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my treatment of czu-querd and pots, and short
walks at 9n.rly morning. 1 was bornto be a
grant physlcmn, say, but 1 way never born to
mnko_ quick work with Marie, who is as dumb
a4 afish, and does not cven give wme a good
chance to make ryes at her,”

* You have buen paying your put of lover
t‘x_ﬂct.ly two werks, 1 think, and have got ou at
railrond speed, [ say,” Pymm respomded, and
nibbled off the vu Lof his cigar. * As for me, [
am only ustonished that you have not heen
turned out of doors for some glaring nonsense or
ogh_cr. I have a mind to go with you on your
visit to.day, and see how you proceed,” ’

“You're welcome.”

:: ii)s-.t. 'you‘: \vofl-ier.'ul '\v.dlet, then.” .
: Yo youknow, T left it at the cottage by acei-
dent,” says 'tiara, “ | don't see low | could
have been 4o carelegs.”

Tho doctor turued his eyes on the young man,
wnho'ut moving, as he blew out his match.

“1'moafraid that was a great mistake,” he
remarked, in a tone of apprenension,

Tie two friends started off for the widow’s
cottage, stepping with the precision of the train-
ed pedestrians they were.

Marie opened the door for them herself, as if
she had caught sight of her old acquaintanece,
the doctor, as he approached, for she was quite
cordinl to him; and some of her aronsed geni-
ality seemed to extend itself to 0'Gira, whom
she smiled upn, wnd whose hand she pressed
good.naturmlly with her own.

Thiey were wshered into Malame Parfleur's
special apartment, and found her with her in-
valid mauner, but a better color in her cheeks
than Pymm had ever seen there.  She glanced
amicably «t the colonel, but to Pymm she said :

*“You, sir, should take lessons of your assist-
ant.  He has the genius of 0 Napoleon in the
ficld of melicine,”

The doctor congratuluted her upoa the fortu-
nate chance which had thrown in her way a
wind soadapted to her needs as that.of O’ arr,
antd asked the names of the finch which was sing.
ing in a cage ut her elbow,

Jut Madume Partleur had already fastened her
attention upon (VGara, an'l imyplored him to tell
Lier what she shonld take fur a sensation as if all
hiar bones were crumbling to dust.

It is 0 cruel,” she complained, “for pray do
not our bones last even when we are dead 7 And
vet [ must undergo the terror of having them
crumble within wmy liviug frame.”

“ 1t iy an insult of natere not to be borne,”
cried the ex-officer. “1)s» but give me my
wedicine case, aml I will see what can be
eilected.”

Marie here started up from her chair, her face
pivk and dimpled, and going to a capboard, took
out the dingy little bag, and handed it to
G Gra,

Pymu looked at the girl ant caught her eye.
Stie tossed her head miost dcbauairﬁy, pat her
hands in the little pockets of her muslin apron,
and stood beside the centre table, watchfal, as
(¥Guara opened his treasure store. No bottles
were there,

The Colonel turned pale, gizing into his
wallet.

*] have not finished filling them with cotlee
and salt,” said Marie, softly.

The hypochondriae way constrained to rise to
her full height with the shosk of surprise at this
episode, and as the three young pesple burst out
laughing, she looked from one to the other in
tncreasing  perplexity, largely mingled with
haughty displeasure.

““How !" said she, in her deep reverberating
voiee, '*Areyou all mad?”

“The Fates 1" ejaculated the eolonel, clutch-
ing his head with both hunds iu wock agony.
“Surely 1 have Jived to see wmyself destroyed !”

“ Madame,” suys Dr. Pymm, clearing his
throat, and crossing one leg over tha other as if
he were about to lecture to a dozen students,
“favor me by resuming vyour chair, and by
listening to me quietly.” Madame Purfleur
sank back. * My friend O Gara, prrmit me to
inform you, does not belinve in the infallibie
viticacy of medicine.  Having learned {rom me
that all my effarts at restoring you to robust
health with drugs apparently resulted in nothing
but disappointment, he asks me the fuvorof try.
ing numberless practices at his tongua's.end for
giving you diversion and exercise. D)) you re-
alize, my dear Madame Parllear, that you would
doubtless have refused to accede to these in.
spirations of his if your well-grounded prejudices
had not been pampered by a certain semblance
of powder and distillations? It is a matter for
vour candour and gonerous frankness to admit
that my friend ’Gara has justified himself in
his intelligent experiment, and that you are in
fact 8 thousand times better in two weeks than
you have found yourself for years. What do
yousay 1" .

The stately hypochondriac smiled, and made
a graceful obeisance to the colonel, who had long
ago recoverad his self-possession, and made the
best of the opportunity to get up something in
the character of a tlirtation with Marie. Her
mother spoke.

“This explanation of your attitude toward
me, young friend, whelly satisfies me. I am glad
to have been consgiderad worthy of your skill,
But it is now my daughter's turn to enlighten
me asto her meddling with your inodicine case,
which T suppose hiad in it drugs of some value,
however mild,”

Marie played with a chain of beads at her
thront, and cast n covert glance at O'Gara. It
saemed greatly Lo stimulate him.

“ Modemoiselle Marie,” he said, rising and
Lringing his heels together with a suap, as he

often did, and then gallantly kissing his hand to
her, asif he was in the habit of doing that often
too, ““if she can guess a3 correctly the senti-
ments of my heart as she has done the contents
of my medicine bottles, stands absolved fram
any conceivable ressntment,”

Mrio at this gave utterance to a rippling
laugh, ut last saying,

“ Ah, D, 'Gara, a person of so much pro-
fessioual enthusiasm as yourself, of such pro-
found resoarch, with originality into th: bar.
{;-un, can affyrd to fargive the petty off :uses of

eas grifted mortals,” With a blush, she turned
away, a thonght enquettishly, anl going over
the window where her work luy, rested one hand
idly upon the protty silk. °

‘I have not much tim»,” remarked Pywmm.
“rGara, do you havex few words with your
patient, and I will try to induce Miss Marie to
renew old acqurintanceship before it is too late.”
He took his chair to Marie’'s side, who seated
herself, and sedately began her embroidery.

The couple at the window heard on~ exclama-
tion after another in the melodious toues of the
old French lady, rising ahove the stealy stream
of ('Giira’s hurried monotone, his Irish tongne
hving got his destiny into its o #n powar,  Ma-
dame Parfl-ur's eycbrows reached almost inere-
dible heights, her haunting chills crept over
every limb, her biney shook if they dil not
crumble, dud yet her uud:standing and her
predilections were takan captive by the gracious
elonuence of the gay colonel, who fully persuaded
her of his siucere adoration of Mrie.

The faseinating girl was herself conscious of
a serious crisis, although Pymm did not allow
her any ears to hear the conversation by the
centre table. H ¢ color came and went, and
she often peeped out at the yellowing elm
branches hanging uear the window, biting hr
lip in some kind of perturbation.

Aud when O'Gura got up and stepped over to
her, his gray eyes dark with earnest emotion,
her brown eyes filled with tears, and she becamns
s0 reserved that nothing would tempt her to
taise her lids.

Not long after this important day, for such it
turned out tv be, the colonel caung'it Pymm
standing alone, and Jooking at an object which
he had taken ont of his pocket,

‘“ What time is it 7 I amalways forgetting my
watch now,” says O'Gara. He went up and
looked over Pymm’s arm. He drew bick agais.
The doctor had not been examining the time, as
he had thought, * Why, Clarence,” he said, *I
did not know-—what the deuce-—you never tld
me ! lsitapicture of Marie ¢

Pymm turned, put a photographad portrait
back in an inner pocket warmed by his heart’s
bload, and appeared a little unnerved.

““ Why should I have told you ?* he replied.
**This is the portrait of a woman who is dead.
You make me somewhat lonely in your new life
of prosperous wooing. Well, [ hape it will be
of longer duration than that which / experienced.
Our iuclinations might have interfered with each
other, you know, if 1 had not already loved.”

Rosxy Hawrnouse Latugor.

IN THE WILDERNESS.

Straight throush the trackless wilderness, over
lofty mountaius and frowning precipices as with
a single stride, and through dark and gloomy
gorges, crossing wild rushing mountain torrents
with the twin silver threads, and pushing on
and on through the hitherto unknown domains
of the caribou and moose and bear, and the hunt-
ing gronnds of the red Indian, orintrulingupon
the solitary watery avenues of the Canadian
Ioyagewr, steadily on aud on goes the marvel-
lous work of spanning a continent., Thus ramin-
ated a certain personage as he balanced himself
upon the unsteady deck of the great Lake Huron
steawer, one gusty day in November, and gazed
meditatively across the troubled waters to the
distant northern shore, whercon was now rapidly
becoming visible, agaiust the dark fringe of
forest, the collection of low houses which marked
the site of the very-much-in-the-far-p-rspective
great city of Algoma mills, the pres:nt hoad.
quarters of the Manager of the Sult Ste. Marie
Branch of the Canadian Pacific Riilway,

The youth gazed pensively, as the prow of the
steamer cleft the dark green waters, for he was
sad, and his very soul was stirred within him.
All day long the winds had blown from every
squarter of the heavens, kicking up a tremendous
sea, such as in these northern Iakes is always
only too ready to be kicked, and the huge
steamer had been tossed and butt:ted about as if
no more than a little chip, and the youth had
retired early in the day to the privacy of his
stateroom, and had been seen no more of men,
until just as the boat glided between the islands
which guard the entrance to the Algoma harbor
and into the smooth water beyend, he reappeared
on deck, very pale and haggard, as one who had
been passed through the furnace of atliction.
Yea verily.

It isan exciting event to. watch & steamer
making a landing on a windy day on Iake

Huron, She comes on slowly with her pro-
paller stopped, rolling from side to side on the
top of the waves, and hits the wharf a butt with
her nose that sends every passenger *° to grass,”
as it were. Then, as she slowly rebounds, lines
are thrown out at bow and stern, and while she
is tossing up and down like a mud thing, she is
hauled up to the wharf, very much to one side,
and made fast ; that is, il the ropes don’t give
way. Generally they do, aud then the exhilir-
ating performance hasto be gone all through
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with again, to the great personal satisfaction of
the sinill boy on shore. S»metimeas, 1 have been
told, aniscaleul ition is made, and the steamer
rushes up to th~ wharfon the crest of the waves,
and instead of having its career stopped in the
proper éxlm:c, itig carried by the impetus it hag
acquired clear over th: dock and down into the
water on the other side. I do not ¢nite balieve
the story ; I think it has b:en exaggerated.

As I stepped ashore (I rezret to say the ysuth

and ] sre oae) upon the beautiful railway wharf,
which, like everything else pertainiog to the
C. P. R., is bailt upon a substantial and never-
mind-the-cnst scale, T 1ioked arouni me in
order to discover the lufty spires and minarets,
the stately buildings, the well-paved streets,
thronging with rank and fashion, and all the
other indications of a great city, hut [ did not
make wyself conspicuons by searching for these
things very loug, fur they were not there. A
dozen houses, a ruinous ol 1 mill sittiog astride
of a fouming creck ; two stores and the railway
office ; a huge stable on the edge of the track,
which ran up from the wharf anl lost itself in
the woods ; this was all I saw, ex:ept infinite
pigs. All around on every hand were the woods,
dark and mysterious and impenetrable, anlthis
little world locked bleak and bare enough, this
November afterncon, with a leaden sky over
heat and a pitiless winl that is never still.
However, feeling freshenel up after tea, I
strolled out over the creek bridyge and listened
to the thunders of the surfon the beacl, and to
the wild howlings of the wind in the forest, aud
tried my best to see something busiles darkness
and conldn’t, for the night was as black as a
lawyer's conscience, and it was not hard to re-
aliz that we were so far {rom civilization, and a
distant cry in the woods quictened my imagina-
tion, and po:sibly my foststeps, as 1 gropz=d my
way back 1) the house and to bel, bat not until
I had collided with ra aboriginal, who swore at
me in hearty Irish uatil the very air smelt sul-
phurous,
There are only eleven miles of track laid from
Alsoma Mills on the north shore of Liike Huron
sastwarnds, but 1 leaped on the construction train
which went down the next worning, and with
becomin g diffilence soen found myself in the
engine driver's cab.  We rattled and thundered
along over the rouzh, newly-made road, throuzh
immense rock cutiings, a siugle one of which
had cost thousan Is of dollars and months of
labor to bring Jdown to the proper grade, and
over a tremendously high trestlework, where the
road crossed a valley, and so on to Serpent Mills
on the Serpont River, the present terminus of the
track. Here vour ubiquiteus correspondent fell
in with one of the Superintenduts of Construe-
tion, a ** walking boss™ in *‘navey’ parlance,
who kindly put in his way much valuible in-
formation.

The Sault Ste. Marie Beanch of the Canadian
Puacitic Riilway, as the ealightened reader will
not thank me fortelling him, is intended to be-
come the great carrying highway of the Canadian
North-West (or at least until the min line is
finishied around the shore of L ke Superior, which
will probably bz ina few centuries). A lius of
steel steamers will ply between Thunder Bay
and Algoma Mills, connecting at the latter point
with the railway to Mountreal and the sea board.
This coasammation i3 to be reached in about
two years ; the steamers are being built, and the
railway has some 4,000 men at work upon it, and
ennsequently, asif by magie, a magnificent road
is fast prwshiug its way through hundreds of
miles of wild, uninhabited country, which for
natural ditficulties and obstucles to railway work
is hardly to be surpassed. This little piece of
information I have thrown in regardless of con-
sequences, aud I will now proceed.

From Serpent Mills, although there isno track
laid, the road is smoothly graded, andalong this
way we walked in the cool antumn morning,
every nerve aud fibre jnour frames thrilling in
the pure bracing air, and our eyes feasting upon
the picturesque scenery about us. A broad,
stuggish river, with reedy banks, winding in and
out and sometimes almost doubling on its course,
until it is not ditlicult to discern the reason of
its appellation.  High hills, rocky and precipi-
tous, slop2 down to the water's edge, and just
alung their bases, creeping around almost im.
possible corners, the river oun one side and scores
of feet of perpendicular rock on the other, and
dashing down into deep gorges and ravines, ruus
the roadway which is only waiting for the metal
to be laid down to become & groat throbbing ar-
tery connecting the old life of the world with
the new. Always and ever the eternal forest !
‘Hundreds and handreds of miles of it, with scar-
cely a break ; it createsa kind of awe in one's
breast to be placed in the very heart of such =
stupendous work of .\tnturc, and as we were walk-
ing slowly along, a little impressed, perhaps, by
the solemn graudeur of the landscape, we were
suddenly startled by loud shouts, a little way
above us, of ““Firel fire ! fire !I"

Now a fire has always been a weoak point in my
armour ; 1 have run miles in my Loyhood in
pursuit of the engines, generally arriving on the
scene cf action in time to learn that the alarm
was a false one, and so when this sudden cry
was raised in the solitudes, off T started at break-
neck speed, and, darting around a sharp turn in
the road, T found myself in the midst of a party
of workmen, who were standing on a ledge of
rock and velling like fiends.

1 looked at them in open-mouthed astonish-
meont, and breathlessly ingnired where the fire
was. One of the manincs censed his noise long
enough to look mo from head to foot with a calm,

deliberate stare, and then, after pointing up the
road, sat down on the rock aud laughed most

hidesusly. The fear of th: mocksry of a rabble
naver oppresses a great mind, aniso off I started
again, filled with a valiant desire to render my
powerful assistance at the scene of the conflagra.
tioa, and ulso with nable scorn of the cowarlly
men who souzht a sife distance for their pre-
cious sking, and then dul nathing Lut whoop
like Indians, bat 1 had not got six steps befo.e
I fs1t a atrong grasp oun my collar, and hearl a
coarse, loud voice in my ear, attering with
frightful rapidity whole steings o’ seatenc.s of
anything but an evangelical import.

“ Why you bliuck, blank, son of a blank,
whire in blank blank blank are you going?
blank blank "' etc.

1 turned in indigonation to reason with my
detainer, a burly Hibernian, when all at once
arose a fearful souad cf crashing and rending and
tearing. Th= grouud shook b:neath my feet,
a2d | hal brea thrown down, but I had the
admirable presence of mind to take a seat vol-
uantarily, Over the edgs of a lows hill just before
me came a great shower of stones and fragments
of rock and tons of dirt and debris, and I
thought an earthiquiks hal com= to pass. The
alarming storm had quelled in a few instants and
[ looked inquiringly at the Irishman-

¢ Blast,” he said, laconically, as he rejoined

his comerades, who were now tramping slowly
back to work, and, somewhat crestfallen, I went
with them.
A great ragged gash in the solid rock was what
appeared, out of which tons and tons of stuff had
bren ‘“scooped’’ in a moment's space, and as [
jooked with interest at the almost magical work,
I learnel thit when the drilling was finished
and the blasting cartridyes in, it wasthe custom
for the gang to rua pell-mell down the road
shouting fire at the sam= time in order to warn
off any straggliers ; the foreman stays behind an
instant to light the fuse, and then, with very
little unorcessary delay, proceeds to m ke him-
self ¢ scarce ' also. This is the universal cus-
tom, and as I parsued my journey in search of
wmore information, I really felt gratefal that my
thirst for knowledyge had besn quenched i this
instance, however unceremouniously.

My next letter will give the privileged reader
anaccount of a powder magazine explosion ; six
feet of law and justice ; hamn bewrs ; a railway
camp and its inhabitants, besides other useful
and valuable informition to be found nowhere
else in the wide world.

A. N. TEVHUNE,

THE TRIAL BY JURY,

Mr. Gilhert, the dramatist, ouce heard that
his * Trial by Jary,” re-namad and slightly al-
tered, was being given at a certain hally and
not liking to be swindlel, he callel upon the
manager. Tue auther opened proczedings by in-
quiring whether the hall was not let for amateur
theatricals som:times. It was, certainly, any
evening, if not already engiged, and the man.
ager inquired what his visitor propised to play.

“Well, there'sa piece called ¢ Trial by Jury.’
I was thinking of that,” the visitor replied.

“ And a very good picee, too,” the manager
kindly assured him ; *‘sure totake.”

“1 know who could play the principal parts
very well,” Mr. Gilbert said, “but 1 was doubt-
ful about the chorus. Could you help me in
this, do you think 7’

] think I could —in fact I'm sure of it—you
ne=d not trouble about 4 chorus that knows the
music,” the manager veplied.

“ Tnank you ; you are very kind,” Mr. Gil-
bert gently answered; ‘f but,”” he continued,
“ by-the'way, are there not some charges —fees
—af some kind to be paid for the right of play-
ing pieces of this sort 7 I fancy I have heard
something to that etfect.”

Then the manager grew very confilential in-
deed. 11:looked sly. He even winked, and he
said : “ Never you mind about that. [ don't.
Why, we play the very piece you're talking
about every n'ght, ouly we dou’t call it ¢ Trial
by Jury.! We ain’t such fools. Gilbert and
Sullivan don’t know anything about it, aud
ain't likely to. You leave it to me, and you'll
be all right.”

It was now Mr. Gilbert's tura, aud he guictly
replied : ‘I think you've made a slight mis-
take. [ am Mr, W, S, Gilbert, and { had heard
that you were good enough to play my piece
without mentioningit; so I came to see.”

Mr. G.lbert declares that the man shrank
visibly. From a huge ereature six feet high, he
seemed to descend to the dimensivns of a child
in petticoats ; but Mr. Gilbert mercifally spared
him for the sake of the fun he had atfsrded.

SiapLe Cure vou Sonk Fegr.—The follow-
ing remedy for cold feet is recommended by the
Fireman's Journal for sedeutary satferers, ss
well as policeman, cir drivers, and others who
are exposed to the cold. All that is necessary
is to stand erect and very gradually vo lift one’s
self up upon the tips of the toes, so as te put
all the tendons of the fwt at full strain.  This
is not to hop or jump up and down, dbut simply
to rise—the slower the better—upon tiptoe, and
to remain standing on the point of the toes as
long as possible, then graduslly coming to the
natural position. Repeat this several times,
and, by t}w amount of work the tips of the toes
are made to do in sustaining the body’s weight,
a sufticient and lively circalation is sat up, A
heavy pair of woolen stockings drawn over thin
cotton ones is also n recommendation forkeeping

the feet warm, and at the same time preventing
! their becoming tender wud sore.
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