s

my lust night.of p

go t LU
is may be, sace.. She-
. o ~all her‘own’ way,~-she has con-
-~ quered; me:1 Bosides, 1" could ‘not go<up 'with.
“her.“And fancy poor quiet Sydney in his study,
with' two angry women scolding and upbmiding{
each'other'in his presence I' - And ‘she ‘smile
a littlo dreary smile at the very idea, = 2
*But at that moment’a’sudden thought struck
“her ; sbe “ceasod speaking,-and a’ quick faint
gleam  brightoned ‘the ' eyes which had been
‘gozing abroad o forlornly. "She took out her
watch—-only half-past nine. )
¢ Plenty of time,” she murmured.
stant she had rung the bell,

In an in-

“¢ Owens,’" as her maid entered, speaking hur-

. riedly, with burning chieeks, and eyes still full
of tears, *'something has occurréd which makes
it absolutely necessary | should see your moater
to-night, g0 1 am going by the 10.30 tmin to
town, and [ want you to ‘come with me-to the
station. " Can you be ready in five minutes 2"

¢ Certainly, ma’am ; but will you not drive 1

**No, npo,” with nervous impatience ; **1
want to go quietly,"” a red strenu dyeing her

"cheeks, ‘fso you must’ not let any one know T
have gone,~—you understand 7’

¢ Certainly, ma'am,” Owens said again’j and
she being old and discreet,” and having been
Lois Grey’s mnid in the old days before she came
to Kelver, Lois Dering felt she might trust her;
and - turning ‘to ber with sudden impetuosity,
““So much dependson it, Owens,” she said,—~
“all my happiness,” her eyes growing misty
again,  *“Dou't let Mrs. Moreton know | have
gone.” '

S4 T4 ds allright, miss, though 1 should say
‘ma’nm,” but having known you  before it
sometimes  slips out,-~but they all think you
have gone to bed ; and how should they kunow
different 1

The London train was just dashing into the
station’rs Lois and Owens found themselves on
the platform to meet it. Lois bad not spoken
all the way ; she would not even think of what
she was ' going to o, ihe words she was going
to say. :
© All ghe could think of was, that the same roof
nao longer sheltered herself and Florence More.
ton, and that she felt she conld not have barne.

She had erept into old Mrs, Dering's room
before leaving, and had kissed that clderly lady,
somewhat to her suaprise, for Lois“was not a
demonstrative woman as a rule.

“ Good-uight, mother,” she said gently,~—she
had got in the habit of calling Mrs. Dering by
that nnme, for the sake of gathering about her,
it possilide, the relati:mahi{m, at least in name,
that she had missed so long out of her life.
* Good-night, mother. }f—— Ah, mother! is
Syduney ever unkind 17

«No, no," said the old Iady, looking up half
astonished at the question, aud the fervour with
whieh it was asked.  ** No, no; lie is too just
for that.” i \ . .

“ But it is meore than justice 1 want,’’: she
murmured aa she turned - awny.,  And it was
these words which had been ringing in her ears
ever since; . 5 : IR o

All through that hour's railway, all through
the long dnve in the rattling cab x\ﬂem’ar&s,
and ‘now as she stpod before the dreary dark
London house, through the . silent street they
seemed 1o be echoing :7* Ah, but 1 want more
than justice !"' A i

Wha that coun
be satisfied ! ; . » : o

She had rang, how many times was it ! “The
cabman was growing impatient, her own heart
was sinking  Jower, lower. She had never
thought of this. Surpose he were not here ; that

_the cmpty house had scemed . too dreary, and
he had gone to his elubi " 1t was only. too proba-
ble; .and what she should do, alone in London,
at this hour of the night ! and with feverish
strength she rung again--such a- peal,-that it
seemed vs il its echoes . would never die away ;

ts upon that h»er_ev’ is likely to

but when they did, Jo ! there was the sound of

shuflling feet, the door was openvd by a dirty,
slipshod charwoman, and “one great ditliculty
was surmounted, —she was safe - inside lier own
~house. ", T : :
© *“Where ia he—Mr, Dering 1" she aske

-covered her temper and her sensés to answer,

she pointed to the study door, under” which" the
light was visible ;. and the gooid woman speedily
retired, visions of mutton-chops having tobe
cooked at this unseasonable hour of the night,
in addition to being awoke out of har first sleap,
weizing her——and with somewhat hasty: steps she:
disappeared. * But not before Lois  nervous band.
had: turned the handle of the library ‘door; aud
she stood iu the presence of  her husbands

had. not even disturbed ‘him,~<he was aware o
" wothing until .the door. opened,

trembling voice eried, *8§
to you 1", And looking . uy
his v

he saw “n vision o

ing mouth, that told
tale of wao, - ’
“ What'
voice ns best hie conld, and holding out'h
“But she never heeded it
‘8 Y, % she said, crossing

*Syduey

is hn

penking in quick,:
to tell ‘you that 1.5
r-your money ;i nud, Syduey- e
o held up hixhaml:
but “she:w ]

8

d; nmli‘ '
ut length, when Mrs, Joues had suificiently re-

Heo was hard at work ; the sounds in the house

aml a“low,"
rdney, T have . como

wife, but net-the happy; countented girl he
had left four days ago, but a’woman with dark-
shadowed, tearful eyes, and pathetically’ droop-’
ensily enough theiv own

t.7" he queét“muﬁd. éiéiuiyiué hic
‘ : i

_ the ;rbom,',,mnl,

hit opposite side of the table; look-:

it withwild,” tertified . eyes;
ervous tones,

“her

¢¢:And she says that ‘1 love Robert ‘Moreton,—
and that when it comes to" believing either her.
words or mine, that you will not: believe:mine,:
hecause:1-have ‘deceived: you.  Oh, Sydney,’
clasping her slender hands together,: ** you'l
believe-me !’ S it
¢ And what must T believe}
l N TR R I ars & B
Y fle had risen now, and was standing looking
down at her white face and frightened eyes.
.4 RBelieve 1" she. repeated, her voice sinking
into an enrnest whisper... ¢ Why,  whatever she
says, you must believe I love you. ' It may’ be
hard,”” she went on, steadying her voice with
difliculty, ‘‘because” she " says “such  dreadful
things, and they-all sound:so  true; but you
must put ‘no - faith in them’;'you must try and
think, however hard it may be, ¢ She tried to do
right.” - It is not justice,” a littlé incoherently,
those words coming back to her remembrance—
“1 want much more than justice.”
** And what; then, do you want
“‘ Love,”" she cried, unateadily. -
 Have I ever refused it 1” he asked. "And
““ My dear,’” ‘he said, gently, *“have’']

then :
not watched vou 7—is not that better than ‘any-
guess-work 7. The world may guess, may accuse
even, but I kuow.” . He atretched out his arms
a8 he spoke. ** Dear wife,” he said, ** did you
really doubt me!  Did you sulp()ose that any
one could step between us?- Did you really
believe 1 wounld take any one’s” word against
yonrs?  Ah, dear wife, that shows that' I have
not -luitc conquered, even yet !” .
His arms were about her now, her head was
on his shoulder, her beating heart was growing
quicter under the influence of his presence, but
she raised hereyes at his words, and asked what
he meant. ST
‘It was coming—the love .I.mean,” he re.
rlied, tenderly. ¢ Very slowly, but. uone the
esy surely, it was taking root in my wife's heart.
That day-~the day I came up here—it wag near-
ly full grown, wasit not " i
‘Tt was  there, Syd,"” she said, the tears
falling hot and fast upon the coat-sleeve, * but
1 did not know it.. 1 mnever lound out what it
was till you were gone. Now," clasping her
arms about his neck—** now, with all my heart,
1 can say, ‘ Dear Sydney, [ love you.” :

ARCHIBALD FORBES.

The following interesting conversation is taken
from the Ottawa Citizen ;

Inmediately after last night'a lecture, a
Citizen reporter calied ou Mr. Archibald Forbes,
behind the scenes, and after being formally in-
troduced to Mr. Forbes, through the courtesy of
Lieut.-Colonel Morse, 11.5.A., supplemented the
introduction by mentioning the fact that he,
too, had contributed his quota to the war cor-
respondence of the Daily Neiws, in the shape of
a letter during the Franco-Geérman war. = Mr.
Forbes remembered the létter, and -~ warmly
grasped the hand of his interviewer, who at ouce
feltat home. oo T :
Captain Chater,  A.D.C., ‘here invited - Mr.
Forbes into the presence of  His Excellency the
Governor-General to receive his congratalations,
after which Mr. -Forbes and His Worship the
Mayor drove off to the Ridean Club. . On' their

i
WR,

Louise Dragoon .Guards, having stepped to the
side of the carriage to speak to the Mayor, Mr.
Forbes remarked: to him, ** You have a fine lot
of slashing men, sir,”’ "a compliment the Dra-
goons will no doubt appreciate, coming as it did
from one who has seen so many soldiers,

correspondent, when
ensued : . :
- Reporter, jokin

might ride' down and enjoy a Canadian ride ?
Mr. Forbes.—It never occurred to me:.
take care of his. stamina a
never ride wantonly.
" R.—=On your way dow1
thing particular !
Mo F.—No 3
this country.

hour too fast,
the tra
ate.
. R.—What are
Canada;so faras y
‘ogension o

= Mro Fi=Th

f1in England to-day. -1 would advise him to ex

tract the fump of _his capital and “bring it ‘ou
here.

3

f

after a considerable time’y
tion there.. “As, -however, ‘vour “life is
the ordinarily allotted span,” go where: the
sociely, schools, eivilization, 1 fact.””
R.—You have not scen iuch of this Provin

wwill“find’

vei

a3

—Noi
Vhich “of “your twe lectur
your audiences 1

night;- and

human: even itn

human mind, agantor, t

dnl‘ivor,;b‘_ut harder,‘as 1 have ta.tr

ogotiam, from whicih'll endeavour to.
' : s

Wi

“to avoi
keep

~i- name forit.

y thither, Lieut. Coleman, of ‘the Princess

At the clab the reporter laid siege to the war
the following conversation

gly;—,—\\"huﬁ 1 heard ymi were
*gtuck-” it Pembroke, T thought perhaps you

That
would have been wanton . riding; 'a man must
nd his skin, and 1

1,‘"did you notice any-

but I have noticed one thingin
All'the hatel clocks are either a
quarter ol an hour:too slow or a quarter of an
Hence my bad luck in missing
in 1'should have caught, and arriving: so-

your general impressions about
ou have seen it on the present:

) : er Provinces struck me very
strongly on account -of the cheapness nnd fer-
Lilit{df‘thc land, and it is:the place for the
-Buglish " farmer to come to, a8 he cannot thrive

I"would say to him, ** If your hfe were
a5 loug as that” of “Mothuselah. go . further,” and.
ivilizas
anly- of

to wl ng}'by

evna, a8 written, or -Ploo:
‘pronunciation. ? . ‘
“Mr, B

S—1tis n Buléix_riun w&;d; dﬁd bo,ﬁ{BuJ-
‘garians and Russians - pronounce it'as: written.
‘Tho Tarks may have 'some. altogether different

% Ri==As you saw a sham fight at Halifax, please
tell me what you' thought of the Canadian vol-
unlteers, ~in" juxtaposition with the British re-
arg? = 5 . A

" :Mr. F. (emphatically).-~Generally speaking,
the men in the Lower Provinces are the finest 1
have seen in the world, especially the men .of
Prince Edward Island. - They are the grandest
specimens of physical humanity 1 ever saw. ]
wag a front rank man in the ‘“ heavies,” and I
would be a rear rank ‘man amidst them, ~ Their
weight is, man by man, one-third heavier than
that of the regulars,  But then, physical superi-
ority counts for nothing in present warfare ;
the bigger the maun the bigger the target ; nor is
he the best stayer because he is big. It.was a
sham fight, tery sham, indeed, and no criterion
as to drill, as the ground was bad, und the Gen-
eral had to resort to antiquated tactics. That
matters little, a8 a man who has seen much
fighting, Sir Garnet® Wolseley, has already said
that the worst drilled militin -has drill enough
for all fighting purposes.  The day of bayonet
charges -is * over, and physique is'subsidary, ex-
cept as a symbol of endurance.. The Spanish
soldiers who are small- men, but’ five feet five
iuches, are the best marching men in the world ;
they march in sandals, and will ' march forever.
R.—A paragraph is going the rounds of the
press that youoneé applied fora situationaza
reporter on the Globe, as you were ““ hard up ¥’
Mr. F.—1It is purely a myth. | never was
““hard up.” | rever bad an idea of journalism
out here.- I knew some one connected with a
raper in Quebec, and spoke to some one also in
tiamilton; and to some on the Toronto L-ader,
a paper, I believe, now dead, about the prospects
of Canadian journalism, but I never applied for
a situation as a reporter. I never had an idea
of journalism at that time. I pever went near
the Globe. ‘ -
R.—1 suppose you find’ a great change in the
cities in Canada since your return ?

Mr. F.—Little, except. in Montreal, which is
a live town, and has some charmingly hospitable
ople.” Quebec seems to me to be retrograding ;
ut then, when | was there the military were
there, and 1 had a great deal to’ do with them. [
suppose their absence causes the ditference.
R.-~Were some great war to break out, would
you at once start?

Mr. F.—Certainly. it would be absurd for a
war correspondent to continue a lecturing tour.
His place is where there is war.

nations, show the greatest contempt for death.

be troublesome ? L
. Mr. F.-=They are equally brave, far craftier

‘ 'l‘ﬁey used - to sing hymus all night,
Zulus all - day.

pression of semi.civilization, - :
speak 1 = :

Mr. F.—I-can speak no foreign language de
cently ;-but 1 can jabber a dozen.

Francese ! .
Mr. F.—The French never lost - their dash
but they were all* mopped” up.

. “Ri—=Have you been. in France

French army ? -
Mr. F.—Yes; I was on the battle.field o
sary of the battle; all traces of it are obliterat
ed. 1'was presentat the autumn manceuvreso
the French army ; the men are smarter, unde

They have greatly improved since the war.
With this the interview was brought to
close, as many of our citizens were waiting to b
introduced to Mr,: Forbes ;
‘him, the reporter withdrew,

LITERARY HUMBUGS.

t

owners of penius. -
The otherday, &

‘sowe very_ cle
‘wearily back in:he ,
with”a gesture and exclanation of des

] \
and read and' try to remember.
-t the: threshold::

-1

Here °] was o

e,

- of whoni-1 nev
d " o4

‘Heard before in allny |
: Refloot’ & mioment,’

‘“ What do you mean.?
<1 moan:that it i

lnss” of writers to appey
“be familiarwith' aneien

4|

- was the correct

R.-—You lave suaid that' the Zulus, of all
How about the Basutos, who are now getting to
and better armed. ~ They will be a more dan-
gerous foe, and the fact stares us in the face that
we have brought on their hostility by constant
vation. They are loyal, coarageons fellows.
and kill
They. are the only natives in
Sonth Africa on whom we have made any im-

R.—How many foreign languages can  you

R.Z=What do ypu think of the French soldiers
in the late war ! © Did they ever lose the Ffuria

Iately, and
have you ‘moticed ‘any improvements in the

Sedan last year on the day: of the 10th anniver-
better diseipline, and work more iutelligently.

so0, ‘having thanked

- Things: are not always what they ‘seem’; and

‘ rts than scholurs. in this
world, ‘and more: pretenders - thau' Jegitinate

lady who had pu&ééd ;:thmx‘xgh
n good deal of hard- study, and who has done

swriting in cher way, - leaned
r chair,after-a day's reading,

¢ OF ;what use is:it,” said -sbe, *“that’1 rea

seem always
s ¢ : owa sgratulating.
“myself- that: 1 knew: considerable-of literature,
slAandiyet Liind iy study “to.dny noless: thun
ns | twenty . anthors -allwded | to

Foets..et. ok W

orant. iy :
any sign to indicate . that they are genera
known, but mention them as they wonld:Dant
or Milton; or, indeed, Longfellow and Emerson
Yot they may, and probably lave, stumbled
‘upon the names ds you -have stumbled. apon

them to-day.’”> 7 "
*“Tell me,” sald " the  iconoclast, ‘continuing .
and turing over the leaves of the books the lady -
had been reading, ** could you:not write an ar- -
ticle filled with allusions to men of whom you ..
never heard until now?. Thua : Here are two
books of widely different styles.'. One I ze¢ is a
novel, the other 2 semi.scientific work. “Sup-
pose you write an essay ‘and glibly lugin their .
names and quotations as' if they were every-day
affairs with you; do you mel suppose that:
plenty of persons would read - the . artiele and
clasp their bands and sigh as you have done ¥
“But what'a fraud that would be,” said Miss
Tnnocent. - T A e TR
‘¢ Exactly, and it is fraud here as well, not
because the writers are qnoted, but because they
are quoted familiarly, as if they were standard
authors. - No man or woman can keep up with -
“current literature, be well np in the classics and.
the innumerable hooks of history, “poetry, -
seience, ete., of the last 300 years, as this writer .
retends to be, and at ‘the same time delve so
industriously into antiquated and obscure books
as to be on familiar terms with them:. ' Here are
a dozen writers mentioned of whom nine-tenths
of the tolerably well-read world never heard.
This man has stumbled upon these names as you
have stumbled upon them, and it wonld pro-
bably be no more improper for you to assume
intimate scquaintance with them than it is for
him. There aré those, of course, who make a
sort of business ‘of this literary. research, and
spend their time - disinterring long-forgotten
names ; but such persons do not write stories
any more than the antiquarian deals in modern
dry goods, Therefore, I say, do not despair,
only be franker than the writer who has deceived
you."
This comment was not unjust to a very larze
body of writers. There is a false craze to be
thought learned, and the less a man really knows
the more profound is his air and the longer his
words, ‘ ) ‘
With many young people and with thosa of
limited thought and stady, culture often means
grandiloquence, and lofty words signify wisdom.
They are like  the woman who entertained Tom
Corwin, -and, to show that she, too, was a
scholar, asked him if he took ‘“*condiments ™ in
his tea. ** Pepperand salt, madam,” said the
great statesman and “humourist, ‘ but no. vine.
gar. g
How long will it be before people will unidnr-
stand that the greatest are the simplest, and that
it is only the shallow who try te hide their
poverty of thought under the cloak of pompous -
phrase ? R ' , e
Writers - are few, however learned, who are
familiar with the lesser anthers of the last 204
vears, and when. a man begins quoting from
Plesitarius, and Dache,. and Wandesferde, and
Walcy, and - Trevlithack, put him down for a
humbug. or a pretender, unless “indeed the sub-
ject be such as to call for research in the par-
ticular field where these men have luboured, or
unless the extracts be given as rare specimens
which have been picked up as ‘one accidentally
discovers pearls by the sea.

VARIETIES.

Tur VALCE oF a WIFE-—Tammas—*¢ Guid

mornin’, Jeemes. - T was glad tae see vour guid.

wife stapping aboot again yestreen. TFegs, the

new doctor mann be'a clever chiel’,” ““Jeemes -
—“(Jever! Just look at that' (showing doc-

tor's account.) Tammas-—*¢ Guid sake!  Four

pound seven and saxpence for makin’ vour wife

better ! Man, ve could hae got a coflin-for a

pound.” . ‘ ‘

{

f

r

How o Rvix A -8ox,—1. Tet him have his
own way, - 2, "Allow him free use of money. 3.
Suffer him to roam where he pleases on the Sabs
bath. " 4. Give him. full access to wicked com-
panions. 5. Call him to no account of hiz even-
ings. 6. Furnish him with no stated employ-
ment.  Pursue any of these ways and you will
experience  a most:marvellous  deliverance, or
will have to moarn over a debased and ruined
child, .

a
-]

never was this “saying truer’ than when applied’
to literary productions. - :

There are more: pedat

~ ORIGIN' "oF " THE UN1oN " JAcK. —DBefore the
crowns of  England - and Seotland were united
under James 1., the flag carried by English ships
was white, with the red cross of St..George em-
blazoned on it ; and that hoisted on board the -~
ships of Scotland was blue with the cross of St.
Andrew on it’; the.red lines.of the first. being
‘perpendicular and horizontal, those of the latter
diagonal.:.Some differences. having ‘arisen  be-
tween the'ships of the two countries; His Ma-
jesty, to ‘prevent this in future, and to teach’
“his people that they formed one nation, ordained
‘that a'new flag should be:adopted, having the.
cross of St. Georga interlaced with that of St. An
‘drew on the blue grouud of the flag of Scotla
‘Al ships were to carry it at'the main-masthead,
-but the Euglish ships: were to. display, the St
sterns, and. the!

er

nilitar

y.flag. of. Great Brita
erofare, i i

ow t a3 thi




