
kind o’ held off with old Spitfire. ne-
cuz I'd never reely seen how the Par.
son conducted his campaigns, and was
& thight cur’us (b obaarve how the var-
mints would use him. anyway. Arter
smellin’ round for a few minutes, the

wolves begun to seraich and gnaw at
the box. and finally they sot to work to !

*‘Now, as | was sayin’, the Parson’s
chist o' refuge was sot on a toboggan,
to which it was bound by thongs. W2
hed stopped on the side of a small !
mounting, and when the wolves hegun *
to push and haul at thes box, the tosog-
gan slewed around til It was plated |
down hill, and then off she went like
a duck on lca. ,

“ “Thunderation!’ thinks I to myself
‘Is the Parson goln’ coastin' amongssat
all these treea? BSure enoufh, he was,
and gatherin' headway all the time,

tip it over. !
}

any critter of his'n. He wouldn‘t eat? With the wolves trottin"arter. kind o
meit becuz It was ‘slain’ mnd some- 5uDrised like. ‘Parson!’ I yelled, un-

times, I can tell ye, boys, t
was reel hard put to it for & bellytul

our provender ust to be wild meat
T've seen him go to bed half-famtshed,
when he'd stop at one of my camps for
a night and find me out of everything
but tea apnd venison.

“The Parson—as we fellers up hero
called him;: he was a good sort of a
chap, too—was so determined not to
shed the blood of any livin’ critter that
he wounldn't even fight varmints in
self-defence. He didn't carry any wep-
pin bestdes his axe and jack-knife; and
these he only used for cuttin” his woond
and buildin’' his camps. What did he
do when pestered by wild critters,
then” That's what I'm a-goin' to tell
yo.
*““The Parson travelled through the
woods with a strong onk box, ‘bout
seven feet long and two amd a half
broad, 2ot on a toboggan. It was the
stoutest, best-bullt box 1 ever see,
put together with four-inch screws,
and bound on the inside with steel
otrips and brackets. The top ralsed
up, lid-fashlon, and was fastened on
by elght big brass hinges. Inside thar
was a chaln lock to hold the cover
down, so the devil himself couldn't
raise it without pullin’ the box to
pleces. Thar were two or thres small
holes bored in the end o' the box for
ventifation; and I'll be blamed of that
feller didn't ust to dump his duds:n
the snow and crawl into that box when
ever wolves or painter or b'ar got ar-
ter him, and thar he'd cuddle down,
as snug and peaceful as g kitten in o
basket, and let them critters paw his
<kist around ontil they :got tired of it!

Thar ust to be scrafches a quarter
of an {nch deep all over that box,
where varmints hed clawed it; and the
Parson has told me that sometimes he

!

Iay thar'for a hull night or a hull day, |

him got its curiosity kind o’ wore off,
and loft tn-s'arch of softer vittles, Morg
than oncet he come within an lach of
freezin’, and would 'a’ froze ef it hedn’t
be’'n for the blanket he had in the box
#ith him. But sartin sure no varmint
that roamed the woods was able to
crack the Parson’s shell, and he wa'n’f
10 hard-shell Baptist nether.

I s'pose he might 'a’ gone on boxin® '
of himsgelf up that way till he got all
the choppers in the woods convarted, -
ef it hedn’t be'n for an accident that
disturbed his arrangements and kind o
demoralized his principles. T’ll tell yo
how it happened.

“Me and him was on the way to the
Jennings lumber camp, away up near
the head waters of the Alleguash. It
was spiteful cold weather, In February,
end we was anxious to reach sheltet
before nightfall, The Parson’s box was
a kind of hard draggin’ up them hilly,
bat he stuck to it, and mid it wa'n't
any wuss than my pack, anyway-
which was trae enough, I guess.

‘“Wall, it got to. ©e along about thres
o'clock in the grtwrnoon, when I'11 bs
gosh darned ef I didn’t hear a wolf,
two or three miles back, give his Tong-
drawn howl o our trafl! Now, thinkg
-1, Mr. Parson and Mr. Rivers, thefes

in about an hour! The Parson knew
what was comin’ gy well as I, and he
says: ‘T think thaws room for two In
my hox, Mr. Rivers, Wil thee not
Jjine me thar, whem we are obligad to
seek safety, ontll these poor critters
become weary of their thirst for hu.
man blood?”

- “ ‘Thankin® you for yer hospitality,
Parson,” says 1, it will agree with my
constitution better, I think, to clmb 3
‘iree and pick off them varmeintd, one
by one, till the coast ig clear for a
warm supper and a dry bunk.”

“ ‘0 Lord!” says he, lookin® up with
mournful eyes, ‘the bloodthirstizess of
man, made In Thine image! Neverthe.
less, I will continue with the, my
friend, ontil the perfl 5 wpon wus.§
“Then, perbaps, thes will reconsider
and enter the box with me.’ .

“ “That rémalis iy be scen, Parson,

fesiin’s too bad 4l 1t omeet. -
“In the meanwhils the howl of the

til whatever critter was Interested fn '

was very customary to abstain fronm

he poor cusa lock that box and stop ter, or thar
j,+ won't be a splinter left of either of

bere In the woods, whar the heft of o'

“] dunno whether the Parson heard
me or not, but ef he did. thar wa'u't
much time to foller my instructinas,
for in half a minate the tobogzsan
was goln’ llke a log in the rapids, and
then like a bullet out of 8 guy; and
afore I could get my jawa closed ag-in,
ker-whack' she struck a big hemlock!
The Parson’s box bust open lengthwise,
Just llke a pea-pod, and out he come
a-flyn’ and salled along on his coat-
talls for & good ten yards, just like a
pa‘tridge when she lighta. The minute
he struck the snow, he was up ag-in,
leggin’ it for a tree. 1 reckon he had
it all planned out while he was in the
air, for I couldn’t 'a’ chose a better
tree myself, nor shinned up it apy
1ivelier.

“When the Parson got perched, 1
could see bis white face among the
branches, lookin' down at the wolves,
that were howlin' and leapin’ np on
the tree. ‘Shoot, Mr. Rivers! shoot"™
he yelled. ‘For God's sake, S&ve Ine
from these beasts!”

“T got a rest over a llmb and bsgun
to onhitch old Spitfire. Every time
she spoke, a wolf keeled over, snappin’
at the snow, and makin’ himsel? a red
rug to lie on. Once In a while the
Parson would give a yell, and towards
the last they was whoops of triumph.
In less than half an hour every wolf
was dead, excep’ three that suesked
away. Then I got down and went to
sce how the Pargon was He seemed
to kind o’ miss his box, for ! never see
a man quite so disturbed about a few
pesky wolves. ‘Have you killed em
all, Mr. Rivers? says he, with chatter-
in’ teeth.

“‘All but three,” Bsays I. ‘And you:
needn’t be afraid they’ll cnme back.’

“ ‘SBure? says he.

“ ‘Sui'e,’ says I.

“But it was fifteen minutes afore {
could get him to come down. ‘It is
dreadful, this carnage!’ says he, shyin’
away from the dead wolves. ‘You must
é¥éuse my comfudfon and inconsist-
ency, Mr. Rivers, but I was never in
such a plight before. In the seclusion
of my box, I knew nothing of these
terrors.’

“‘You'll get nsed to ‘em, Parson,’
gays I, ‘now that the box is gone. And
when you set down to supper at Jen-
ning’s, to-night, Tl bet you'l be gtad
you ain’t cooped up here, waitin’' for
them critters to get tired o' the smell
o’ yer carcass.’

“*Thar is somethin' in that'
he. And, by gum! if the cuss didm’t
eat a hunk o' bar’s meat with bls’
beans and mush, that night, at Jen- |
nings’s!”"—Jame¢s Buckham, In Field
and Stream. ’

Eggt at Easter.

The origln of the custom of giving
zes at Baster 18 not of great antiquity,
dating back to a Persian legend that
has been more or less written- up, in
semory ¢t which it 1s still customary |
to give presents of colored eges In Per-
sia on a certain festival in the Spring,
Baster eggs have had various names, |
belng called pasch, pace, or paste eges,
and the usss to which they have been
put are many. One deserves our par-
tieular notice, as it is connected with
our American custom of allowing the
children to roll their eggs on the lawn
at the White House. This rolling of
eges is one of the very old customs,
the fines: grassy slopes being selected
for the purpose. The chfldren, in roll-
ing the eggs, repeated some such ditty
as the following: “‘Carland, parland,
paste-egg day.” But tkls custom was
not entirely confined to the children,
for in some places the older, well-
dressed people indulged In the sport,
having their initial or some distlnctéve
marking on the eggs, for the one that
held out clafmed the rest. Our South-

ern negroes have such a “game.”
Both tansy pudding and bacon and
eges were very generally eaten af thig
tlme, the bacon £o show abhorrence of
the Jews; though on the Continent 'ig

eating flesh at Waster In order to ed-

-

-cape fever for the west of the year, I
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. SHE EHOPS. .
Bhe ahops! T
does | ek A ,
Far fands are Ton et ysen biED,
peopla mw why

kmm ahhopait ratsed
She erself = ]
Oof nueg: bargainapgdvem ‘
And with & gusto ungd

She shops!

She shops!
%‘%: glrgg aasiatrmt sighs, wl
ong experience makes him wise,
He knows wherein her weskness Hes—
8he shopa!

8he shons!
She harries 2o and fro.
And when the sun s setting low,
A thousand_ captured samples show

She ghops!
=~Pearson’s Weckly

BLUE BELLS AND JONQUIN.

Out in the dear old gmrden, under t¥%
hawthorn hedge, where Willle and I
stood sorrowfully, on that Tuesday
morning in Jupe, just before hestarted
for the Black Hilla to seek for gold.

“Give me a bumnch of those lovely

o, the “walk: which: ¥

oney &% Wy nncle's |
{ under the branches of £he trass UM .
it had passed; then, craeping under the |-

‘sent darling clasped clostly €
But why do 1 linger-why do X}

struggle t0 keep the demd past unbur«| "
ied? Oh, Willle, my belowed! you can}

| where peither sin nor sorrow sver &ns

flowers, Carrie,” he &ald, “for their

blue blossoms will remind me of yoor
eyes, my darling.”

And as I stopped to gather a hand-
ful of blue-bells and jonquila that grew
at my fest, he caught me lovingly in

his emibrace, and pressed me tender-

ly to his heart, whispering n my
ears:

“Darling, will yon ba true to me
while T am absent—will you think of
me alone when I am gone? Oh, Car.
rie. my darling love, will you wear
my lmage in your heart during thnss
long, weary months of waiting, while
1 am wresting the preclous ore 1rom
the mine—doubly precious, my darling,
since its possession will break down
the barriers that divide us—for, Car-
rie, dearest, it is not my want of a
name, but my want of gold, that astands
in the way of our union?”

Ah! little did my Willle think that

(it was not for the want of gold or 2

name that Uncle Nathantel had for.
bidden him ever agaln “to darken hils
doors.” No, ho had learned that I nad
given my heart to Willle Vanderbeck
—tor this was the pame my hero bad
borne ever since that early May morn-
ing twenty-two years ago when old
Dr. Vanderbeck, golng out to visit a
patient, had found my Willie—theu a
wee, chubby {nfant—with one little
rosy fist crammed into his mouth,
while his eyes were smiling up into
the astonished face of the good old
doctor from out of the wicker bashket
in which my darling lay. And the dcc-
tor had taken him in and given him a
home until his death a few years pre-
vious. But now Willle was golng to
brave the dangers of thoss horrid
Black Hill# that he might return and
mako me his wife. Only a few short
bours remained before our parting and
heaven alone could tell when ha would
return to me again,

“Ah, Carrle! swest love!" he whis-
pered, trying to cheer me, “when I
come back with the ‘yellow bags' your
uncle’s doors will be open wide to wel-
come me, for it is gold, swee.aeart,
that is the ‘open sesame’ to hearts n1d
homes in theso days of mammon Wor-
ship,” he sald bitterly.

“You are mistaken, Willie,” I ans-
wered. “It is not your poverty nor the
want of & name that closes Uncle Na-
thaniel's door on you. Listen, and I
will tell you what it is.*

Then I went on, and told him how
father had made his will two ,years
previous to his death, when uncle nad
first come to live with us, giving all
his wealth to me, with the proviso that
I should marry GQGeorge Hammond,
Uncle Nathaniel’s only son. But
shortly bsfore his death, and after
George had behaved so badly toward
poor Nellle Benson, our scamstress,
father made a new will, in which he
left overything to me without any re.
strictions, and this will father put 1
a little tin box which was always
locked up in hisesdesk; but afier his
death this last will could not be found,
and Uncle Nathanfel says that father

destroyed it before he dled. The flrst

will leaves me entirely in my uncle’s
power, and his heart 15 set on George
and me marrying. “And now, Wilils,
dearest, you know the cause of .this de-
termined opposition to our union, and
why I cannot banish the gloomy fore.

;bodings that haunt me, causing myl

beart to sink when you speak so hope-

SZYR  fully of returning with gold to removs to face with yay uncle, & 1ok, of firm
| the barriers which uncle will always

oppose to our union. But no matter

whatever it will cost me, I will be true Tobes and the stern ol fudes op hix
tace, a8 he rushes forward and gathers

to youn.”

Eleven little months have paBsed my
pince then, bui, ah! such months of dear bosom, .~

h

agony to me! .

. Scarcely was myv darling’s back ' ter, fut 'Willle, a1l unmifn

turned when my Cousin George re-

turned from the city and formally ‘the lawn, is.

kigges upon my

., Blug bells 'and
marry the only man I eap ever love.” misty folde of'niy well, an

Then followed & storniy scetie with e, too, Wears them in Ids butbonko

my uncle, until, biinded with tears, I T hear one young lady whispering

fled from his presence and stols out. hiévy.of her friends:,

proposed for niy hand; but I had ouly
one suswer to give him: - T i
“Cousin, T am alréady ecngaged to

here to weep, whers none but the biue

bells and jonquils could witndss my young Vandsibeck's bride dlsm?%,
wild grief. Oh! how I longed for the vow those are blue bells and jonquiis
touch of the dear hand and the sound which she wears, Ingteall of oris
of the dear volce, to calm the tumult blossoms, How dreadfuily shockin

in my aching heart, which my uncle’s

angry and oruel wordsghad aroused! shiugs her pretty shoulders and i
For long hours I sat there bemeath sudibly; but he only twites Wis
the shade of fhe fragrant, biossoming- arms more ofosely around me,
hawthorn, Hsfening to the plaintive the loving light in his dark syes
notes of the whip-poor-will, that deeper and far. .ihgre tgendqf.r i
seemed to echo the sad volce of my Whispers in my Willing ars W)
dching hearf. The sun went down hig« love, which banish every cars a2
hind greast banks of gold-coloredl FoW from my heart.~New York' N
clouds, while I sat there in the gloom™ i st i #
of the twiiight trying to school my un- ¢ Aunt Wthel-~Well, Bestrice, ¥
disciplined heart, and galn fortltude yoyu very brave at the dentist’s
to meet my eousin without 1301111‘!3 ﬂiﬁ rfes-<Yes, amsq'r wad. Aung
loathing which I folt when in his Pré8~ “wThen, there’s fhe half cxown
;.'fazsed: YOI An‘%mbw ml;i meu
.. il to you. - Beatrices-He pul
oize, and the hreeze began to stir ;;mi,wa:oz‘%mw qﬁ;mthﬁ?mcﬂ
branches Ofi ﬂ,lz trees, fanning my hot, o - o i

ence. . .
The stara eame put silently, one |

fevered with H#s dewy tre:ihi
nese. .. L L -
- Still T lngersd unitl 1 beard & stap

| have yielded. Oh. Willke! my heautls

ety

tomie Home Lo plonies’]

M L SRR R I

¥ uv*%wm«m Vs g
Lo ' 4 ' .

shadow" of the bawthornm, T Teiched
the house unparceived and: stole o M
chamber. Thore ¥ cried
aleep, with the minlaturs of:

v

understand why I

am marrging m
Cousgln George! ) !‘ﬁ my

When the sad news of your démth|

firat reached me, X thought nfy heart

was broken; but I prayed~~ah, darling,|

how fervently I prayed that T might
die, too, and jfoln you in thxt world

-l

ters. But it was not the will of hexye|

en 10 take me then. I had & duty to

perform. My dead father’s commands|

were ever before my eyes. Love was
buried in my breaking heart Toreverp
but duty—ah! the duty agsinat which
my sinful heart had reholled, now

cried alond for my sghoaision to thei

will of Eim who gave me being, and I

ful, my own angel love! Yook down and
strengthen me to bear may crosa with
patience! i

Yes: out In the dear old garden for,
the last time. When T am “Mrs,
(ieorge Hammond” ¥ must naver ravis.
it this apot, where Willie and ¥ parted |
only eleven littls monthe ago, never to
meet on earth. I wonder do our anpels

still retain thelr bright, @nrthly smiles, |

And will the tunes which we loved on
earth sound as sweet in our ears when:
we meet again as they 4di] when we

listened on emrth to thelr low, tendar)

cadences? But why shounld ¥ shrink’
from askipg that which is ever in my

heart—*1 wonder will.my Willla greet|

me with the same loving smile and
pross me to his heart with the rame
impassioned fervor as e used to in
those dear, pant days, before he cromsed
the dark river to the beautiful sum-
mer land? But I must not pavse 10
think; duty calls me to the side of him
who wiil bs my hushan® era this time
to-morrow. But surely therm iz mo
sin in lingering here, near the flowers
my darllng was _so fond of, for toe
mogrow, blue bells, yom and I must.
part forever.

One kiaa, Jovely flowers, |

Dealerin 1.U]

and then adleu, adleu-honny Jonjuily, |3

that my Willle loved so well.

T wrill gy
wear your blossoms in my bosom this|is

event 1 8
ening for the last time. But what |sikep

iz this that glistens in the rayis of the

crescent moon, wheye I have uprooted  $31,

the beautiful flowers and

hwtily bey

plucked great handfuls of the swesl| »:m
blossoms! Ah! eee, ax I lift it trom {18

the browhn mold, kow it glittera) - Yesl|
it 18 sttll the Hitlo tin box which held, |

and perhaps still holds, my"fathex's
last will! ' ‘ o

Ah, heaven! had this e xann y

only eleven months ako2--yes, hiers

the will, stained and damp, whers e | 5!
winter's snows have Inin shove it} byt

yet eovery word of the well - kiiow

writing s visible, evex In the faint|
glimmer of the young Mry moon, - |

“Oh, my lost lovel—ph, my péor,|
broken heart]” I cry, while T “weep

ﬁ}titul tears over Iy young; waxtil
(-3 - '

But it Is growing Iate, and X heay &
step coming up the long, - graveled

walk, under the lindens that grow onf{{l
either atde of the rond lending from [me

the turnpike up to ~ur old nanaion.

“Some late visitor,” T toll -mr,beit,"‘i"'

“who {s coming to witness my nDisy.|wwint

riage on the morrow. Bui shall 4t be?
No, thank Hheaven!

me now—no father’s volce, resching|.

No duty coinpsls]

back from the clay, demands my Tm-| e

molation,

But, hark, the sound of angry volces|

is borne toward me om -the evanirg

afr, T hear Unelo Nathanisl ordering] - 7

someone to leave *‘his gronnds’-his

grounds no longer, but my own ¥How., |
But what valce is that which re«)
plies: I will not go until | hxve geen |-

her and heard her 'b'"i, Iips  repemt

what yours liave spoken.”

Oh, oyl foyl. .Cpn 1. belleve
senwes or an*T onl gt Int
s volee from.. th RN

_from..ipe
darling Willie's yolce

the lttle tin box with 4. H

Slute
and fly as fast as my tremibling Mmby) ™

will bear. )
Yes, there sta
and oh! so grand -and bemutiful--face.

determination sbining In his = large
dark eyes, But now he sées my white;

fainting -forin clbes £0 his’dea¥:
“Oh; fay lost Tove!". Iz sl T can
igpdiol o2
strangers who are. flocking out
ressing “1018,
ned fac

id péep o

oy

nds my WIS itve,|.

“Good graclous! whai singular

Willle, too, Hears hei“Femurk, ag

T

Mg

War fs no pletle; but
r sl bee- 40 ke,




