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@0 IT ALONE.

BY JOHN G. EAXE.

s —

There'’s a game much in fashion, I think it's call-
ed euchre,

Though I've never played it for pleasure or
luere,

In which, whea the cards are in certain eondi-
tions,

The players appear to have changed thelr posi.
tions,

And one of them eries in a confident tone—

‘] think I might venture to go italone."”

While watching the game, 'tls & whim of the
bard’s,

A moral to draw from the ekirmish in cards,

And to faney be finds in the trivial strife,

Bome excellent hints for the battle of life,

Where, whether the gtrife be & ribbon or throne,

"The winneris he who can ‘“go it alone.”

When great Galileo proclalmed that the world,

In a regular orbit was carelessly whirled,

And got—not a convert for all of his pains,

But only derision, and prison, and chains,

“It moves for all that,” was his answering tone,

For he knew, like the earth, he could “go it
alone.”

When Kepler, with intellect plercing afar,
Discovered the law of each planet and star;
And doctors who ought to have lauded his name,
Derided bis learning and blackened his fame;

| Amateur hammering
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life without treading upon some one’s
toes or upsetting something. When
you spoke to him he was always in a
fog. ‘‘The boy is half an idiot,”” quoth
the worthy cotton-spinner, whose bread
he ate,

At the age of eighteen he had made
only two friends in the world, a black-
smith and a cat—an evil-minded black
Tom, who swore at every one else, and
bit them savagely when they attempted
to put him through the tricks which
poor James Wymper had taught him.
at the forge did
not improve untidy Jim’s appearance,
and his cat—not being in a show—did
not increase his income. He ran errands
for his cousin like a boy when he had
attained a man's estate, until one day,
when he ran one for himself, and did
not come back again.

FFears were entertained that he had
come to a bad end. The police were put
in motion and rewards offered; but his
friend the blacksmith, upon being
EI‘EHBEd. said that he had gone to ‘‘Mere-

er’’—cat and all,

I do not think that his relations were
broken hearted., I faney that good Mr.
Bryce, the cotlon-spinner, was rather
glad to be rid of his wife's cousin, the
errand boy. His wife, who was not un-
kind to the forlorn lad in a way of her

“] can wait,” he replied, “till the truth you shall
nwﬂ‘ll
For he felt in his heart he could “go it alone.”

Alas for the player who idly depends

In the struggle for life upon kindred and friends
Whatever the value of blessings like these,
They can never atone for inglorious ease,

Nor comfort the coward, who tinds with a groan,
That his erutches have left him to “‘go it alone.”

| expeeted to be.

own—a very cold way it was—sighed
several times apropos of ncthing,
and murmured, ‘“‘Poor James Wymp-

er!”

Five years passed, and  Mrs.

Bryce was left a widow, by no

means so well provided for as she
Moreover there was a

lawsuit about the will, and a squabble

There is something, no doubt, in the hand you
may hold,

Health, family, culture, wit, beauty and gold:

And the fortunate owner may fairly regard,

Ag each, In its way, a most excellent card -

Yet the game may be lost, with all these for your
own,

T'nlese you've the courage to “go it alone.”

In battle or business, whatever the game,

In law or inlove, it is ever the same;

In the struggle for power, or scramble for pelf,
Let this be your motto; **Rely on yourself]"

For whether the prize bea ribbon or throne,

The victoris he who can “go it alone.”
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THE BLESSING.

“How beautiful is the rain!
After thedustand heat,
On the broad and fiery street.
+ . - * . *
In the country on every side,
Where farand wide,
Like a lcopard's tawny and spotted
hide,
Stretches the plain,
To thedry grass and dryer grain,

How welcome isthe rain!”
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POOR JAMES WYMPER. I

‘When he was a c¢h'ld they called him
“Poor little James.”” He wasn’'t little,
and he wasn't
gmda went; nor did those who called him

‘poor’’ use the word in Kindness toward
the motherless, neglected boy. He had
red eyelids. No power could brush his
hair smooth or keep the knees of his
troswers clean He had a wonderful fa-

in the winding-up of the part-
nership. She was glad to “get shut''—
as her defunet lord would have said—of
Mauchester; and seeing an advertise-
ment to the effect that a widow lady
having a house too large for her, p eas-
ant y situated on the Thames near
Maidenhead, was prepared to share it
with just such a person s8 herself, trans-
ported herself thither, after a due ex-
change of references and such-like for-
malities, and found no reason to regret

| what she bad done.

| sides her eyes she had not a

poor, so far as wurld!yl

The other widow does not figure much
in this story, and therefore it will be
enough tosay that she was a quiet lady-
like woman, rather afraid of her part-
ner in housekeeping, with a daughter,
aged eighteen, who ruled the pair, and
made the place very pleasant.

Bessy Jervoice was not pretty. Be
good fea-
ture in her face; but it was a good face

| —earnest and loving, with a sub-current

of fun running under it (as the stream
runs under the water-lilies), rippling
out constantly. Her figure and her
hair were simply perfection. Her little
thoroughbred hands were ever busy,
and the patter of her dainty feet was
pleasant music in many a poor cottage.

Things went on very smoothly at the
river-side villa until one rainy day,
when, without a ‘*“with your leave,”” or
““by your leave,”’ or letter or telegram,
or message, or any other sort of prepa-
ration, in marches r James Wymper,
dripping with rain and splashed with
mud up to his hat.

“If you please, cousin Margaret, I've
come back,"” he said, subsiding in his
old low-spirited way into an amber satin

cility for cutting his fingers and wrap-
ping them up in unpleasant looking
rags, Healways had a cold in his head.
At the age of twelve he could barely
read two syllables. His only use in the
world appeared to be to serve as an aw-
ful example to naughty boys, who would
play with knives and disliked soap and
water; and for this purpose he was used
pretty freely. They sent him to a bi

school, where he did nothing but get bul- |

lied; and when his father died and left
him very poorin a new sense of the word,
the distant relative who took bim in
charge out of charity, could find no bet-
teremployment for him than tosweepout
the oflice and run of errands, By this
time he had ceased to be ‘‘poor little
James,”’ and became POOR JAMES WyM-
PER. o

He could do nothing good of himself,
and by some curious perversity set him-
gelf to undo the good others had done.
He had a craze for taking things %o pie-
- ces by no means equalled by his capaci-
ty to put them together again. He
complained that they did not give him
time, and dec ared that this granted, the
condition of the victims of his handi-
work would be improved. Be this as it
might be, every piece of mechanism
that fell in his. way, from his cousin's
sewing-machine to the great hydraulic
press at his protector’s works, was made
to suffer.

He had a fatal facility for always being
in the way. He seemed to be all elbows.
He could not move ten steps to save his

drawing-room chair, wich in two min-
utes he soaked through and through.

That was all. No excuse, no petition;
a simple announcement that he had
come back, conveyed in a maunner which
made it sutficiently clear that he intend-
ed to remain. *‘If you please, cousin
Margaret, I've come back.” Not an-
other word did he say, and relapsed
it;l,o thinKing of something else, as usu-
al.

Interrogated respecting his luggage, he
replied that it was on the hall table, and
there, sure enough, was found a sodden

bundle containing a soiled flannel shirt,

I a pair of slippers, two pipes, a cloth cap

without a peak, and a sailor’s knife. In
auswer to further inquiries, he stated
that his means were eight-pence, that he
had been living in America, that he had

walked from Liverpool, and that he
wanted something to eat. When dried
and fed and a.skeg what he was going to
do, he said, ‘"Whatever you please;” and
appearing to consider that all difficul-
ty was thus disposed of, he went to
sleep.

Poor Mrs. Bryce was at her wits’ end.
Ordinary hints were thrown away upon

| such a man, ‘hen she said she suppos-

ed he was going to London, he replied,
Oh dear no; he had come from London,
| When she told him she was only a lod-
ger in the house, he observed that it was
a very nice house to lodge in. I have
said thatshe was kind to him in her
way when he was an errand boy, and

Ihim now. There was something

somehow she could not be hard ugo:l]
all

ludicrous, half melancholy, in his help-
lessness that disarmed them all. Bessy
declared him to be the largest
baby she had ever seen, persisted in
Eﬁeaking of him as if, and scandalized
the matrons by inquiring gravely after
Eeaz.i. which of them was going to put it to
ed.

“It’s rather unkind for you to jest =o,
Bessy,”’ said poor Mrs. Bryee, “when you
see how distressed I am. What on earth
am I to do?”

“I suppose it's too old for the Found-
ling?"" mused Bessy.

‘“ Bessy, be quiet! ” said her moth-
er.
““You dear old darling,” gaid the pert
one afterward, ‘“don’t you see that we
cannot treat this thing seriously without
making it doubly painful for dear Mrs,
Br :;e’eT It will come all right in the
end.

““Yes, my dear, but when is the end to
begin?"’

t was to begin by =special arrange-
ment the next day, after breakfast ;
wlhen the following conversation took

ace:

5 ““Now, James," said his cousin, ‘“we
shall not be interrupted for some time,
and you really must give me your seri-
ous attention.”

‘“Yes, cousin Margaret.”

“You sgee, James, you are a man
now, and must act and be treated—do
ynu’}mderstaud?—treated like other peo~

le.
: “That's just what I want to be?”’

“Well, then, I must tell you frankly
that I am much annoyed by your coming
here as you did.”’

“Jt wasn’t my fault that it rained,cou-
sin Murgaret. I wish it hadn’t,”” he re-
plied piteously.

“I’'m not speaking of your coming
in wet and spoiling the chairs, sir; I am
11:11;1:3.1:1 annoyed at your coming here at
all.’”’

The good widow thought that she
would get on best by being angry, but it
was no use.

“Where else was I to go?”’ he asked.

“How you found me ouf, I cannot
think,’” sighed the victim. The obsers
vation was an unlucky one,

‘““Ah, ha!”’ he chuckled, *“you thought
I was a stupid, did you?”

And then followed a long, weary
story of how, passing through Manches-
ter, he had =een this person and spoken
to that, and obtained the clue by which
he had hunted his listener down. \What
made it more provoking was the credit
he took for this cleverness. He warmed
to his subject as he wenton, and finish.
ed with the air of a man who had ren-
dered an important service and expected
to have it promptly recognized.

This threw his vicetim’s cut-and-dried
speeches off’ the line.

““Oh dear, oh dear!” ghe cried. “It
doesu’t matter how you found me out;
you have done 8o. The question is, what
am I to do with you, now yuu're here?
What am I to do with you?"’

“J don't know, cousin Margaret."”’

“You don't know! A pretly answer
for a man of five or six and twenty.
Now look here,James Wymper. I should
like to dosomething for you for your
poor mother’s sake, but I cannot; and—
and—you have no right to thrust your-
self upon me like this, and—and—are
you attending to me, James Wymper?”

*“Yes, cousin Margaret,”” he replied
with a jerk, coming suddenly out of his
fog.

g‘What was I saying?”

““That you would like to do something
for me for my poor mother's sake."’

“That was only halfl what I said, sir,
How dare you pick out my words like
that! I went outo say that I couldn’t
do anything for you, and I can’t, I've
not the means. I1I'm wvery poor; I can
hardly manage for myself. My husband
left me very badly off.

“Did he leave me anything?"

“You! After your conduct—running
away, and frightening us as you did? 1s
it likely?2” :

“] know it was wrong to run away,
cousin Margaret, but you see 1've come
back again,” hesaid with the utmost
gravity.

This was conclusive. For the last
balf hour she had been trying todin into
his head that he had no business to
come back, and here he was taking cred-
it for having returned, as an act which
was to cancel all the offences of his
youth! Perceiving that his reply had
troubled her, he proceeded to promise
upon his word of honor that he wou d
never, never run away in. What
was to be done with such a man? Talk-
ing was clearly useless. One of two
courses only remained—to endure him,
or call a policeman and turn him out
neck and crop. 5

Mrs. Bryce did not call a policeman.

The conduect of poor James Wymper
during the next two or three days was
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what, in another man, would have
roused the indignation of all concerned
by its almost sublime audaeity. The
proceedings of Mr. Charles Matthews
in “‘Cool as a Cucumber’’ are timid and
retiring in comparison with those of
Mrs. Jervoice’s unwelcome guest. If
the house and all it contained had be-
longed to him, and its inhabitants were
dependents upon his bounty, he could
not have behaved more freely; and all
this with an air of innocence which ut~
terly disarmed opposition.

““O, never mind me,’”’ was his refrain ;
“I don’t want to trouble anybody. 1'll
do it all for myself, I'm all right. You
let me alone and see.”’

His first great exploit was to precipi-
tate himself upon a washing and wring-
ing machine which he found out of or-
der and disused, in a cellar; and wheth-
er he had improved in dexterity, or suf-
ficient time was granted him for the re-
alization of his ideas, need not be dis-
cussed here. The result was satisfacto-
ry. Not only did he put the thing into
working order, but he worked it him-
self, to the intense delight of Bessy and
the consternation of the cook.

Many other useful things he did. He
made a windmill whiech pumped water
up to the top of the hcuse, and saved
the sixpence a day which had been paid
to a boy for his labor. He mended an
old boat there was, and took Bessy out
for rows on the river. He became the
young lady’s right hand man in her
garden,
only had cousin Margaret become quite
resigned to have him on her hands, but
Mrs. Jervoice refused to accept any
remuneration for his board and lodging,
decla.ring that he was well worth his
keep. t was something, you see, for
these lone women to have a man about
the house who could and would put his
hand to this and that. He did not cut his
fingers now.

Before this satisfactory condition of
affairs had been arrived at, tailor and
hosier had been set to work, and really
poor James Wymper brightened up
wonderfully in appearance under their
hands. If his head had not been so big,

| and his elbows and knees so uncomfort-

ably conspicuous, he would hot have
been a bad looking man. He was evi-
dently a good-hearted one. He would
do anything in his power, poor fellow,
for any one; was in fact rather too act-

| ive sometimes when he had been longer

than usual in one of his fogs, on which
occasions he would labor like an amiable
bull in a c¢hina shop, and ecause
some consternation. Of course he
made friends with the nearest black-
smith.

In the early days, when he had not
ceased to be considerable a nuisance and
an intruder, Bessy had stood his friend.
One always takes an interest in those
one befriends, and Bessy took a great
interest in poor James Wymper—draw-
ing him out, encouraging him, and de-
fending him against practical jokes; but
as time passed this young person’s feel-
ings toward him appeared to undergo a
change. Instead of praising what he
did, and encouragiog him to furtbher ex-
ertion, she found fault and snubbed
him. BShe ceased to make fun of him as
“it,”” and had a store of little bitter dis-
paraging remarks — about bis depend-
ence, his want of self-respect, and so on
—ready to shoot at him. *'I think you
are too severe on poor James Wymper,”’
Mrs. Jervoice would say; ‘‘he is really
very willing, and one must not expect
too mueh of kim, poor fellow, If
another man had done what he did he
would not have been damned with such
faint praise, but he was only ‘‘poor
James W’ymﬂer " and like the prover-
bial prophet, had little credit in his own
country.

One morning was marked with an un-

usual event—poor James Wymper re-
ceived a letter with American getumpcs 2

upon it.
Among the visitors at Willow Bank,

the Thames-side residence of Mrs. Jer~

voice, was a cerfain Mr. Augustus
Bailey, a young gentleman of plesain

and varled accomplishments. Ifa coul

sing you music hall songs nearly as well
as the ‘‘great comiques,” his masters,
He could imitate most celebrated actors,
and was a mighty punster. For the bel-
ter exhibition of such talents a butt was
indispensable and he found one ready
made in poor James Wymper. It is
needless to observe that poor James
Wymper did not love Mr. Agustus
Bailey; but it was curious that a usually
amiable girl like Bessy Jervoice should
encourage the latter in sallies whieh

were often as ungenerous as they were

insolent.

“I want you to put my sewing ma-
chine in good order, Mr. Wymper"
said Bessy one day, ‘‘and mind it works
smoothly, for I've got to makea dress in

la. hurry.”

Before a month was over not




