
t COUNTRY THANKSGIVING. 

»J. good man, close the great bun door: 
The mellow harvest time is o'er! 

The earth has given her treasures meet 
Of golden corn and hardened wheat. 

You, and your neighbors well have 
wrought, 

And of the summer's bounty caught; 

Won from her srailcs and from her tears 
Modi goods, perhaps, for many years 

You come a tribute now to pay— 
The bells proclaim Thanksgiving Day. 

Well have you sown, well have you 
reaped, 

And el the riches you have heaped. 

Yon think, perhaps, that yeu will give 
A part, that others, too, may live. 

But if such argument you use, 
. Your niggard bounty I refuse. 

2xo gifts you on the altar lay 
Fn augr sense are given away. 

I.,&)'rings from Heaven a voice abroad: 
"$ho helps God's poor doth lend the 

Jbord." 

'What Is yc.:r wealth? H'd have to know 
i'e have it, you must let it go. 

Think you the hand by Heaven struck 
•oola 

Will yet have power to clutch its gold? 

Shrouds have no pockets, do they say? 
Behold, I show you then the way: 

o7ait not till death shall shut the door, 
K it so-id your cargoes on before. 

hoi he that giveth of his hoard 
help God's poor doth lend the Lord. 

To-day, my brethren—do not wait; 
Yonder s;ancls Dame Kelly's gate 

Ai-.d vonUl you build a mansion fair 
ii: (Teavon, send your lumber there. 

K-mV-s v"ck tha f. on her n'osd-pi'le Has 
May raise a dome beyond th». skies; 

Y.ou Rt'P the rents within her walls, 
Avid yonder rise your marble halls; 

i^or every pane that slops the wiud 
There shineth one with jasper lined. 

Your wealth is Roue, your form lie3 cold. 
But in the city paved with gold. 

Your hoard is held in hands Divine; 
It bears a niime that marks it thine. 

Behold the bargain ye have made; 
With usury the debt is paid. 

No moth doth eat, no thieves do steal, 
No Buffering heart doth envy feel. 

King out the words: Who of his hoard 
Doth help God's poor doth lend the Lord! 

Go c«-t your c.<rg jea under way; 
'J he brtlls ring out rnanss^iv ng Day! 

A Memorable llTanksgiviiig. 
Thanksgiving week was always a busy 

week at the Gates homestead, but it 
seemed to Dear that it was busier this 
year than ever. She couldn't, quite 
understand it, either, for as they were 
coming home from church on Sunday 
she heard her mother say to Aunt Mar
garet, with a little break in her voice, 
that the had "no heart for Thanksgiv
ing this year." Dear knew why, and she 
thought they would have a Borrowful 
Thanksgiving, or, perhaps, no Thanks
giving at all. 

But Tuesday morning there could he 
no doubt that they were to have Thanks
giving th s year, f jr there was what 
Tiptop called a "bonfire" made in the 
great brick oven in the kitchen, which 
since Dear's remembrance, was opened 
and heated only during Thanksgiving 
week. Tiptop mounted a cha r so that 
lie could see into the oven, and shouted 
"Fire!" and danced in ecstasy till, for
getting that he had on'y a chair-bottom 
lor a floor, he danced off, and bruised 
his nose, and had to be comforted by 
Dear just when she was so bu^y seeding 
raisins. 

iioundtop and Squaretop counted it a 
ureal privilege to bring In the long sticks 
of hickory wood to heat the oven, each 
holding an end, tugging it along with 
great gravity, and an occasional fall on 
their toes, and if they were allowed to 
thrust a small stick into the oven,their 
sais'action was complete. Dear paused, 
id her harried trips through the kitchen, 
to look into the blazingdepthsand think 
of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego. 

Then they all stood around to see the 
coals drawn out and the oven swept; and 
when their mother, holding her hand 
far in to test the temperature, solemnly 
declared it was "just right," they 
watched breathlessly while the loaf-cake 
and 6pice-cake and cookies were care
fully put in, and breathed a deep sigh of 
relief when the oven d >or closed upon 
the good things committed to its keep
ing. 

Wednesday morning the oven was 
heated again, and filled with mince pies, 
which came out bo delightfully brown 
and so deliriously fragrant 'hat the 
«3istes children grew desperately hun
gry, avd thought Thanksgiving would 
never come. And then such pumpkin 
pies, an : apple pies, and tarts, and at 
last, as the evening drew on.great batch
es of brown bread and rye bread and 
wheat bread filled the oven to the door. 

When the chicken-pie and turkey 
were ready for the nest day, the tired 
mother dropped into the low rocking 
chair, and taking Tiptop on her lap 
looked wearily into the fire. 

"Let me hold Tiptop, mamma," said 
Dear, thinking how tired her mother 

was; but her mother made answer only 
by holding Tiptop with a closet arm. 
The children gathered around as the 
twilight came on, ami sitting there wait
ed for their father to come. Gradually 
silence fell upon them all, broken only 
by the subdued roaring of the fire in 
the stove, aud the l md ticking of the 
clock on the mantel-shelf. 

As Dear Kstened, how vividly uim* 
back that sorrowful night when sue 
stood and heard the clock ticking loud
er aud louder, as Tiny gently breathed 
her life away; and it seemed to Dear 
that she would never again hear the 
clock ticking in the night without think
ing of that scene. She glanced at her 
mother, and did not wonder that she 
had no heartjfor Thanksgiving this year. 
Indeed, Bhe thought they all had more 
cause for complaint than Thanksgiving. 

Half blini'ed by tears, she started up, 
and, going to the window, looked out. 
It was a frosty starlight night. There 
was no snow "on the ground, but here 
and there patches of ice were forming 
over the pools of still wator left by the 
heavv fail veins. 

"Wliv don't papa come?'' said Tiptop, 
fretfully 

"lie will come soon," said the mother, 
soothingly, and in obedience to an old 
habit, began absent-mindedly humming 
Greenville, the one tune she" knew, and 
by whose aid she had year after year 
hummed the Gates babies to sleet).' 

"Is papa at the shop!" asked Dear, in 
the first lull in the humming. 

"No; he went down to the cotton-mill 
with a load of bobbins, and he ought to 
be here by this time." 

"May I go a littie way and maet him?'' 
asked Dear. 

"Yes," remembering that Deir had 
been in the house all dav—"only first 
light a candle and make the tea, and put 
more wood in t lit. otove. and bring me 
Tiptop's night-dres-". and untie the boys' 
sliO's, and wear your hood and don't be 
gone Ions." 

Dear had closed the outside door, 
ready to star! on i'. run, \vh-»nshe heard 
old Fan's whinny in the direction of the 
barn. "Papa lias come, and i.* unhar
nessing Fan," thought she, feeling a lit
tle disappointed that, sins could not meet 
him and ride home. Instead she 
turned to the barn. 

At the stable, door stood old Fan, 
steaiuint: c.s if she were having a vapor-
fa ith. "Papa had a load home," tluught 
D^ar as she went up to pat Fan. But 
what was that she stepped on? A thill? 
Yes a broken thill, still hanging to the 
harness. Starlled, Dear glanced around 
the yard. The wagon was not there, 
and now she saw that only a part of the 
harness was on the horse, and that was 
trailing on the ground. 

Before this fee ing in hex heartliad time 
to take shupe, Dear opered the stable 
door and let Fan i.., and, carefully clos ng 
the door, ran fwr the street. The road over 
the hill lav, like three narrow foot
paths, with straight ridges of turf be
tween, and along these narrow paths 
L>ear sped with flying feet, straining her 
;yes to see she dared not think , hat. 

At the brow of the hill she paused and 
looked down. Th i road wound like a 
!>r iok down the long hill-side, turning 
to the right and to the i«ft. with here 
and there steep pitches and many bars, 
till it was lost in the darkness far down 
toward tUe v dley. As far as her eyes 
could reach there was nothing unu-ual 
to be seen; but at her feet lav a broken 
harness strap. Up that road Fan had 
come, and downtiiat road Dear must go. 

On and on, over bars and pitches, 
scarcely touching the ground, loose 
stones hit by her feet living before her, 
till, suddenly, halfway down the steep
est pitch, she came to aplaceintfie 
road where the stones anil the jravel 
had beei. plowed up as if by the plung
ing of a horse. 

Here lay the wagon-seat. A li'tle far
ther on lay two or three planks across 
the road, and at the foot of the steep 
pitch lay, on its side, a wrecked lumber 
wagon, which had run backward till it 
capsized; and across the steep gutter by 
the roadside lay a load of plank which 
had slipped from the w.ngrrn as it 
went over. Here was a part of the bro
ken reins, belonging to th« harness 
with die ends under the load of plank. 

The wagon was her father's. Dear 
knew that; but where was her father? 
She stood and looked on either side, up 
the hill and down into the valley. Noth
ing moved; there was not even wind 
enough to bend the tall dead grasses by 
the roadside, and no sound was to be 
heard in all the still night but the gifg-
ling and babbling of the little brooks 
that had gullied deep channels in the 
water-ways'oa either side of the road. 
Dear could bear this silence no longer. 

"Papa, papa, where are yon?" and the 
wild cry went UP the hill-side and diown 
into the valley b ringing no answer. 

"0 papa, papa' what shall I do?" she 
called again, and as Bhe listened with 
straining ears, she heard, or thought 
she heard, a low moan near her. She 
dropped 011 her knees. "Papa, papa, 
are you here?" It was a prayer now! 
Surely she heard a sound as if in answer 
and it seemed to come from the plank 
that had slid over the gutter. 

In an instant Dear was ever there, 
peering among the planks. She could 
see nothing but she ceuld hear a sound 
plainly now. She tried with frantic 
haste to raise the planks, but there was 
not strength enough iu her small arms 
for that, and almost without thought 
she darted, not up the hill to her moth
er. bat down into the black vxllev at the 
foot of the hill, where acart-patli leading 
irom the woods intersected the road 
Along this dark path, overgrown with 
alders, she went till she <*aine to a low 
shanty built between two trees, and, 
bursting open tie door, she cried: 

"O Biddy McCoy! coma qu ck some
thing dreadful has happened on the 
hill." 

"Whnt is't yer sayin'?" said the star
tled Biddy, starting from her seat, but 
as Dear was aire idy out of doors, she 
added, suiting the action to the words; 
"Here, Bridget, take the baby, and you 
Mike," to a stupid boy by the fire, "get 
yer lanthern an 1 come along;" and with
out waiting t-> put anything on her head 
she followed Dear. 

The child was already out. of sight but 
Biddy went on at a sounding gallop tili 
she came to the foot of the hill. There 

she saw the small figure tiying before 
her and beckoning her on. 

"Shure, ah' something dreac.lul has 
happened," said the breathless Biddy, 
crossing herself as she Jcame up to the 
wrecked wagon. "Is any one hurted?" 
as Dear called her to help. 

"I'm afraid—I'm afraid there's some 
one under the planks," gasped Dear, 
trying single-haudud to lift the load. 

"Here gtirl, that's 110 way to warruk, 
tak' the top one first. Mike, ye lazy 
sowl, get along wid yer lanthern!" and 
her voice went down the hillside like the 
blast ol a trumpet, starting even the 
slow Mike into a run. 

"There, hould that," said she, hand
ing the lantern to Dear, aud with Bid
dy's stout arms at one end and Mike's 
at the other, the planks were flung over 
into the road. Dear held her breath, 
and before the planks were all off t-iey 
could see that a man lay there stretched 
in the bed of the gutter. The planks 
were over him like a roof, or the cover 
of a bos, and, when the last one was 
oil'. Dear saw her father's face, still 
ami white, but she could not utter a 
sound. 

"Howly Mother, help us," ejaculated 
Biddy. "'Take his feet, Mike, and help 
get him out of the watuer. He'll be 
drowned intirely if he's no kit already." 
For as he lay damming up the narrow 
channel, the choked water had risen 
aud spread arouud him in an ever-rising 
pool. 

As they took him up and laid him 
down in the road, the motion seemed to 
rouse him to life, for Biddy, stooping 
over him with the lantern, saw his eyes 
suddenly open. He looked about him 
in a bewildered way, and then clutched 
at the reins that were still in his hands, 
shouting: "Whoa, Fan, whoa!" Then 
he slowly raised himself on his elbow, 
and seeing the planks scattered 
about him muttered: ' Why! she's got 
away." 

"Are ye much hurted, sur?" asked 
Biddy, concernedly, taking his arm as if 
she would help him to his feet 

"I dou't know, I'm cold," said he 
slowly. 

"An' well ye might- bo lyin' in all that 
wather," and she to'.d them how they 
found him lying in the gu.ter, with the 
•dunks over hici, but not on hha, and 
tiie water around ln;n. 

"Is iliat y u, l>oar? and has tho horsa 
gone home?" asked he altera moment, 
seeing the little, shaking figure beside 
him. 

"Yes, paoa." and all at once the con-
vu!s ve sobs leaped beyond her control, 
and she fell 011 her knee-, quite unable 
to say or do anything but sol: 

The sight and the sound of her sobs 
did more than anything e!«e to restore 
her father to himself. With Biddy's 
help he slowly rose from the ground, 
and, aft. r standing a moment, he said, 
steadily: "I believe I am all right, only 
cold and a little confused. The fall must 
have stunned me, but for your help, my 
good «voman, I should have been a dead 
man soon." 

"It was yer little girl tould us. We 
shouldn't have known." 

He helil his hand to Dear, and she 
caught it aud held it under her chin,-till 
unable to speak. 

"Do ye think ye could, walk sur? Ye've 
no right to be standin' here wid yer wet 
clothes." 

Thuaadmonished thev began to move. 
Biddy and Mike and the "lantne-n" 
went tvith them 10 the top of the hill. 
By that time Harvey Gates had obtained 
lull possession uf himself, and he bade 
Kiddy good-night, teldng her he would 
see her on the morrow. 

"Now, Dear," said he. "run home and 
tell your mother quietly, that the wagon 
broke do n, but that I am all right and 
will be in directly." 

It was not until near noon the next 
day, when Dear broke into an irrepres
sible fit of sobbing, that tier mother 
knew how near deaih had been to them 
that night. She turned very white and 
after a moment.said: "Children, we have 
great reason to be thanktul to-day." 

A little later Harvey Gates came in. 
He had been down with Luke to get the 
planks out. of the road and to see Bidd y 
McCoy, lie told a pitiful story of the 
provertv in the little thatity. "There 
will be 110 Thanksgiving supper there 
10-day," he said. Mrs. Gates winced a 
little. She was a thrift}' woman, and it 
was not easy for her to understand the 
blessedness of giving. 'And such a ba
by, such a little ir>ite of a baby!" con
tinued Harvey Giles, as if speaking to 
himseif. 

"A baby?" repeated Mrs. Gates, paus-
ingon her way to the oven; "did you say 
Biddy tiad a baby?" 

"Yes, and the poor little things looks 
half starved." 

"Mamma," said Dear, eagerly, "why 
can't we have them all up here to 
thanksgiving sapper? we've got enough 
for them.'' 

llurvay Gates glanced at his wife. 
After a moment's hesitation she said. 

"Yes, they can come, I sttppo.-e, if 
there aint more'n forty or fifty of "em;" 
and she opened tiie oven door, and 
basted the turkey with energy. "Har
vey," she called, as she heard him go
ing to >vard the door, "ted Biddy to 
hring the baby; and here, you take that 
t!i ck shawl in the entry to wrap it up 
warm." 

A nd so the McCoys had the grandest 
Thanksgiving supper of their lives; and 
no more thankiul company gathered in 
New England th it day. the Gates fain-
ilv leeling very tender over their es
cape from a great calamity.—Josephine 
R. Baker, in S. S. Time? 

The Garfield farm, near Watertown, Cod
ington countv, Dak., was run over by a 
prairie fire, destroying tweatv-tbree stacks 
of wheat; 125 tons of hay; 400 bushels of 
barley; all ot the farm machinery, includ
ing a thre«hir>g machine; barns, stable, and 
gr-nary; seven colts; three horses; Durham 
bull valued at $400; one cow, four calves; 
4,500 bushels of oats, and 400 bushels 
threshed wheat. Total loss, $5,000 tj $6,000; 
insurance, $3 500. 

^ -* --
A Phillips Exeter Academy student 

boasts ihat he boards himself on seven 
cents a day. Somebody should watch 
that gentleman's health, o- toe neigb' 
boring chicken roosts. 

Maine has 21,0U0 miles of wilderness-
en and the whole state of Massachusetts 
could be set down in the middle ot 
them and not be able to find its way out. 

TAKE HEAHT. 

Alt day the stormy wini has blown 
From off the dark and briny sea; 
No bird has past the window flown, 
The only song has been the moan 
The wind made in the willow tree. 

This is the summer's burial time; 
She died when dropped the earliest leaves. 
And cold npon het rosy i>rime 
Fell dowu the autumn's frosty rime-
Yet I am not as oae that grieves. 

For well I know on sunnv seas 
The blue-bird waits for sunny skies: 
And at the root of forest trees 
The may flowers sleep in fragrant ease, 
And violets hide their azure eyes. 

O thou, by winds of grief o'erblown 
Besides some golden summer's beir,— 
Take heart!—thy birds are only 11 JW»>, 
Thy blossoms sleeping, tearful sown, 
To greet thee iu the iunu jrtal year. 

RlClToR POOR. 

"So you've come back again, Jerome?" 
said old Mr. Sewell. "Well, we heard 
you was thinkiu' of returniu' to Elm 
Mountain. Bad pennies always come 
back—ha! ha! ha! And you did not 
make such a big fortune as you calcula
ted, eh?" 

Jeromo Clay leaned over the old zig
zag rail fence and rubbed his eyes. Had 
time stood still all these years whiie he 
had been in the South? For here was 
Farmer Sewell m the same old blue-
checked overalls, with the same bat 
tered straw hat, the same wrinkles be
tween his brows, driving the same old 
red cows home through the twilight lane, 
where the scent of trampled spearmint 
came up, and the melancholy notes of a 
whippoorwill sounded faintly on the 
purple hilence. 

And yet—and yet it was twenty odd 
years since lie had left Elm Mountain, 
with all his worldly goods balanced in a 
bundle on his back. He had been a 
dashing !»u of twenty-one, then; there 
were silver hairs in his black locks, now, 
and he left a dead past buried under tho 
sweoi magnolia groves. And here was 
Moses Sewell, just the same as ever, 
oniy a trillo yellower and more dried up. 

"Ves," (. 'lay said; quietly, "I've come 
back. And you are right when you say 
that, tortuii 's don't grow on every bush?' 

"tioin't Jyourut.cle's house?" said Mr. 
Sewell, leaning over the bars, "lie's 
dead and buried, poor fellow. Always 
had a weak chest you know. And the 
gals ain't 110 younger. The three old 
maids we call 'em—ha, ha, ha, ha!" 

And again the old fanner chuckled 
himself into a state ;of semi suffocation. 

"Come in and see us'" s.tid he. "My 
daughter Aurilla." she's come back a 
widow and does tailorin' and plain sewin.' 
Tins oal woman's stone deaf Uut she's 
dreadful quick at catchm* a person's 
meaning!" 

And oil" he trudged over the patches 
of sweet smiling spearmint, bis broad 
figure vanishing Into the gloom like a 
shadow. 

"Three old maids, eh?" repeated Jer
ome Clay to himself. "Clara and Hess, 
and little Kate, the golden-haired beau
ty, the solteyed poetess, the wild little 
sprite who wasa mixturo of tJnd.ne and 
Queen Mab. Then,surely, Father Time 
lias not atood still!" 

The light shone out, as of old, from 
the red-curtained casement, the great 
fire of logs was blazing on the hearth, 
and the three cousins greeted the re
turned wanderer with unaffected 
warmth. 

They were changed, of course. What 
else i:ould huve been expected? The 
beauty had grown sharp and freckled 
and her lovely bairjhad lost its burrish., 
and she was not quite as tidy as she 
used to be in the old days about her 
ribbons and frills. Soft-eyed Bessie's 
sweet voice had degenerated into a 
whine; she had grown round-should
ered and lost one of her front teath; 
and lit le Kate was a stout, middle-aged 
woman, who reminded one oi Undine 
no more. 

But they were cousins still—the girls 
who had played and romped and 
flifted'with him in due arithmetical pro
gression. And there still existed a bond 
of steadfast friendship, and he told them 
the story of the Southern wife who had 
been buried lor five years under the 
magnolias, aud they all sympathized 
and beauty even cried a little. 

"I have brought ray three children 
to ttie North," tie said. "I left them in 
New York, and if 1 can get some genu
ine, wtioie-souled woman to take charge 
of my home, i'ui th»nking of settling 
here in E1111 Monn ain. Ciara, dear,you 
used to b<» loud oi' me in the old times! 
What do you say to undertaking the 
charge?" 

The beauty seemed to grow smaller, 
sharper, more business-like,in a second; 
if cousin Jerome had come home a mil
lionaire, she would have jnmped into 
his arms. 

But Clara Neely was not romantically 
inclined. To her, love in a cottage pos
sessed no charms. 

"I couldn't Jerome,' Bhe answered, 
jtiickly. "I'm not very strong, and 1 
•ouldn't assume any responsibility of 
tois arduous nature. Besides, I'm not 
fond of children. I'm greatly obliged to 
you, I'm sure, but IV rather not." 

Jerome Clay bit his lip. 
"Of course," he said, "it is for you to 

decide. But if J«ssie—" 
The poetess shrugged her elionlders, 

and laughed a light, shrill-sounding 
ca hination. 

"Cousin Jerome," said she, "it's just 
as well to be irank ab >ut these matters. 
I wouldn't marry a poor man—not if I 
loved him like Romeo and Juliet. It's 
oad enough to scrape along as we do 
tiere. witn only half what one requires 
10 live on decently. But to plunge into 
poverty, with two or three children be
longing to another woman no, I thank 
you." 

For time, as may easily be perceived, 
had eliminated a great deal of poetical 
element from Bessie Neely's soul. 

The qamdam Undine did not wait for 
the question, as far as she was concern
ed but added, promptly, th it she quite 
agrc jd with her lister in all these mat
ters. 

"It's such a pity you didn't stajr here, 

where you were wellvff, Jcroae," Baid 
she, in the pitying, patronizing manner 
which your genuine man most abhors. 
"Dear pa, you know, always disap
proved of your going south. And you 
might have got the situation of agent te 
the White Castle Place, at eight hun
dred a year, and a cottage found, if 
you'd only been here on the spot. Pa 
used to know the old agent, and could 
have recommended you!" 

Jerome smiled. 
"White Castle?" said he. "That's the 

big house on the hill, where we chil
dren used to peep at the roses and 
white grapes through the glass sides of 
the great greenhouse. A grand place, 
as I remember it." 

"And the position of agent is most re
sponsible, and highly considered," 
broke in Bessie. 

Jerome Clay went awp.y feeling rather 
depressed. 

It is not the lot of every man to bo 
thrice rejected in one evening. 

"They think I am a fa.lure in Kfe," 
said hej half smiling, half sighing. "Well 
perhaps they are not wrong. People's 
ideas ddfer.'" 

Aurillia Haven, the old farmer's 
daughter, had been a wild hoyden of a 
schoolgirl when Jerome Clav went 
south. She was a silent pale woman *t 
three and thirty now, who did the 
"tailoress" work of the neighborhood, 
aud bad hard worn to get along. 

But. her dark brown eyes lighted up 
when Mr. Clav spoke of his far-off home 
and her cheek glowed scarlet, when Mr. 
Sewell chuckled out: 

"So the three old maids wouldn't 
have nothing to say to vou? Ua, ha, 
ha!" 

"Do you blame them?" said Jerome. 
"Weil, no," confessed the old man. 

"Gals naturallv want to better them
selves nowadays. If you'd come bank 
with your pockets full of gold, they'd 
sing a'di tie rent song, you'd see." 

Aurilla looked pitying v at Jerome 
Clay. She, too, bad lwnnd life a lailuro, 
and in her quiet way did all that she 
could to coinfji t the tail, quiet man, 
who had hired the spare chamber tn 
her father's house for a few weeks, since 
his cousins had altogether omitted t» 
invite hi in as their guest at the old 
place. 

She was not pretty—never had been— 
but, she had a sweet, oval face, with 
fringed eyes, and a mild, wistful expres
sion, which Jerome Clay liked. 

And one day she spoke out what was 
in her heart. 

"Mr. Clay," she said, "I can't help 
thinking of those poor, little, mother
less children of yours. If you bring 
them here, I'll take care of them. I al
ways liked children, and it shall eost 
you nothing. Father will let me have 
the big north bed room for a nursery, 
and their board won't signiiy. They 
can go to the public school, and I'll 
make their clothes, if you'll buy the ma
terial." 

"Aurilla, you are a genuine womanl" 
said Mr. Clay, earnestly. "None of my 
cousin:* have spoken to me like this." 

"Perhaps—perhaps they didn't think 
of it!" faltered Aurilla. 

"Possibly," dryly remarked Mr. Clay. 
"But, Aurilla," gently retaining her 
hand, "is it of mv children only that 
von think? Have you no tender, pitying 
leeiing—the sweet, sensation that is akiu 
to love, you know—lor me? Aurilla will 
yon be iny wile?" 

And Aurilla did not refuse. 
"Now that vou have promised to mar

ry me," .-hiid Jerome Clay, "I will tell 
you all my plans, AiiriHu. I have 
boiiL'ht a house here"— 

"Here, Jerome?" 
"Yes, here. Will you come with me 

to look at it?" 
"I will go wherever you wish, Je

rome," said the bride-elect, in a sort of 
innocent bewilderment. 

Mr. Clay put her into a little carriage 
at the door, and drove her up the moun
tain-side. tlirougo the huge, stone gate
way of White Ca-tle, to the velvet lawns 
in front of the colonnad'„.i portico, 
where statues of Ceres and Proserpina 
stood in dazzling marble on either side, 
and an antique sun-dial marked the 
g. lden footsteps of the God of Day. 

"It's a beautiful place!" said Aurilla," 
ho answered qaietlv, "it is our home." 
" You mean to tell me, dear," cried 

the delighted widow, "that you've been 
fortunate enough to receive the agency? 
I thought Mr. Wright—" 

"Mr. Wright is the agent still," said 
Clay. 

"What I mean is that I have bought 
White Castle and its ground, This fine 
old house is to be your home hencefor
ward, Aariila." 

"But, Jerome, I thought you were a 
poor man?" 

"Diu I ever tell you so?" he laughing
ly retorted. "Did I ever tell anyone so? 
H the good people in Elm Mountain 
choose to believe me a pauper, is it iair 
to hold me responsible for 
their rash consciousness? No, Aurilla! 
In money, I am rich —rich beyond my 
wildest aspirations. But when first I 
came to Elm Mountain, 1 believed 
myself bankrupt, indeed, in the sweet 
coin of love and human kindness. Sweet
heart, it is so whh me now. It was vour 
b »nd that unlocked the gate of happi
ness to me; it shall be your hand that is 
to reap the rich reward." 

lie bent, and kissed her forehead teu-
dorly. 

"But the children?" she cried. 
"The children are with their maternal 

aunt, at the Windsor hotel in Mew 
York," be answered. "The boy is soon 
to enter college, and the girls are both 
engaged to be married to southern gen
tlemen, and after a brief visit ;here wiH 
return to New Orleans with their aunt. 
So, my darling, your tender solicitude 
was not required after all!" 

Aurilla sighed softly. She bad some
how longed for the touch of little chil
dren's bands in her own, the sound ol 
small, child voices in her ear. But she 
looked into Jerome's loving eyes, and 
was satisfied. He loved her—was not 
ttiat enough? 

And the Three Old Maids are sharper, 
more untidy and shrill-voiced than ever, 
since they have tealized the fatal mis
take they made in refusing the overtures 
of their cousin Jerome. 

And a maneuvering, managing crea
ture is the tenderest appellation they ap
ply to Mrs. Jerome Clay. Things would 
have been so widely different if they 
had kn'iwn. 


