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The Master of the House.
(Washington Post.)

He cannot walk, he cannot s .
Notbing he knows of books or men;
He is the weakest of the wealk,
And bas not strength to hold a pen.

He has no pocket and no purse,
Nor ever yet has owned a enny,
Bat has more riches than his nurse,
use he wants not any.

He rules his parents by a cry,

And holds them ocaptive by a smiie
A despot strong through infanoy,

A king from lack of gaile.

He lies upon his back and crows,
Or looks with grave eyes on his mother,
What can he mean? But I suppose
They understand each other,

In-doors and out, early and late—
There is no limit to his sway ;
For, wrapt in baby robes of state,

He governs night and day.

Kisses he takes as rightful due,

And Turk-like has his slaves to dress him 3
Hie subjects bend before him, too,

I'm one of them. God bless him.

THE DOCTOR.

“ You're almost as fond as mas* w,” said
she. * It was only l4ss night thns he laid
his arms about its neck, as it 8 od with
its paws on his chest, snd I do bel:-ve shere
was more than one tear on its o 4t when
he put it from him."”

“ Why, what was Jepp doing ‘o be so
muoch noticed ? "’ asked Loatty, as she led
the way into the parlor, the dog llowing
olose behind, whiniog and snitting a$
every step he went, as shough seek i .g some-
thing.

“Oh | nothing in parficular, Migs,” re-
plied Judith, “only I sappose m ater felt
sad at parting ; he was always main fond
of Jepp—always.”

A euadden faintness came over Leity,
and she turned the handle of the door
several times before she conld manage to
open it.

‘“ A% parbing, Judish | " ghe said. * Did
Dr. Lennard leave Fenmore lass night ? "

“Yes, Misa Letty, and I'd made sure
you knew,” replied Judith. * He wenst late
in the evaning, and he would not as much
a8 let John drive him to the station; he
walked off by himgelf in the dusk, with his
porémanteau in his hand, just as any poor
lone man might have done.”

Doing her best to appear calm, Letty sat
down to the table, and poured out a oap of
coffee, and while that was being drunk by
the tired woman, for Judith had walked a
long distance that morning, she went back
to the window aund knelt there, with one
hand resting on Jepp's glossy neok.

““And didn's the doctor oall hers, Miss
Letty ? "' asked Judith.

““No,” replied Letty, ** and he has not
been here since Monday lass,and be did
not siay then, for my father was out.”

** Well, now, I wonder at thas,” gaid
Judish ; “ bus I sapposs he is too ill so
mind."

“IN 1™ oried Letty, with, unknowa so
hereell, a ring of terror in her low, olear
voice. ‘“ Was Ds. Lennard ill when he
wen$ away from home last nighs ? *'

* Indeed he was, Miss,"” replied Judith—
‘‘ morewore and ill than ever 1 thought to
see him-—such a fine man as he was, and
his father before him—a fine & man as you
oould ses in a long day’s ride. And he's a
young man, Miss Letty—he's quite a young
man still, shough he's aged and grave for
his years mayhap, bus he's had sore
trouble to make him.”

““Yes, yes ; I know he has,” said Letty.
“le I woader he should go away and be
u "

t Well, Miss,” spoke up the good woman,
boldly, her honest, motherly face all aglow,
and one brown, sinewly hand smoothing
her Iap vigorously, ** I think, if I may make
80 bold as to jadge, that it is not his body

“ Judith was paseing, and I called her
in,” the reply.

“ Oh, indeed !"* said Mrs. Atherton.

That was all, but it meant a greas deal,
and Letty knew it did ; but she would not
appear $o mind it.
re. Atherton rang the bell sharply, and
when the servant came, bade her to re.
move the breakfast things, her tone imply-
ing that they shculd have been taken away
long since.

*“ You had beiter write to Misses Poyn-
ton,” she said to Letty, ae she was going
out of the room. ¢ I think it quite sime
you"told them whether you are going or
nos.

“I will write this morning. Is will do
in an hour or so,” said Letsy, glancing at
her costly little watoh, one of the treasures
of her brief heiress-ship.

Bhe went up-stairs so her own room as
she epoke, and once there, locked herself
in

The room was as small as it was the firgt
night Letty lay down %o sleep in it,
long before wealth had showered upoun
ber. It looked out on she eame little asrip
of garden and lonely stretch of yellow
sand, with the great sea boundary line;
and thers she line énded. Iu shose daye
the small white bed was drsped with the
simpleet white draperiee, aud on she tiny
painted dressing $able etood s tiny painted
glass that swung betwsen shin poles de-
void of ornament, ana she white boards
were sparely covered with strips of drugget.
Now the small couch was a siny nest of
snowy lace and linen, and on the well-
furnished dressing room table a glass,
almost $oo large for the room, swaung
between ita massive oarved pillars. There
was a thiok, rich oarpet on the floor, all
a-bloom with lilies and roses on a delioate
gray ground, and on $he walls hung some
exoellent, well-chosen water-color sketohes.
Altogether, for its size, there was not a
prettier, dozier room in the kingdom ; even
$he pale November light, coming through
the sweeping ourbaine of pink and white
that fell over the old fashioned, deep-
seated window, d to shine clearer in
that room than in any other in the house.
Letsy had grown acoustomed to all shis
lexary, even as she had been acsusstomed
to the soanty furnisure in the days gone
by ; and it made no impression on her.
Bhe went and flang herself down on the
broad, low, window-seat, and drew she
delicate lace ourtsins round her as oare-
lessly ae she woald have drawn the simple
muelin ones that used to hang there. Bhe
Kathered hergelt up in a heap, €0 to speak,
and clasped her arms round her knees, and
rested her face on them, and sat shere
perfeotly still for a litsle time.

Thers was a great yearning of pily in
her heart as Lotty thought of thas lonely
man, sitting with his white, sorrowtul face,
looking ous on Fenmore, in the chill dask
of a November evening, gray, murky and
migerable. Bhe saw, in imsgination, that
pale, sorrowful face, as plainly as if she
and not Judith, had stood on she plasform,
and watched it flying pass. She felt with
a shrinking pain, thas the settled look of
sorrow on that weary face had its origin in
something connected with herself. Bhe
loved him %00 well nos to know thas his
heart was nos cold to her, and again and
again she wished that shis ill-fated money
Imil never tIa‘ome t0 her—that she was still
lain, e Lotty.

i I smld koow then,” she said, * it he
loved. He would be free to come and tell
me g0, if he did; bus, as it is, his pride
drawe him back, and we may die, loving
each other, and never telling our love."
And then the picture she had drawn
seemed g0 pitiful to her, that she buried
her face in her olasped hands, and bursé
into passionate sobbing.

“Ishall never see him again!" ghe
wailed. *“Oh! he might have come and
8aid ‘good:by.' It only for one little minute,
he might have come.""

That outburss over, Letty got up snd
brushed her hair away from her face, sand

80 much a8 his mind that is ill and ailin i
Last night when I saw thas he was going
off like that, oarrying his own bag, which
wasn's right, and refusing in his quiet,
mournfal way, all help from John and me,
a8 shough he oouldn’s besr %o trouble us,
my very hears felé fis to break ; and I pas
on my bonnet and cloak, and followed him
right off to the station.. I dared not les
him so much as oatoh a flying peep of me,
for you know what a gentleman master is o
be obayed, and he had gaid positive as none
of us was to go with him ; but I think if
he had gone away like as he wanted, with
no one to wish him a “Godspeed,’ it would
have laid heavy on my mind o my dying
day. BolI just waited abous sill I saw him
ges into the srain, and setsle himself by the
window with his paper to read ; bus listle,
I think, he was heeding the printed words,
for his eyes keps wandering up and down,
a8 if he was seeking for someone, till I
fairly trembled lest shey should fall on
wme. Bat for all he looked 80, I don's think
he saw much as was going on ; for onoe, a8
I went nearer to the edge of she platform,
& porter oame along, pushing & heavy
trunk before him, and 0 ges out of his
way I had o pass right before the window
of master's oarrisge ; but bless you, Miss
Letty, he neveg 60 muoh as saw me."

The faishful servant's eyes were brim-
ming with tears, and Letty, her face
preesed olose against the glase, looked out on
the leaden sky and the leaded sea in silence.

*“ The last glimpse I had of his face as
the train was tearing pass, I ghall never
forges, Miss Letty—never, were I to live a
hundred years; a face, 80 white, and
pinoked, and sorrowfal, I hope never to
gee again.”

A step sounded in the hall, and a sofs
voloe giving some direotions to a servan,
and Judith got up, and rubbing the
oorner of her shawl briskly across her eyes,
pre| $o depart, for she voice was that
of 3. Atherton, who hed never looked
with a friendly eye upon Jadith.

‘¢ I will go now, Miss Letty,” said the old
woman ; * and I'm eure I shank yoa kindly
for the oup of ooffee, aud I hope the next
time I gee you, you'll be looking more like

you Thaok you, Judith. Good morning,”
replied Lotty, absentedly, so shis listle
speech, and, kissing Jepp once more, she
lofs him free to go after her.
- On the threshold Judith met Mrs,
Atherton face o face. She did not stop,
but with a deep courtesy, which me$ with
a very slight recognition, she went on her
way, out into the lane, and soward her
home, Jepp following her.

*“My dear,” msked Mrs. Astherton,
blandly, as she entered she , ** what
brought that woman here morning ? "

+

stood for a few seconds gazing dreamily at
her own dark reflection in the mirror.

‘It ig very plain,” she said, sadly, humbly
almoss, as though in baing so she was guilsy
of soms wrong—‘‘so very plain, it is no
wonder he oares little for leaving me."

Bat her letter must be written at onas, if
at all; and Lesty eat down to her listle
table so write is.

The Misses Poynton were new-made
friends, bat toall sppesrances they were
very true ones; and they had sent she
kindest of lesters some shree weeks before,
inviting Letty s0 their house—a pleasans
envugh mansion, by all accounts, standing
in she mides of its own grounds on she ous.
skirts of a breezy Yorkshire' moor. Bhe
had not oared to go then—she did nob oare
%0 go now, but for a very different remson ;
still, any place would be betser shan Fen.
more, she thought, for the time being; and
$hig letter was 30 tell them when they might
expeot her. Is was not in sime for the early

o8f. When Mrs. Atherton came knocking
or it, she had to go away sgain empty-
handed.

‘I is not quite finished," Letty ocalled
out o her from wisthin; but she did nos
open the door less her pale face and red
eyed should tell $00 plainly why she letter
was not finighed.

* It might have been written twice over,"
thought Mra. Atherton, as she gailed
leisurely down. stairs, but she said nothing.

When the letter was finished, it wag such
s sorawl that Letby was ashamed to send

haod burning and

unsteady ; writing at all
was positive .

ain to her; busshe persevered,
and man at lengsh t0 write a lester ha$
was no# all blots and sorasches.

It was now noon, and the children were
$rooping by $o their dinners from out the
one school of Fenmore. The narrow lane
was echoing again o their calls and ories;
and as Letsy stood quietly watohing shem
as they went tearing and hurrying snt, one
little fellow, looking up, saw her and smiled.
It was a oripple boy, she son of one of
fishermen, and onoe the plagne and terror
of all the children round. He had been s
oripple from his birth, and the misfortune
had eoured what would, perhaps, under no
cirocumstances, have been & very sound or

he saw the real condition of the boy. He
did what no one had ever done before but
$he dead mother, $0 whom this litsle weak-
ling had been far dearer than the other
seven brown-legged, sturdy urohing all pat
Sogether. He spoke kindly to him; he had
him up to his own house, and while he saw

that all oare for the body was hopeless, he
et about saving the poor, wayward soul.

As a natural consequenoce, the lad poured
ous all the love of his passionste heart on
the dootor. Flor the guerdon of a smile, he
made himself almost gentle ; for a word of

raise, he subdued as well as he oould his

erce, quarrelsome nature, and sat
patiently over his books in the vﬂhfe school.
room, withous seizing, as formerly, every
ohance of inflioting on his next-door
neighbor. Buch a change was 00 great not
40 be marvelled at; and when the children
found thas sheir flerce companion was al-
most tamed, they orowded about him and
made muoh of him, thinking more of a
eoft answer from *Oroes Johnny*' than
they would have thoughs of a real sacrifice
from any other.

lhis, shen, was the child who, looking
up. +miled at Letty; and the sight of thas
grave lissle face, with iss wistfal eyes, once
8 fierce in sheir light, glancing ap sofily at
her, brought Dr. Lennard and his many
kindly generous deeds so foraibly before her
that she looked down on the boy through a
blinding mist of sears.

The troop passed by, the orippled lad the
last to disappesar, and Lesty sat looking ous
drearily, her hears and brain both numbed
with sharp pain. She had no resson for
8aying 80; she had never heard is even in
the idlest village gossip, bus she kept re.
peating it over and over %0 herself, hall
unthinkingly : * I shall never see him agsin ;
he will nos come back $o Fenmore.” Bhe
seemed a8 one who, standing out alone on
some rugged headland, pointing into the
ses, 8aw on one side heavy storm-olouds
drifting up to overwhelm her, and on the
other side the clear light of noon; but the
brightness seemed going from her farther
away every inasant, and the dark cloud
wrack drawing nearer, till she lost all hope
of ever emerging from out the shadow of
that heavy darkness.

Bhe loved Dr. Lennard with all her hears,
and he was gone from her. He loved her,
she hoped, she knew; still he was gone.
What prooability was there thas he wounld
ever oare 0 come back sgain? The hope
of winning his love openly one day bad
shone down upon her like the light of a
blessed noon, shat hope was dying out, it
had died. The thought of spending a life.
time at Fenmore witdous his love was a
heavy blackness ; and sitting there in her
own little room, looking ous on the shifsing
grey sea and the palely shining yellow
aands, she fel¢ that blackness surge and
settle round her, never more to be lifted up.

Hearing the sound of wheels on the gravel,
and looking down, ehe saw the trap stand.
ing before she door, evidently waiting to
oarry Mr. Leigh to the ssation. She had
forgotten all abous the strange letter and
this hasty jonrney, and she went hastily
down now, to bid her father good. by.

He stood in the hall, giving some parting
direotions to Mra. Atherton, the well. pleased
amils atill on his face, straggling through a
thin veil of mysterious importance. He
was warmly muoffled aiready, for the day
was ohill, and the night would be ochillier
still, and is would be deep night befora he
could reach London; bus Letty, kigsing
him, drew the high collar of his ocoas still
oloser round his neok.

‘* Don's stay away longer than yoa ocan
help, father. I wish yon had not to go at
all,” she eaid, olinging to him.

“ Do you indeed ? ' said he. ** Then, like
many another, you wish a very foolish
thing. It is morefor your sake than my
own shat I am going."”

“Oh! father, if 1% is only on my account
you are going, do astay,” cried Letty. *I
would rather have you stay with me than
snything this visit could giveme. Do stay,
fasher.”

He pus her arm from about his neck, a
listla orossly.

‘ You kaow nothing of what you are
talking abous,” he said, getting into the
trap, and settling the rug his knees.
“Lghall send the trap bmok with Mrs.
Hell's boy. Good-morning, ladies.”

He gave the horse & smaré touoch with
the whip as he spoke, and dashed off for
thestation.

Letty's salking had made it & hard mas-
ter for Mr. Leigh to reach the station in
time for the up-srain for London. If he
missed that he would have to wait till the
nexs day befors he could go. Seemingly he
had no intention of missing it, for he was
making the horse go almost at fall speed
between the high, narrow hedges.

Mre. Atherton went indoors immediately.
Letty atood in the porch, gazing wistfully
after her father. Her lot in life appeared
very sad-oolored as she gos a glimpse of it
then—alwayes the same duties, the same
weary round ; one day the sample of the
many, with no one but her father to live
for, and he an old man.

““ Will i¢ never end?' she shought, as
she stood there. * Any change must be for
the better.”

Pregently she went in-doors, and down to
the kitohen, to see that Jane was getting
ready for the early dinner—for of late Mrs.
Atherton bad lef¢ many of what some
people might think ought 4o be her own
duties, $0 Letty's care.

OHAPTER V.
‘' THE WOMAN HE HAD COME DOWN TO MARRY.'

¢ Any change must be for the better,”
said Letty, in her weariness, thas dall No.
vember morning.

Ia Letty the only one in she world who
has 80 thonght—go esid? Have we not all,
at one time or another, been 80 tired and
siok of the monotony of our lives that we
would have hailed any ohange as a relief ?
Toiling along in the lowly valleys, we have
looked up toward the shining mountain
peaks, towering so awful in
80 geand in their strength, and longed, with
pagsionate, rebellious longing, to reach
shose glowing summits fire$, t0 oatch the
smiles of the 5 have gone
their graves with that longing unsatisfied ;
others have reached the peaks of those
Enni hills, and found, when $oo late, thas

the firss glory of the summer sun oame
down upon them, the first serrible £ of

the summer storm, the first pisiless
r hail desocended . When

aleo.
» We would fain be high ; when
high we down longingly on the lowly,
::;:::ly plodding on in their safe,

The fickle, human heart is ever seeking

after change. Discontented with our past,

resent, how many of us ory

out, like fretful children, for a new leaf to
be turned in the book

printed thereon, such stories of
srath and worth, and when the page is
turned, we $00 often find it stained with

tears, and let us thank God if they are the
only blots upon is.

‘Any ohange must be for the better,”
6aid Letty Leigh, and as she spokea change
was drawing near to her, though she did
not know it—a change s0 great shat it
would make those few short months of

rosperity appear as the fevered vision of a

srnm. her present pain a childish pesalance,
no:u 0 be counted among the real troubles
of life.
L ¢ -mnﬂ:lng to Hulston,” she said, when
she mes Mre. Atherton at dinner, ‘“‘and I
have written to Lanra to eay she may ex-
pect me on Saturday next.” -

“Vuy% , dear,” said Mrs. Atherton,
smiling,* I think you need the ohange.”

That was Tuesdsy, and by Baturday
morning a¢ breakfast.time Letty had all
her preparati pleted. Her boxes
were packed and corded, and her paroels
were all piled sogether in the hall ; nng Letty
herself, psle and tired-looking, sat as sheir
late break(ass, her hair pushed into a ailk
nes, her feet in slippers, and one of the
oldest and plainess of her morning wrap-
pers round her.

Is was not a very becoming toilet for a
young heroine, but sthen there was not a
partiole of the heroine in Letty. Bhe was
every bit as tired ms she looked, and three
times as miserable; all her best dresses
were lying neatly folded in the hall; her
hair would have o be plaited and twisted
up artigtioally for she journey, or rather
for inspection at the end of it, and what
more reagonable than to let it * now, and
to take her breakfast in peac. ..d quiet,
undisturbed by thoughts of stray visitors
or shabby morning wrappers. But the very
time we are the least fis 10 be seen—thas is,
those among us who are ever unpresent.
able—is juss thetime of all others shas
some one pops in $0 see us.

Letty did not esoape this fate—why
should she? Heiresses are only mortals,
and breaktast was soarcely over when,
ohancing to look up, she was astonished,
startled almost, to see her father pase be-
fore the window, Ernest Devereux with
him. Mrs. Atherton saw them, too, and
setsled the ribbons of her cap complacently
——ehe was not in deshabille ; bus Letty rose
hastily, too disturbed $0 remember her
fatigue; she was & true woman, and her
morning dress was a fright. So with a few
rapid bounds she esosped up the stairoase,
88 Mr. Leigh and his companion came into
the hall.

‘*“ Why, who is come, Mrs. Atherton?"
was Mr. Leigh's salusation to that lady, as
she came gracefully forward so weloome
him.

‘“ No one, my dear gir,”” was the reply;
‘‘ bus we are about to lose some one instead.
Miss Letty is going to.day on a visis to
Hulston.”

Ernest stopped short in his greeting to
glanoce aside st the piled-up boxes, and shen
at Mr. Leigh's cloudy face.

* Oonfoundedly bard,” he thoughs, **if I
have gone through all the bother cf the
past few weeks, and come here enly to find
my last chance slipping out of my fingers ;
I may pack off back to Oalais as soon as I
please, afier shis."”

‘“ Just like her perversity, and the per-
versity of things altogether,” Mr. Leigh
was thinking ; * bat I'll gee $o it thas shose
boxes are unpacked before the hour's ous,
or I'll know why."

The two gentlemen had walked from the
station ; they were dusty and tired, and
Mra. Asherton's cup of good tea was very
weloome t0 them.

After breabfast Ernest Deverenx wens $o
his room, the same he had oooupied when
with Charles Temple on his former visis.
He found a fire burning brightly on the
hearth, and everyshing looking home.like
and comfortable. Bus he did not look very
comfortable in mind, whatever he might be
in body, as he flang himself into the low,
ohintz-covered rooking-chair, and Iaying his
legs over the buffes, saé smoking moodily.
His face was pale and set, his hard mouth
harder than usaal, and there was a sullen
lighs in his blue eyes that reminded one ir.
resistibly of an animal thas fels itself in she
toils, and saw open %o it but one doubsfal
chance of esoape. His one chanoe lay in a
speedy marriage with Elizabeth Leigh,
heiress in her own right. Letty Leigh he
liked very well ; but Letty she heiress he
was not only willing, but “eager to marry.
His ohance of ever doing that seemed small
enough just at presens. The respite he bad
won, with infinite pain and endless prom.
ises, from the more preseing of his oreditors,
was but a short one; and if this shrow
failed, he had nothing to look forward so
but an exile in France or elsewhere, until
such time as his oreditors, wearied of
wastching for him, gave up all hope of ever
getting their dues.

He had lived a gey life; he had frothed
and floated among the creme de la creme, &
penniless heir of a good old name, with
nothing to keep it up on. He might have
been ssid $o have lived by his wits for some
years, but that it is such & vulgar way of
expressing it, and Ernest Devereux and his
kind so shrink from vulgarily. He ocould
live 80 no longer and he knew iés; not be.
cause his wite were growing less keen, bus
beoause dearly-bought experience was
sharpening the wits of many round him.
The great shark had gobbled up all the
little fishes in its neighborhood 8o long, that
$he listle fishea were growing oautions, and
the great shark ‘tonnd“ it necessary to move
into deeper water, or be gobbled ap in $urn.
Bo, all $hinge considered, it was nos to be
wondered at that he should puff a$ hiscigar
80 savagely, nor that the down oushion of
his rocking ohair failed o give him ease.

By Jove!" he thought, as he sat there,
**if she goes t0-day it's all up, and I'm not
quits sure the old fellow can stop ber.”

Meanwhile, Mra. Atherton, commissioned
by Mr. Leiﬁh. had sought Letty in her own
room, whither she had fled on the unlooked-

$0 | for interruption. She had to tell her that

her father did not wish her to go to Hulston,
a¢ she had promised she would; nay, he
desired her not $o go; and seeing that her
things were all packed, and herself
ready $o sfars, it was not a very

misgion. Bus

=
Mrs. Atherton was equal $o
$he oooasion, as all great men or women
sheuld be, and she Iaid the osse down mo

olesrly, and showed so foroibly how very
n'ld.; ¢ would be for Letty, the real mistress
of the

for there are my
his eyes.”

* Yes, 0 be sure,” said Mrs. Atherton.
* He knows you were gbing to-day as well
88 I do; but he knows, t00, that it would

be very uncourtecus of you to leave him,
and I don't for one moment expect that he
thinks you would do it.”

Letty was sorely pozasled what o do.
She wanted vo geé away from Feanmore,
away from her own hears, if is could be;
but, as it could not, then aa far from every-
thing that would jar on that sore hesrs as
she ocould ges.

“1 bhate Fenmore,”” she oried. * Oh,
Mrs. Atherton! you oan’s know how muok
I hateit!” :

‘““Yes, Letty, I do know,” said Mrs.
Atherton; “ I know very well ; but is is one
of our difficult parts, my dear, to crush
down such things, and strive so $o aot before
the world that we shall not need to blush
for ourgelves when the gay bubble bursts.
Ot course, dear, you can go or stay as it
pleases you, and I will tell your paps shas
you will les him know which you willdo, in,
say an hour's time.”

(To be Oontinuned).

They Make Goed Nurvants,

Baffalo Sunday News : * If I had fitdy
Canadisn servants to-morrow morning aé
10 o'clock shey wonld all be gone in an
bhour," said Mr. Btephencon, of the Univer-
sal Employment Bureau to an inquirer she
other day. ‘* Why do I spscially adversise
to farnish Qanadian servants ? Well,
because they are nos afraid so work. They
oome here and say they wans places, and
want shem right away ; they don’s wans o
spend their money for board while waiting
for a situation. They will often go foa
place at 9 or 10 o'clock of the day they
come here tu apply They are willing to
wash and do all kinds of work, don't care
0 go out evenings, and stay a good while
ina place. They wans the same w
over here that the Amerioan girls get. It
they have been receiving $2 50 a week in
Oanada they want $8.50 or $#4 here.
Often s lady comes here and asks for
& Oaoadian gervans, saying that che has
bhad one and wante anosher. Awmerican
girls seldom want to ges a place under two
or three days after they come, even if they
could have juss the situation they are look.
iog for. They will wais sill they bave
spent the lass cent, and shen take the firgh
Place that offers. They are very pertion-
lar, oo, about the amouns of work shey do,
and tke kind, and still they want high
wages. One lady complained to me ‘that
her last girl \Amerioan{wunted to go oud
every evening in the week beside Tuesday
and Friday afternoons, and refused $o work
after dinner on Bandays, so that she
couldn's find any time to go out herself. I
have an advertisement now in she Oanadian
papers for 80 girlse. If the Government
would allow me to have an agent over there
I could have 150 sent over at one time and
no difficulty in finding places for them."

At the Mikado’s Court,

His Imperial Majesty comes firat and all
alone. His arm is 100 sacred, 00 separate,
10 be taken in publio even by the Empress,
who comes behind, a smesll, exquisitely
graceful lady, dressed in a mauve satin
soilet of Parician style and mauve bonnet,
with parasol to matoh, all borne with the
utmess charm and becomingness. Behind
Her Imperial Msjesty, also psssing singly,
a bevy of ladies of the court, all but one in
European dress, ana following the ladies
the gentlemen of the palace in black frook.
ocoata and tall hate. His Majesty wears the
undrees uniform of a general—cherry-
oolored trousers and black frogged coat
braided with gold lace, and on the small,
olose-out brows a kepi of soarlet with gold
band. His bow in recognition of all bare
and bended heads is the slightest possible
inclination which rigid musoles can make,
yet withal acocompanied by a glanoe,
kindly, benign and fall of evidens good-
will, for his lips almost smile, hia eyes are
slert and lighted, his air is, one might
almost dare t0 say, genial, and these noda
of she Japanese Jove must be measured by
loyalty with & miocrometer.

The Major's Blunder.

The Iate Major Barttelot was educated
& Rugby, where he ig still remembered ag
the hero of one of the most delightful
sohoolboy blunders. ‘ What is the mean-
ing of the word * adage ' ?" wasthe question
which wae being asked by the master.
Various shots were made of the usual wild
description, when it came to young Bartte-
lot, who, withous hesitation, replied, * A
place to put cate into.” Everyone laughed ;
and the master, who was as much mystified
a8 the rest, called him up at the end of the
lesson and acked him what had put such
an idea into his head. * Well, sir," eaid
Barttelot, looking very much injured,
‘‘doeen't it say in Shakspeare, * Like the
poor oat in the adage ' 2"

A Philanthropist of India.

The Times of India recently ocontained &
record of the generous gifs of Hurkisondas
Narotamdse, of Bombay, who has placed
at the disposal of the Government the
munificent sum of Rs. 100,000 for $he
}mr})oco of constructing a lunatio asylam
or femalea.

Mr. Hurkisondas is one of the I
oitizens of Bombay, is a Justice of the
Peaoe, a fellow of the Bombay University,
and & Councilor of the Muniocipal Cor-
poration. His name is generally associated
with all public movements and charitable
institutions, and he is & member of the
moet ancient Hindoo families.

“ Four years ago,” writes Ool. David
Wylie, Brookville, Ont., May 1888, “ I had
& severe attack of rheumasism, and could
not stand on my feet. The pain wae ex-
oruciating. I was blistered and purged in
frue orthodox style, but all o no purpose.
I was advised to try 8t. Jacob's Oil, which
Idid. I bhad my ankles well rabbed snd
then wrapped with flannel saturated with
the remedy. In the morning I could walk
without pain.”

———
Some Brutes Have.

New York Recorder : * Do brutes have a
llmu-go 2" msked the President of the
Millville Literary Cirole at & recent meet-

“Do they 1"
* you ought o hear m:
loses his collar button.”

The pastor of a Boston oongrega
that he must have beer #o drink, and by
vote of 190 o 10 they advanced his salar
$180 a year in order $0 permit him to enj¢
that luxury, 3
The Duchess of Fife gave birth o
daughter yesterday.

the 3
husband when




