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 From the Margland Jowrnal, |

TILDEN, and REFORN.
lm-imhln, gorge and valley .
There ¢omes the thrilling cry,
Reforfa, the nation’s watchword,
In pluces low and high.

"Twas not, my boys, 'till Tilden
Made war upon the ring, ;
And drove it from its kennel,
A loathed and loathsome thing.
"T'was not "till lie unfolded
The gross abuse of power,
Which wroaght such fearful havoo
Each fleeting, passing hour,

O'er all the matts of business,
The workshop und -the tield,

The anvil and the ploughshare,
mmuzhmmm;

And tolled the bell Jf warning

' ‘ . tﬂ"’t B N
Tmmn ' Ld! ]

The tyrant’s crushing power |

.+ That we, & band uf freemen, ..

' Saw peril close at hand,,

Our ship umonig the pupids,
Though wel] and nobly manned,

Then gather round the flag, my boys,
"T'is floating on the breese,

His bund is firm that grasps it,
A rainbow span he sces.

J1eo stands beside the eradle
Oug; fatiiecy vbekid-of Jobey; ./ . 'i [ .
~ He drinks anew the m _
The thought of Cowpens kindles
His mighty soul to fiame
Her Howurd and heér Morgun,
Who fo the rescue came,

No blotay shir* is flaunted
To rouse the natjon’s rage ;

Old Tiden seeks sublimely
All passious to assupge.

He knows no dther country
But this our futhers mude, /' 1.

. Whete each Lright star |s shiping ' '

Safe in its orbit luid. .

The nation sves the crisis,
Her pulse is beating high,

Reform is on her standard,
It flashes in the sky,
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They know full well that frupdom
Toves balloting us freo

As is the flightof ss-gnll, |
Whey gliding o’er the sea,

They know that qvery wapder;
Who walks a sentinel,

Should yully to the rescue,
And save the citadel.

‘We have no fear of failure,
No dread of sud defeat,
'Who march in solid column,

And on our march repout
The watch-ery of our leuder
The slipiud ,

of them.

care for his 1::':?:
40 horself, and had s womanly way 'with

| higr at the age of ten that some have not
1ub sixteens. | . .

| father’s soup sud coffee, and how ts

| ten yours old.

. |aate of the day on which she told e slie

mllrn !
"I sm eiglity yne years ehd-to-night when
the slook strikes twelve.: My name is
Ezra Stecle, and 1 was in the eity
of New York, It was ». ot place
then from what It is now, the people
walked hll’ tl:al Bowery for frf::h :ir.umd
thought Pearl street u wo.

Our home was ﬂm ‘Im of ptou-—-
nearly where Camul street is to-day. We
had & sbout it and our garden
to ‘that of a neighbor, who was ‘'a
Gerwan by bitth, sad fond of his flowePs
as & German can be.

He bad beds of great gaudy tulips und

| wonderful roses and enormous double

poppies, but I used to think the sweet
whito lillies the preftiest of all and ‘1 al-
ways thought little Gretohen just like one

B buver Rl - inasls duber; Heb:bes

| forehead ' wus ' like snow, and her hair | \ite
and.ligls, ourled down to her slen-|doors.out of your sight,;and I obeyed. It ber bosom._She was good, and pure, and
gy true, ‘and she has always loved - you,

ought it wusfehild. Iam a woman and ean read
such [ different ip such a case and I liked you 80 [ther woman’s heart. Bh’e‘hu alwaya
it, was, ed-rwn,”

Jong,

d"'.i‘p il

‘She used to come to her side, of the
fehice and look over and talk about
things as we were inte “in, Some-
tignes #he cume in to play with ‘we, but

)y mother would never allow me to go
?tto neighbor Warner's garden for fear.
that { showld lujure the flowers, thro
which | eould never learn to walk quietly
revercutially as Gretchen did.

Indeed neighbor Warner was not fond
of children, and not one to tempt thew
snto bis garden or his howe, or anywhere
they would be apt to meet him : a gruf,
oldish man, who liad lost his wife yeats
before, and hxd o dve in his house ' to

gifl, who was ‘quite’ lefe

"' She knew even then how to make her
t

the bLuttous on his shirts. Work th:h

| was tvo wueh for ‘her little hands he must

lhave done himself : hut the bouse was
very cleun and bare sud tidy, not a car-
pet on any floor, and not s blanket for—

AR as my wother snid, she had seen—they
{slept betweeu feather beds as though they

wanted to swother themselves.,
But such as the house was, little

‘(roetchem took more snd more care of it as

she grew older, snd belped her tather
with Lis flowers and knew pach- individ-
ual blossow. "'hln‘ito ssbni to we that
kuew ber.

While T was very young, a mbre ohils
in years; I used to ssy that Gretchen
should be-my little wife, my wmother al-

ays answering’s «’ ol
“ ¢] couldn’t wish-you a better, if she
l"“ﬁ;hﬁhhrmm’ L& 'd | ?Q

) was 29 e ll]i
this flhsmo,%tm;m
than eyer. .4 knew before I wmau old e-
nough to be called a wan thati I should
never love sny oue bt Gretehen Werner.
She peve¥ shought ybout it uutil I put it
juto Yier head by making love to her.

For a while she wes very shy and
would not Jisten to me, but at last she
told me that she liked me better than any
one clss in the world and lét me kiss
her. |

I had not known her hefore since I was
Then I was onc-and-twen.
ty. I have seen young men kiss the

irls they loye in a light, careless way.
? felt thut night as shough'I' were touch-
ing something holy with my lips.

A fewdnys aftor this I gave hera plain
ring with our names upon it, and the

liked we, and it scemed as though that
bound her to me.

1 was not as good as I might have been,
sud did not go w church always when my
mother wanted me to do so: but [ prayed
that night as earnesly as ever maun pray-
ed that I might always know what to do
t9 make-her hapgy, and always be able
to keep her from sy of the troubles and

trisls of poverty, . T
After rﬁl. k our Amoticat fashion,

me from

said, and it wetmed as thoug

m N R RN e
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CHESTERTOWN, FRID

winined to force an entrance: but 'st|—a lettor from my mother. . = .
‘How strango it is that you should haye

last abe come to me oue sunn
end looked over tho fence with her arms

folded upon it, as she used when she was
a child. |

afternoon |

poken of Grechen Werner in your last
;E::r for th:, first timu.:':he v'lzto. ‘My
son, I em afraid the news will grieve you.

‘Gretchen,’ I cried and ran to her and|On the day on which your letter is dated
glt my arms about her. “Gretchen my|she died, just at sunset. I think she

arling, you have come %0 me at lust.’

She gave a littlo sigh,’ and drew her-
self away from my embrace.

‘It is for the last time, Kzra.’ she said,
;fnthcr told me I might bid you good-
e.’
"Oood-byt,‘ I faltered. s
‘Yes,’ she said, ‘Fmust never talk, to
you aguiu.
~ ‘You liave promised to be my wife,’ I
siid. ‘You bave said you loved wme.—
What @5 you mean! Ho has frightened

you by locking you up. You think’ hiw
power is absolute.’

- *No one lockel me up,’ she said quict-
ly.. ‘I have been told to stay withiv the

was wrong of me- to

. anythi
without father’s leave.

1th

but I know now bew unmaidenly it
Father has tald me.’

‘You stayed from
will,’ I said.
O, Gretochen.’

‘Father gave me his order. One must
obey one’s parents. It is God's law she
said.

‘Kasy to obey when you are willing,’ I
said bitterly;., ‘FPacentp could not keep

you if  you wauted me,, Gretn

chen.’ Eile g e S5l

The tears were falling fast over her
cheeks. She sobbed heavily.

‘0, Ezra, if you only koew,’.she spid.

‘1 mmg,ol_;ny.‘ et
Then she drew'the ring I had given
her frozh r fiogee. | b 4
Father says I ndst retarpthis,” she
not speak fur weeping.
But I was cruel to her, '
‘Of your own free will, begause you do

not o.re for,me ?* I avked. "

‘I eannot change my feelings,” she said.
‘Perhapa they are wrong, but I must al-
ways like you better thaun any c¢ne else,
But futhior says’f must not marry you,
and that I must give -buck the ring.’

I felt it drop iute my palm.
od it fiercely. There was s flut stone
close by the fence, and 1 dropped the
ring on that and ground it to atoms be-
meath my heel. BShe ounly sobbed the

wore. ;
‘Don’t be sagry with we, Kgra.' she
not my {ault.’

said, ‘It s

But I would not listen to her. 1 turn-

B from' her and walked away. Judging
oy

sclf, shé'could not care for me if
ny ht of obedience cculd stand be-
tween us. | * '-

That night I ed my pertmantau
sud left home. 1 eould uot stay thereiso
;ear and yet to have nothing to do with

er. ,

1 never forgot her for a moment, but I
did not talk of the past to any one.

I had an unele in Detroit, and I went
to bim. He was a farrier and he'taught
me his business, and soon I was able to
make m at it. But monoy was not-
ing 40 *. except so fur as it was
necded ble me to live from day to
day I sgnt it to my pprents, and , they,
ueeding apthing, put it away in the bunk
with the little storo the were paviug for
InngQOd. At 1 i 7 jt ;

‘But we are glad to_have.such, sn in-
dustrious son,” said wmy mother, ‘sud
when you bring home some pretty Cana-
dian girl, you will be glad to have a nost
egy to start with,’

pretty, for & wife ; but mother oould not
‘guess now deeply I had been wounded.
y sod night L kept thinking of Gret-

La
.I!:u sud always 1 kept on.my
w dﬁ“’lﬁ“h

pure white lillies. whic

she could |

I had no thought of any girl, ‘however

roomn| But Katy

¢hina pot, one of th. runk, sad the gossiping voi
A ¢uina  Sacl Mm :'il‘::::ée.“' ¢ gosaiping voioe

must have always been fond of you, for
she never seemed to think of any one else,
and declared that she would never marry.
But & few months ago neighbor Werner
sctually went so far as to command her
to give her hand to a friend of his, a rich
old Geaman. She pleaded hard, but he
was not to be moved, and she thought she
must obey, poor child. The wedding
dress was made, angiall ready for the nup-
tials, when they found her dead. P
I think her dther killed her, as much
as if he bad stabbed or poisoned her, The
doctor called it heart discasc, “She wva
loveligr than anything I ever saw when ?
saw her last, in her coffin, white lilies on

my
Ano-
loy-

kpew it then, I went home to my

me of your own ‘fm_ parents very soon, and never left' thom
‘You were not pestrained. |again, Ilivein the old house now, und
on my window sill there always stands a

white lily. Believe it or not, once a year
at sunset, on theanniversary of our be-
trathal eve, I have ever since séen Gret-
chen standing near it, smiling upon nie.
I think it is ap omen that God ' will re-
unite us in heaven, where, though 'there
is no marrying or giving in niarriage, I
way still call my whice lily, my pure,
true hearted ipr{llg. my own , still wed
her in the , sparit, an Jwe‘l’l with her
through all eternity smopg the angcls.

---*--*

T‘Y DIDI

“N, 1 will never do it !* Katy siid to
herself, as she stood undér the great oak
trée, that grew at the foot of the lawn, and
watched the moon rise over the wooded
hill beyond. - **No, 1 will never do it !"
she siid again, ahd emphasized ' the de-
claration this tirue with a stamp of her ti-
ny foot upon the sward. 4

Pity that there was no ene there to see

[ clutehe | While the girl looked so bewitohingly prot-

ty, with the flash in her bright eyes, "II
Ize angry glow upon her cheeks, and her
lips set'it’' s very rosebud of s pout.—
‘ﬁnuoeﬂ!r it was that she would never
do, she was at all events ' quite decided
upon it, aud the determination on her

§uce ‘grew dtronger, 'when presently a

;up--s ‘man’'s tread—svunded behind
her.
‘‘Miss Katy!” -
. Her lips were still moving, i‘n-
ed te meet the newcomer.
*“What sre you saying, Mise Koty 1"
““Was L sayiug anything? Oh, 1 was
only making a - vow all to myself!” “she
answéred, with a fine assumption of eare-
lessness, although her color heightened.
*“What sort of & vow, Miss Katy? 1In
it anything a trae knight wight belp you
to do 1"
Katy had seated herself upon the moe-

root of the old oak, and the young man |

8
tgréw hiweelf on the ground at her feet,
liko o tru@knight, as he usked his ques-
tion. |

A little flash eume into her eyus as she
returned, quickly ¢ |

‘It is something that 1 will—not—do
~with an ewphatic pause upon each
word. A8 o gl

““Take care !"—he piif in, laughingly.
‘““Listen ! do you hear thut warniug voice?
‘Katy did’—right up abave you iu the
tree.” '

~ And in truth, ‘“‘Katy did ! Katy did®"

—broke vehemeutly upon tha stilluess

|fromn a gossiping inscet in the very branch

. . little hand
ut out:a little hand u
P pon
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MRS. SMITH, .

BY MARY KYLE DALLAS.

-

¥ "My henlth requires it,’ said Mr. Bar-
naby, sighing. ‘Otherwise I couldn’t find
it in my conscience to leave you in the
city, my dear.’

*And why couldn’t you go when I did?’
said Mrs. Barnaby. ‘It does seem too
bad. Ilere I've been all by myself with
the children, and no one to drive us, no
one to row us, or anything; cast away, as
it were, without a soul o speak to me;
and just as 1 come home you go.’

¢ All the fault of business, my dear,’
snid Mr. Bamaby. ¢ You can’t regret it
as much as I'do.” ' _

. -Then he kissed his ning responsibilities,
embraced his wife, caught yp his hapd-
some traveling.bag, and hurrigd away to
play bachelor fer a fortnight at tha pretty
seaside hotel, - It was one of his treats,

something he jndulged in every year, as

Mrs. Barnaby shrewdly suspected.

Mr. Barnaby was a handsome man and
a ‘faverite with (lie ladics. It pleased bim
to shaKe off ‘the burdeu of wife and c¢hil-
dren for a while and to indulge in inno-

cent tnr'taum with pretty women. Wife

and children, had .enough .to eat mean-

time, and had nothing to complain of.

Mirs. B. never guessed, he said to himself;
then he wondered whether pretty Miss
Millet would be down at 's, and
whether the h&ndsome widow. Mre. Grey,
would bring'her full-blown charms to the
seaside that season, v »

L, r=smmn’s was {nll. So, at least, the pto-

pE lared ; but he found room, of
course, far Mr. Barnaby; and Mr. Barna-
by, in the lateat styles, (of course Mrs: B.

. |had not required the lutest styles in the

qtfiet country,) sauntered into the parlor
after thé evening meal, with the conscious

air of a lady-killer.

& Jooked about thie room. There sat

the usual groups, chattiug, flirting, or
yawning. Angd there sat Miss Millet, in
blue, and the widow in violet. But there
sat also 8 lady in costly black silk, with
diamonds in her ears, who struck him at
once as something uncommon. She wore
blonde hair, crimmped to the last possibili-
ty, and leaving lialf an inch of foreheaud.
Iler eyes weré bluck and her face very fair.
To e sure, the powder was plainly per-
ceptible, but she wae only in the fashion
there. She seemed quite a stranger to
every one, and Mz, Barnaby had never
seen her Lefore * but as he looked at her
she smiled faintly and softly, but still
positively, -
" Mr. Burnab£ returned the smile . Was
he mistaken ? Had he ever seen her?
But no ; none of his lady friends had'gol-
den hair and Llack eyes; of thaut he was
positive. .

As he laughed with the widow and
grew sentimental with Miss Millet, Mr.
Barnaby conld not help glancing at the
unknown lady, and great was his dellght,
when, shortly after the usual ‘hop’ be-

| gan, the hotel proprietor, an intimate

friend of his, touched hlm'n the shoul-
der and whispered:

‘Mr, Barnpby: you've made a con-
quest. A lady requests me to intreduce
you,” 1 i ' | 1

‘A lady ?’ said Mr, Barnaby, and his
eyes  involuntarily turped toward the

black-eyed Llonde.

*You are ¢orrect, sir,’ said the other.

‘ That is the lady. Introduced by one
of our first patrons ; hushand abugad or
someyhere ; u stranger Lere. Come,’

Mr. Barnaby necded no persuasion, and

In tens mifoutes, to Miss Millet’s great dis-
gust, he sat beside the lady to whom he

said he.

| : v L L
nathe, and in pablie. Mlﬁfummnby DETIC QU \URTRY, |
resolved to fly. Heasked for his bill,and ens— “
eagaging s seat in the stage for Hmm!dmg:gldl Why, Jgpa, you
next morniiig, sauntered but upon the|ygey gurely m‘tm&nhh%

balcony to bid good-by to Mrs. Smith, ou say. AP R
She was there alone. The golden hair Goon“};l::t:bgww*ll
: be fed, and the put
2y ' 4

caught the moonlight. The diamonds
glittered in it. he looked at him and | ® 08lves musk

Let them wait ? No, indeed. Why, John,
did I ever!
Imoughtzou were always 80 steady at
]

For thres yeais in"n lnr held as plo-

ture to £ 4
mmkmnthl.d‘dlly to

sighed.
‘Tired P’ asked Mr. Barnaby.
‘]I am aweary,’ sighed Mrs. Smith,
—‘t ‘She said :
I am aweary, wealry,
I would that 1 were dead.’ "
‘1 hope you don’t feel that to be true And
in your case,’ said Mr. Barnaby.
‘Ah!’ said Mrs. Smith, ‘No one tolove, | So you'g:nn to?-uudn til Itell youl
none to caress.’ Casn you wonder veé you
Mr. Barnaby loocked uneasily over his How '“ot sod yN g b ”" f ;lovlom

shoulder, but it was a cool evening, and'| No_—stay where you ate; as I love all

every one else seemed to bé daneing. good 8.
‘I've had & very charming time here,” | Now dan’s look so eroes, John ; [ might
have said werse,

‘So delighted to have met you,
ayd now it is all over, We must part. | yo,'er going away new to lcave me for-
I’'m going to-morrow.’ | | "~ ever? |

‘ To-mortow !’ said Mrs. Smith, *Oh, |Stay, Jﬂhn;ll“lt one moment; sit dows
no! What shall I du?’ : . Please,

‘These’ things must be. Fate, you . km:'::‘ . @: ..l.-.‘ AT
know. ‘What the Tarks’ call a Kismet,’| We've been, and I—well, I was
said Mr, Barnaby. ‘I shall always re-| tease. ¥

member you. Iad we met in by-gone best ? Be wife ? “‘ -
years, you know-—but we weren’t intend- - y:‘:u a few y-umkh O

ed to. So farewell,” | \ere’s time enouy
Mr. Barnaby thought he was getting |

nicely out of the aftair. e was mis

taken. | | ”

BNot farewell.’ ssid Mrs. Smith.—
‘Where you go, Twill got*™ . -

¢ Oh, dear'l’ eried Mr, Barnaby, favol
untarily.  Then e added im a hurry .
* Mr. Smith, you Know.’ il

‘ My soul revolts at the thought of Mr.
Smith,’ sald'tbe lady. ¢ I'never cared for
him or he for e, ' You are the ouly one,
and I will neveér say farewell to you.’ - - -

‘What shall I do ?’ thought Mr. Bamn- A FASHIONABLE WOMAN'S
aby. ' ‘This horrible woman.’ ‘PRAYER.

Then he said, not so tenderly as before:

' Madam, you are a married woman !’

'Does that matter if 1 do not' ecave,’
said Mrs. Smith. | e

‘*Yes,  adam,’ said Mr. Barnaby.—

not g’

'You will haltd the ¥ " ?
S B
How wilfdl’'yéu‘are, John ; o

declare!

twilight over his eyes, that my flirtations
‘There’s your hushand and the law; and, ::’{'mkmt:,ml :n .ih" 'I mm 3 |1ﬂ:
besides—besides—besides, I am married Bless, O! Fortune! my crimps, ¥hte
also. There—I don’t want to hurt your and frizzes, and let thy glory shine ﬂﬁ'
feelings. I'm flattered by your esteem, seint and ;'OWM > P

but l:: :mrriod; I've a wife; you un- Enable the poor to shift for thesel ves
"What doJ care for her P’ sald Mrs, |0d suve me from ail missionary beggara.

Smith. * you go I go, until ons Shed the light on my ocamel's 1

o e ol P porpubg b consbyy o g

| ana my
Mr.wmm‘upm:qoﬁo!‘m out of 109 2

W' ' -4 4
‘ I'm very much sttached to my wife,’| s Fortune ! e

he said, *I've been anfool. Iadvise you}l
to be sensible and returm home, 1’'m go-
ing at once.’

‘* Not without me,’ said a voice.

It came from Mrs. Sinith's lips, but
those were not her affected tones. Mr.
DBarnaby stared at her.

‘It’s well you've behaved no worse,
Mr. Barnuby,® said the voice again. * It’s
bad enough at the best. I hope you've

new grace to my gait,

When I bow to worship, grant thas I
may do it with ravishing elegance and
preserve unto the the lilly white of

my figsh and the t my Onger.

jealousy, and eat up with the testh of en-
vy all those who guze at wmy style.

months, like trwe -
i.-

When I walk out befose Che gnaves”
vulgar men, regulate my wriggle, and add

vnjoyed yourself as well as I have.’

‘*Who are you?' whispered Mr. Bar-
naby. .

‘If I could take off this golden wig,
you’d soon see,’ said the voice.

‘ Emily !’ cried Mr. Barnaby.

Then there was silenca.

‘ What an idiot I've been!" said Mr.
Barnaby.

‘ You see, your wife was the last per-| water.

son you expec’ed to meet,’ said the lady

‘I had this on my mind all along, 1t’s|still & little smaller.
wonderful how a golden wig, powder, a
line under the eyes, and pomades on the|bunions. B I

eyebrows, does aiter one. As for me,| Bless Fauny, my lap-dog, Snd rain

Save me from wrinkles, and

plumpness,
Fill my both eyes, O Fortpne!
plaintive poison of infatuation,.
may lay out my victims—ghe
dumb as imnages graven, .
J.et the lily and the rose atrive
in my cheeks, and may my neck sWwi
like a guose on the bosom of g erystal
SR

Enable me, O Fortune ! to weak shoes
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Strengthen my busband, and may Ms -
faith and his money hold out to the Jadk.
Draw the lamb’s wool of unsuspicions -

-

A

« il
f

L
¥ e
-
]

St

Destroy mine enemies with the gall of |

Save me, I beseech, from all csmsa |

L &

nau d:':r- 'gl,"ﬂ M;:r‘ aok l;l““':"" “You wee, the inscct knows that Katy nt':n:mﬁ‘:mg ;ﬁmﬂ&ﬁm I've enjoyed myself. I have never bad so don'::ﬂ ml:n of
about her, and five possed by—five | won't !” the girl sauid, ‘triumphantly. Inoat in _ . | much atteution pald me since I was mar-. | those shall ®
anniversaries dthtMiuI day, ¥nd 11" The youn sm,w, 5.':4‘ ewas| ‘Alone here, ma’am ?’ Mr. Barnaby s - | -
:ﬁl' . |did not know dven'whether she had' jpatt | loaning on his amm, bis fase 'turned to-|bad suid, sad Mrs. Smith had replied : huu"hw
‘be hap- vied, or was 38 Uretuhon Wernew!™ - | ward her in the e t was pale} “Qh, iyes, I slways go every where dnsm ﬁb <
stoodérs bling| - 15 wes themxth e of Umiday | ind. bt wish o Agdre wiond. | I'might as well bes widow. . Dy | pyeict: e g
[ oaw! - hare wad Yno dieg, | by whn mepinp usad cult be wits e bt cose, bl RS,

—*there id otle thing- D 3 o e : | | 1 ‘
would. She wight make we haj "'P"‘"'T“"""" ?""";E'!"f.""""‘

. ; " ."‘ : . i . & 4 R " ' 2 { . t: 4 N - AT ' i * ‘ . . [ . ! .
- slwags showed thui o wes very ia- fuud fpaling. o4 Rongl overy tiowe us 'I"w-'d" ovor ol oe A ohe
| . P 5 8 ' o 8 - § . . .:, o t"‘ ] il i i ) JER h
?-‘ “ ’T!'. :t'}* 3 _. - rge. _ W " / i3 ' .I | .';.‘ .|‘||I.ﬁi '.' i “‘
W‘m-o . . . 2y L ' . : . &bl . - e .
.. L s B i 1 ‘ i ] ¥ rl
: i i Ln N iadidd . .i;l;'.‘ I Nty i:l

ﬂ m‘ N7 . -
it & iod ] 3*:#55 be
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