
May announced this from a vantage-ground at the back ofher
aunt's chair; but she need not have been so cunning. Miss
Martha's failingeyes wereno way keeninthe shifting dusk."A disappointment1" The old lady sat erect inher chair,and
ahafflicting idea weatwhirling throughher head. "Ihope

—
May!

—you havenot refusedhimI
""No, no, no1

"
said May breathless. "Oh, aunty!you make

a verygreat mistake!
"" DoI," saidMissMartha,meekly,in sad bewildermentat this

proofof perversity of the heartof man.
"HaveIreally madesuch a

mistake as that? And yet—"
ButMay wasgone;and it was nouseto goon talking to the

empty walls.
So the littleparty returnedhomeunder a cloudof gloom. As

Miss Martha sat down thankfully under her own roof, she called
herselfanoldfool for castle-building and match-making, for worry-
ing herself ather time of life,when she ought tohavepeace. May
feltlikeastranger in returning to her home. Something had gone
out of her life, and something had comeinto it,since she had last
crossed thethreshold of her familiarroom;but that was her own
affair, and the wallsmust not know it. Paul looked paleand worn
when he took his place at the table with them that evening, as
unlikeaspossibletothe joyful Panl who had sat down there on that
first evening,nowmore thanamonth ago.

Hehad fallenback so completelyunder the oldshadow, thathe
was saying to himself, as he ate his bread, that he was a
manaccursed, who could never expect to be loved. Already here
was the working of his evil influence. These friends who had
gladly welcomedhimhad grown cold and constrained. A shadow
had comeoverMay,whohad been soblithe with him at first. He
wouldtake leaveof her to-night,and for the future thinknomore of
beinghappy.

The littlebrown parlor was fullof s'arlight, whenMiss Martha
wentout totalk tooldNanny about thepigs. And Paul snatched
the opportunity,and began to s.iy farewell toMay.
Hebeganso suddenly, she was so utterly without the key to his
meaning, thathalf of his wild thingshadbeensaid beforeshebegan
toguesa whathe was saying.''IfearedIshouldbring my shadow withme,"he wasdeclaring
whenshe caught the driftof his words,"andItried to keep away,
andIcouldnot. Thememory of your facehauntedme,andbrought
meback toyour side. Ilove youasnoone will everIre youagain.
What does it matter? You pity me,Iknow. SomedayImaybe
glad toremember it;butnowitcannothelp me. For Ihave been
foolenough to hope that Icould win your entire love; that you
could save me from acurse; thatImightliveanddie aablestaman
as love evermade happy. Your pityhas twice warnedme, andyetI
speak to you likethis;but itis because you will neversee me any
more. Ichill youwith mypresence, andlamgoing away. Itrust
youmay behappy. Ihope that Mr.Leemay love andcherish—"

HerePaulpausedand panted,and looked able to punish Mr.
Leeif the devotionof thatunknownrivalshouldbe found faulty in
its measure. Before he could finish hs sentence, the parlour was
thrownopen,andBridget thrust herself in, witha sly, subduedgrin
uponher buxom face."There's a gintlemen outbye wants to see ye, Miss. Despert
anxious he is, Miss,if yonplase.""A gentleman!" said May. With new life dancingatherheart,
withaninclination tolaughandtocry,with fear and delight, anda
slight sense of the ridiculous all struggling withinher at once, she
seizeduponsomeflower-pots,and begansettling themintheir stand,
thatBridget might not see her faceand the shaking of her bands.
A gentlemanIBridget's announcement wasas utrange as if shehad
said,"There is a troopof soldiers come to arrest you

";but May
didnot know at the moment whether it was a Btrange thing or not.
She only wished that Bridget would go away,so that Paul would
speakagain.

"Yes, Miss. A fine big giutleman wid a spanking horse j
MistberLee is his name,an' he says—"

Paul had turned his back on the vlwelcome Bridget, andwas
standing at the open window looking out. When Bridget said,*" Misther Lee," heputhishandon the sill, vaultedquickly out, and
disappeared.

May sat down, and stared pitifully at her hand-maiden. Had
the labs betnbutawayshe might haveheldouta finger tokeep Paul
by her side ;butBridget's presence was a broadfact, inevery sense
of theword;and Paul wasgone away. Not forever,oh,no,not for-
everI That wouldbe toomad, when she hadnot evenansweredhim
nor saidgood-bye."He said, Miss

"
wenton Bridget, in her ignorance, "thathe

wouldnot come in,'but axes as a favour thatyou yoursel' would
spakea word withhim outbye."

-..*"*>l Very well;lethim wait. Bridget,gofor my handkerchief,if
youplease,ontietable,inmy drawer,inmyroom."

Bridget gone,she flew to the window,peeped across the Bash,
thrustherself across the sish. She could see faintly the moors, the
meadows,the white path, the distant stile;but there was no Paul
anywhere to be seen

11Paul 1" she whisperedsoftly,"Paul,"she wailedmore audibly ;
buthe was not luikiug anywhere within thereach of atimid voice.
(She drew back and leaned sickening, against the wall;and then
Bridget came back with the handkerchief, and there was nothing
tobe donebut togo out and meet ChristopherLee.

(To be contimied.)

Anami-clericalcongresshas latelybeen holding its meetingsat
Born-*. Is object its toraise oppositionto the Church and the clergy
in allparts of the world. Among the foreign delegates Mr. Brad-
laugh is said toha* c representedEngland.

The Congress of the Catholic Circles of French working-men
wasrecentlyopen»d at Paris under the presidency of ftl.de Mun.
Among other distinguished foreigners present was Dr. Bagshawe,
Bishopof Nottingham, well known for his warm sympathies with
the working classesand theinterest which hehas long takenin the
improvementof their socialcondition.

Following is an exact copy of a composition in history by a
little ten-yew-old girl attending one of the secondary schools of
Lancaster, Pa. The thoughts, dates, punctuation and spelling all
prove that the little lady is endowed with striking originality :
"1. William Perm was born in Boston in 1607. His father was
a soap and candle maker but William didnot like that trade. Then
the government owed his father a large som of money and
when he died it was given all to William Perm. He was the
first white man whu founded Pensylvania. He founded Pensyl-
vania because His name was William Perm. William Perm
joined theQuakersbuthis father did not like it. And he discovered
Americain the year1492. 2. George Washington the first president
of theUnited States bornin Virginiiin the year. When George was
a little boy he wouldnevertellalie. Becausehe thoughtit wasnot
nice. Ittianot nice nether. He studiedallkinds of things tobe a
president. 3. Abraham Lincoln was born in Wales in 1599. His
father was a wool-comber, but Abraham did not like that trade.
One day Abrahamwas standing on the rail-road,and aman by the
nameof Gitue came behindhim andshot bim. Then he gotput in
jail for it. But it was not nice of himbecausehe shothim on the
rail-road. 4. Roger WilliamsdiscoveredAmerica1492."
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Poet's Corner.
"BRACE UP."

(By Patrick Sarsfield Oabsidy.)
Nomane'ersailedlife'schangefulpea

With prosperous weather all the way,
With sparkling waves,winds fair and free,

Andne'era dangerousbar nor bay.
Allmeet their Btorms, andstraits, andshoals,

Anddrink of danger's desperatecup.
When comes thehour totry men's souls,

Jump to your feetandact.—" Braceup!
"

And trouble
—

well, whodoesnot know
That is the legacy of man?

Life'spoisonplant,whosevapoursblow
Acrossonr paths toblastand ban?

Butif in worldwithcareß o'ercast
We sometimesmustof sorrowsup,

Let's try toshorten the repast,
Strike for the sunshine, and "brace up."

'Tis well rememberedthatall men
Their shadows carry with themstill,

Andnow they trudgeDepression'sglen,
Andnow they walkJoy's sunlithill.

When one we meetin pathway drear,
And weak from woe's life-sapping cup,

Let's strikehim on theback, and cheer,
And tellhim:"Liftyour heart;brace up."

Noneholds theright to scattergloom,
His shadow overothersspread;

Men want to live 'midlight andbloom,
Andnotincavernsof the dead.

Away,y« Bcribbling menof grief,
We willnot share yourcoward's cup.

Who steals our cheer is quaking thief
—

Contempt onhim who won't"brace up."

Tbeie'ssunshineplenty in the world
Tospare the darkest soul a raj,

And then withHope'sbrave flag unfurled,
Andcourage crowned tolight the way,

Tellgrimmisfortune,envy,hate,
We willnot drink yourwretchedcup,

Nor can themost malignant fate
Crush out theman who will"brace up."" What will you have

"
themighty King

Asked the philosopherof old."Stand back1" Don't take fromme the thing
Youcannot give— the sunshine'sgold."

A wise philosopherwert thou,
And deep you'd drink of Wisdom'scup;

Letus whensorrowstrikes the brow
Stepto the sunshine and '" brace up."

[aspiring words,mostpotentphrase,
Alllife'sphilosophy youhold,

Youtellus, look for brighter days,
You giveus courage, braveaud bold.

Whate'ertheblinding blow we feel,
Whate'er may be theproffered cup,

Ob, let the spiritnever kneel
Toill-faced fortune,but

'"
brace up."

—New York Sun.
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When worndown andready totake your bed, Ameiican Co.'s
Hop iitters is whatyouneedtorelieve you. See

Ayer'sAgue Cure is intended toact as an antidote to malarial
fevers, and all diseases generated by march, swamp or slough.
Sciencehas brought this remedy high toperfection. Noquinine,no
arsenic, nor injurious drug enters into its composition. Chemistry
and the healingarthavecombinedtomake it the curative triumph
of the age we livein.


