
THE WEEKLY MAIL, TORONTO. FRIDAY, JULY 9, IMH

aenii boheiiahs.
(Continued.)

XXV. x
MB. LÀÜC1MÆ8 MBITS AX OLD ACQUAINT- 

▲BOB.

The mtnhil went np to the door et the 
hones end beetowtd a thundering knock 
uprn it with the bett of hie riding-whip.

“ Who ia there 1" said e voice from 
within.

" Open—in the name of the lew t raid 
them art hal, with impatience.

Deliberate etepe were heard approaching 
the door, a bolt wae drawn, the door 
opened and the burly figure of the Left
hander appeared upon the threehold. Hie 
powerful frame wae lit np by the firelight 
from the broad chimney, around which 
were group* d the other members of the 
little f sadly.

The marshal looked keenly at the Left
hander. He was evidently struck by hie 
gladiatorial proportions, and the fixed geie 
of the dark ej ee under the shaggy brows : 
but aa the marshal was a business man, and 
had come on business, he proeeejkd to it 
without delay.

" I haves warrant to search this house 
for illicit spirit,” he said, '* and to arrest 
its occupants, if I see reason to -connect 
them with a violation of the revenue laws.”

The Lefthander did not reply. He wai 
looking at Mr. Lasoelles, who was stand, 
ing behind the marshal. It was a some 
what singular look ; not one of surprise in 
the least, or indicative indeed of any dearly 
defined sentiment whatever. Neverthe
less there was a covert fire in the dark eyes, 
which betrayed some latent emotion which 
the owner of the eyes, by a strong effort of 
hie will, suppressed. As to Mr. Leaoellea, 
he looked at the Lefthander with utter as
tonishment. He had changed colour 
slightly, and bis eyelids had suddenly 
risen, as though he had seen a ghost. Mr. 
Let os) les was a gentleman of so much self- 
possession, and commanded hie fadings so 
thoroughly on ordinary occasions, that this 
distended expression of the pupils of his 
eyes, and the change of colour, were air- 
cams tances of the most surprising char-

" Ottendorfer !”
The word escaped from his lips uncon 

eclonsly, without an effort of the will.
“ Make way !” exclaimed the marshal, 

in great ill-humour. “ I have no time to 
waste in all these parleys. ”

And he pushed into the apartment, leav
ing Mr. Lasoellea and the Lefthander face 
to face.

“ Then it was you, after all—at the 
circus," said Mr. Lmcallee, in a low voice. 
“ 1 thought I was mistaken. ”

“ Yea, it was me,” said the Lefthander, 
with his eyes still fixed upon his com
panion, and speaking in his phlegmatic 
voice.

“And not your ghost !” Mr. L«scelles 
said, trying to laugh, but completely fail 
ing.

“ No, not my ghost in the least—my 
self."

“ You are not with that cireur company 
now!”

“ I have left it.”
“ Your object ?"
“ It Is my business.”
‘ * And you are living in this house ?”
“Yes.”
Mr. Lasoellea attempted a careless per

formance with his riding, whip upon his 
boot, but failed in it. He had grown a 
little pale. He stood for some moments 
without uttering a word. He then said, 
making a strong effort to speak coolly,

“ I should like to ask you some ques
tions. You, no doubt, understand why I 
with to ask them.”

“ Zee,"said the Lefthander, " I can un
derstand that.”

“ They will overhear us here, and the 
marshal will go b sak in ten minutes. Meet 
me to-morrow, say at sunset, at the bridge 
on the stage-road. Will you do so.”

" Yes,” said the Lefthander.
This was all that passed between them. 

"They went into the house, where the mar
shal, in a worse and worse humour at 
hie fru :tle is star ch for moonshiners and moon • 
-shine wh-.skey, wae interrogating Gentleman 
Jce.

He had advanced toward the group in 
front of the fire, and said, curtly,

“ You are tramps, and, as such, suspi
cious characters. Your names, or desigea- 
tion, at leash are on my list, at members of 
a gang engaged in illicit distilling. I am 
here to search this house and arrest your 
whole party. Light me in my search.”

“ With pleasure, sir,” Gentleman Joe 
responded ; “ there are only the bare walls 
—we are new residents, and the house ia 
not yet finished.”

As Gentle min Joe smiled while uttering 
these words, the marshal considered that 
he was being trifled with.

“ Light me !” he said, with
“ We hi

Joe politely replied, “ but a brand will 
perhaps answer. Be good enough to follow 
me.”

The marshal looked with curiosity at the 
tramp who addressed him in such terms. 
Gentleman Joe, however, did not notice 
the look. Stooping down he took a flaming 
pine-knot from the fire, asd went before 
the marshal, lighting up the deserted 
room* one after another.

“ There is nothing here, you observe, 
sir,” said Gentleman Joe, entering one of 
the rooms on the second story ; “ nothing 
but what I can see."

th asperity,
have no candles, sir,” Gentleman

i? What do' you 

i head with sud-

What you 
mean ?”

Gentleman 
den sadness.

“ I see many things here which other 
people do not,” he said. 11 There was a 
cradle yonder once."

" A cradle !”
" Under the window. It had a little 

baby In it. I can see the cradle now, and 
the baby, too.”

As he spoke, his voice trembled and his 
eyas filled with tears. He was looking 
with a vague glanoe at the spot which he 
bad indicated as that when the cradle 
formerly stood.

“ Yes, it was than,” he murmured, 
“ and she was leaning over the baby sing
ing. The chair shs used to sit in stood 
then by the side of the fireplace—why, 
then she is sitting in it now !”

The marshal suddenly retreated in the 
direction of the deor-way. The deserted 
bouse, the darkness lit,up only by the 
flaming torch, and the weird figura of his 
c «npauion, produced a disagreeable effect 
upon his nerves. He measured the dis
tance to the ground through the pemeless 
windows. He had little doubt that his 
companion was a lunatic, and he might 
prove dangerous—lunatics wen often 
seized with the idea of clutching their 
fancied foes, and leaping with them 
to destruction on such occasions, The 
■worthy marshal therefore exclaimed 
hastily,

“Yes. yes—I understand. Farther 
seiroh is useless. ”

With which he beat a histy retreat down 
the creaking stairs to the room below, 
when Daddy Welles was standing with 
hie back to the fin warming himself, and 
conversing in a low tone with Barney Jones 
and H*rry. On the reappearance of the 
official he greeted him with a cheerful 
smile, and said,

“ Did you find any of the moonshine 
article friend?"

“ None stall—I might have known that 
—you are all in collusion witheaoh other,” 
the marshal replied, in great ill-humour.

“ What an idee I” responded the Daddy, 
smiling.

“ I’m tired of the whole business and 
am going home. Who an these people? 
Tramps ? What right hive they to be
trespassing hen ?”

“ Squire Cary lets ’em stay, I'm told, 
friend. But that’s none o’ my business."

“ Nor of mine. Come on ; I’m goirg 
back. What am I to do with these peo
ple? I can’t arrest lunatics and children, 
and these men have no hones."

“ To ssy nothin’ of havin’ nothin’ aginst

' Mr. said the marshal, ear- 
gin to think you an a

lawyer by profession. Yen are right. I 
have no warrant to amstaven these tramps 
on such slight suspicion."

" But Daddy Welles and poor Barney— 
oh yes ! they're the enlueky ones, friend I 
You can arrest them, and drag ’em off from 
the bosom of ther fam’lite—but no matter I 
no matter! we’ll be back to dinner to
morrow."

“ You seem certain of that, sir."
Oh, y sa, I'm sartin. You see well sue 

eut a havs-hls-oeroees by daylight—or it 
mout be on in the day—it’s all the same :

can stay in gaol for a week. The 
gaoler's a friend of corn, and well be 
well keersd for.”

The marshal knit hie brows. The 
Daddy’s remarks impressed him unpleas
antly. He designed leaving Piedmont 
after breakfast on the next morning, but 
a writ of habeas carpus—evidently meant 
by the phrase 11 have-hls-carcass”—would 
necessitate an unpleasant delay.

“ its a fine thing, a very fine thing, 
that have-his-caroaaa,” said Daddy Welles, 
regarding the ceiling of the rocm with an 
air of contemplation ; " and then then’s 
no evidence aginst us—noevidence at 
all.”

“ That’s true!” muttered the marshal, 
irritably ; “ the old rascal is a better 
lawyer than all of us !"

“I s’pose then’s no law these hard 
times—no law at all !” mused the Daddy, 
soito voce. " We poor people of ole Vir- 
ginny ain’t got no rights wuth «peakin' 
of. The law’s made for the 1’yal people, 
not for us poor rebe—we’re out ' in the 
cold.”

The marshal knit his brows. He wi 
thorough respecter of the laws, and had 
corns te see them enforced ; but hen was 
the charge brought that the law was par. 
tial and oppressive, since it operated un- 
equally and unfairly on different olaties.

"Well,” Daddy Welles said, cheerfully, 
“ thera’ra the have hlacarcass, after alL 
reckon it won’t take mora’n a week, 
maybe a fortnight, to git a poor body out 
of gaol and let him see his friends and 
fam’ly agin.”

The marshal succumbed, and, in spite 
of his ill-humour, felt a disposition to 
laugh.

“ Friend Welles,” he said, “ would you 
like me to say an honest word to you, 
that expresses exactly how I feel toward 
you ?” , ,

" To be sun, friend.”
" Well, I am tired of you, and of every 

thing connect! d with you. Then's 
thing called a wild-goose errand, and I’ve 
come upon it. And, as I am speaking of 
myself in terms not very complimentary, 
I’ll take the liberty of comparing you to 
a fox. We an fox and goose, you see, and 
the fox has the beat of ite, Get on your 
horse—you aid you friend Barney Jones, 
oon’ou d him ! —and go home and gi to 
bed, and go to sleep. I mean to do the 
same.

, He turned his back on the gçoup and 
went out of the house, followed by'Mr. 
Lasoellea, who exchanged a look with the 
Lefthander, apparently to remind him of 
his engagement. Daddy Welles, following 
them to the bottom of the hill, took an 
affectionate leave of them.

“ Good-night, friend, good-night !" the 
Daddy said, bestowing all the treasures of 
his guileless smile upon the marshal 
" I’m glad to git back to my ole ’oman— 
she must be on easy. It’s jest as well to be 
at home and asleep in bed—though, after 
all, it wouldn’t ’a made much difference, 
on account o’ the have-hie circles.”

“ Curse the have-his-carcass, and the 
whole concern of you !" exclaimed the irate 
marshal

“ Oh no !" the Daddy retorted, shaking 
his head in pious reproof ; “ don’t curse, 
friend ! it’s agin the Good Book, and never 
does a body any good, Well, you must 
oome agin—we poor mounting people like 
to meet with strangers—it sort o’ stirs us 
up and pu’*us in good speiita. If I hear 
anything bf them moonshiners I might drop 
you word—the business is onlawful. ’

“ Go to the devil, you old fox I” roared 
the marshal, in huge wrath, as he 
mounted hfli horse.

"Ohno !» I wouldn’t like to go there,” 
said the Daddy, shaking his head sadly ; 
“ then’s no have-his-oaroass there. Come 
en, Barney. Good-night, friend. If I 
was in your place, I’d git back to Pied
mont before the night grows late. They do 
say. the moonshiners shoot at people some
times when they wear a han’sum uniform 
like youra. But maybe that’s ontrue. 
Good-night—good night !”

Daddy Welles and Barney Jones then 
rode away toward the ford, and the mar
shal, with Mr. Lasoellea and his retinae, 
toward the stage road leading to Piedrifont

When Mr. Lasoellea reached Wye the 
family had all retired, and he went to his 
chamber, where he divested himself of his 
riding coat and boots, and put on a 
flowered dressing-gown and a handsome 
pair of slippers. He then sketched him
self in an easy-chair in front of the fire, and 
fell into reflection,

Thue reflections were evidently un
pleasant. In fact, Mr. lasoellea had not 
regained the colour which he had lost in 
his brief interview with the Lefthander. It 
might even be said that he grew a little 
paler now as he mused. This was un
usual with him. He rarely {gave wav to 
emotion. To move him to mnen something 
singular was required—and this was 
probably the unexpected meeting at Crow's 
Nest.

He rose suddenly from his seat, with his 
right hand dosed, as if he wen grasping 
a weapon, and said aloud,
'1 Curse him ! why didn’t he break his 

neck when he fell from the ropes ? I wish 
he had !”

He then went to bed muttering, “I 
will know mon to-morrow,” and after 
awhile fell asleep.

On the next morning he came down and 
j oined the cheerful group around the family 
breakfast table without a cloud upon bis 
face. He had excellent nerves.

“ Well, how did your tide turn out, 
Douglas ?” said the general, who was sip
ping his coffee and reading his morning 
paper. ^ “ Did you find any of themoon-

"None at alL sir—or, at least, none of 
the stills.”

“ I thought so. I told the marshal he 
would have his trouble for his pains. Was 
no one arrested

“ No one, sir. The marshal did take 
old Welles and a man named Jones along 
with him, but released them.”

The general smiled and said,
“ I was pretty certain that would be the 

result. Daddy Welles is a cuffnirg old 
fox. Not a bad man at all ; I know him 
very well from having electioneered in 
Bohemia, and he ia quite an honest man. 
With all his simplicity, he is more than a 
match for the marshal.”

“ I think he was, and his friend Barney 
Jones, too, who seemed desirous of putting 
a bullet through somebody.”

'* Yes. I know Barney Jones, too. He 
is what is called a hard aubjeot, and I 
should prtfar not prowling around hie 
house at night. Were these two all ? I 
was applied to and granted a search war
rant against a gang of tramps on Colonel 
Cary’s estate."

“ We went then but found nothing. 
They an men vagabonds, and will soon 
disappear, no doubt.”

“ Where did you find them ?”
“ In the Crew’s Nest house?”
“ Ah ! in the Crow’s Neat house.”
The general had raised his cup to his 

Ups, but set It down. His face, which had 
worn a smile df amused interest, became 
all at once thoughtful.

"In the Crow’s Neet house?” he re
peated.

*' It is deserted, you know, sir, and they 
took up their residence there— no doubt 
without permission from Colonel Cary, 
who must be aware of the danger of har
bouring such vagabonds.”

General Lasoelles did not reply. His 
newspaper was lying in his lap and his 
eyes wen fixed upon the table. Then he 
woke, as it wen, from his raverie, finished 
his coffee, and rising from his seat went 
slowly to the library. Mr. Lasoellea also 
rose, took a cigar from hie case, lit it, and 
walked out to the portico.

He remained at home all day, smoking 
steadily. At dinner, which was about

four o’clock, he had a very moderate appe
tite, and when he rose resumed hie cigar. 
Then about an- hour before sunset he 
ordered his horse, ahd rode slowly in the 
direetionofthe Gap.

He went along with his head bent down 
and his brows knit. Then really seemed 
to be something the matter with Mr. Las
oellea. For many years now bis brows 
had not knit themselves together in that 

inner.
He reached the western opening of the 

Gap and demanded, following the stage- 
road toward the bridge. As he did sons 
quietly put his hand behind him, ap
parently to assura himself that he had not 
orgotten something in a rear pocket. The 

something was then : it was a Derringer 
pistol, which Mr. Tasoelle* generally car
ried. in ease of accidents.

He same in sight of the little wooden 
bridge over the Falling Water just as the 
sun was about to disappear on she summit 
of the range above. In fact, it had suok 
so low that the dead limb of an enormous 
pine, extending horizontally, divided the 
red disk. Long shadows ran down the 
■logo, reaching far into the volley of

Mr, Lasoellea cams on at a walk, with 
his eyes still fixed upon the ground. He 
seemed not to be asraro how near he was to 
the bridge or to see the shadows. All at 
once the hoofs of his horse clattered on 
the timbers, and he raised his head. A 
long shadow ran toward him. This 
shadow was that of the Lefthander, who 
iras standing on the bridge waiting for him.

XXVL
AT TB1AB0K.

Turn days #afterward Mr. Lasoelles 
mounted his horse and set out for Trianon.

He had become a regular visitor, and the 
excellent Mrs. Armstrong's plan of bring, 
ing about a match between the young peo- 
h Mined to be in a fair way of fulfilment. 
Mr. Lasoelles was unquestionably smitten 
—otherwise so reserved a person would not 
have paid such frequent visits. It was 
true that then was nothing In the de
meanor of Miss Juliet to produce the Im
pression that she desired to beoome Mrs. 
Douglas lasoellea ; but then Mr. Douglas 
Lisoellee probably found that piquante, 
since his viiits were regular and prolonged 
in spite of it

The mistress of Trianon held her head 
exceedingly high, and never lost sight of 
the fact that the Armstrongs belonged to 
the very beat people. When she visited 
Piedmont with Juliet in her handsome 
family carriage, she and her daughter were 
both superbly dressed, and she treated the 
shop-keepers with the kindest condescen
sion. She was scrupulously polite to them, 
but then it was to be distinctly under- 
stood that she was Mrs. Armstrong of 
Trianon, and any dealings between them 
must be confined to the subject of the price 
of dry goods.

Indeed, Mrs. Armstrong of Trianon was 
bent on higher things than conciliating 
popularity with the Piedmontese. What 
she aimed at was to spend her summers in 
travel, and her winters in Paris, with Mr. 
and Mrs. Douglas L «scelles. Her hand
some family case1), which outraged the 
feelings of the Piedmont gossips, was 
very medeet equipage, indeed, in her own 
eyes, compared with those of her imagina
tion.

Now, when human beings are possessed 
by any ardent desire, and an not entirely 
certain that their desire will be accom
plished, the result is apt to be an abnor
mal tension of the nervous system. Mrs. 
Armstrong was not exactly a nervous per. 
eon, and had not the least tendency to
ward hysteria, but she had a good healthy 
excitability of temper in private, the in
dulgence of which afforded a safety valve to 
her pent-up anxiety. She kept this tem
per as a private luxury, never cheapening 
it by a public exhibition ; but as an ob
ject is necessary to the enjoyment of 
quarrelling, Mrs Armstrong sought for it 
la her own household. She found it there 
but not in the person of juliet.

Fortunately then was another person at 
Trianon who afforded Mrs. Armstrong an 
opportunity to relieve her ft dings—Miss 
Baeeiok, her “ companion,” who had or 
had not listened at the door on the evening 
of Mr. Lasoelles’ fifst visit. Mias Bastiok 

a young lady of about tsranty-five, and 
of very striking appearance. She had a 
finely developed figura, a superb suit of 
hair, seductive eyes, which she had a habit 
of veiling with the long, silken lashes 
modestly, and a pair of ripe, pouting Ups, 
which habitually smiled and seemed to beg 
people to be friendly to the mistress. In 
fact, Miss Baisiok needed friends, for, as 
she said, she was alone in world. She had 
been consigned to Mrs. Armstrong from an 
orphan asylum during her girlhood, and 
had ever since remained with her in the 
character of companion and house-keeper. 
She never dreamed of going into society 
with Mrs. Armstrong. She accepted her 
subordinate position with perfect resigna
tion and submission, and never, under any 
circumstances, lost her temper, or was any
thing but a model.

Juliet took no part whatever in the tor- 
tun of this innocent creature. She never, 
under any circumstances, called on Miss 
Bassiok to assist her in dressing, and never, 
on any occasion, spoke to her with dis
courtesy. It is true that she was not 
famiUar with her. Whether this arose 
from a sentiment of pride, or from personal 
disinclination to sueh an intimacy,' Juliet 

■hen she was a

drawn so tightly around her person as to 
make her resemble, in some degree, the 
heathen goddess to whom her mother had 
compared her. She now inclined her head 
to Mr. LasoeUes^pnd sat down in an arm
chair near the centre-table, arranging her 
skirls as she did so, and leaning neck in 
her habitual attitude of tranquility,

“ All an weU at Wye, I hope what 
exquisite weather," laid Mrs. Armstrong.

" Quite charming, madam. I always 
enjoy the autumn. Wen you playing ? I 

afraid I have interrupted you.”
1 Oh, not at alL I have quite forgotten 

my music.”
And stxkkg gracefully into a chair, Mrs. 

Armstrong conversed with Mr. Lasoelles 
for about five minutes. She then smiled 
sweetly, rose, took a bijou of a key-basket 
from the table—deposited there by Miss 
Bassiok, Who had attended to the house
keeping—and glided from the room. This 

mamma and head of the establish
ment was evidently Intent on household 
duties, and disappeared in the room oppo
site, the door of which shs closed be- 

Ind her.
Mr. Lasoelles remained at Trianon until 

nearly sunset. His demeanor toward the 
young lady was ambiguous, and the keenest 
obietver would have found it difficult to 
penetrate his real sentiments. It was 
plain that he admired her beauty, and his 
manner was assiduous and devoted ; but 
the conversation never trebohed on deli
cate ground. During a considerable por
tion of the time Juliet played and sung for 
him ; tor Mr. Lasoelles was fond ol music 
—it was one of Ms Mutualities. Like 
other men of his class he liked to gratify all 
his senses, and music afforded him a dis
tinctly physical enjoyment This is not 
uncommon, 'and has little to do with the 
moral organization of the person. Nero 

and so had

cheek and

had i in his soul,. Mr.

never told any one. But then 
very reserved young person in the expres
sion of her feelings, and it was difficult to 
understand her. The young lady’s sen
timents toward Min Basil ck wen as little 
known to her mamma as her feelings to
ward Mr. Lasoelles. These Mis. Arm
strong, however, hoped would be all that 
she could wish in time ; and when Mr. 
Lasoelles made his appearance on this after
noon she said to J nliet, as the gentleman 
rode in at the gate,

“ Then Is Mr. Lasoelles, my dear ! Do 
go up stairs and put on your new drees 
which came yesterday—and the blue neck
tie, dear—Mr. Lasoelles is fond of blue 1"

Juliet was seated at her piano in the 
drawing-room, when she had been singing 
an air from one of her beloved opens. 
Her tall figura looked superb in her ugly 
“ pull-back" dress, which defined every 
outline, and her dark hair, worn in a crown 
above the serene white forehead, made the 
beautiful head look queen like. Her 
mother gazed at her with fond admiration, 
and exclaimed,

“You really are a perfect Diana, 
Juliet 1”

" And you are enough to spoil an angel, 
mamma,” Miss Juliet said, quietly.

“ No, Indeed—it is the truth. But do 
go and put on something fit to be seen, my

Miss Juliet did not move.
“ Why should I, msmma ?” she said. 

" This is a very nice dress, and I cannot 
bear to be worrying at my toilet all day 
long, and changing my dress for every 
visitor.”

“ But think, my dear ! Mr. Lasoelles, 
you know, is very critical.” *

The argument seemed to make no im
pression whatever on Miss JhJiet. She did 
not move.

" I really am too tired, mamma,” she 
said, touching her piano.

" Well, my dear, you will do as you 
jdease," and if you are tired I will not

She approached her daughter, and ar
ranged the ribbon confining her hair.

“ You must sing, my dear,” she said, 
“for Mr. Lasoelles. He is fond of music, 
is he not ? '

“ He says so, and I suppose he is. I 
cannot fancy any one being indifferent 
to it.”

The steps of Mr, Lasoelles were heard on 
the porch, and Mrs. Armstrong ran her 
fingers over the keys of the piano, in the 
midst of which performance Mr. Lasoelles 
appeared at the door. Mrs. Armstrong 
turned her head.

"Mr. Douglas 1 Why, yen quite 
startled me !" she exclaimed.

Mr. Lasoelles came in and bowed low 
over the fair hand held out to him, and 
then to Miss Juliet At hie appearance 
that young lady bad quietly abandoned 
the piano-stool, when her dress had been

The conversation between Mr. Lasoelles 
and Miss Juliet need not be recorded. And, 
after all, is then not something rather in- 
discreet ia listening to the confidential 
utterances of young people who say what 
they think and feel, since no one overhears, 
them? It is true that Mr. Lasoelles and 
Juliet wen overheard on this occasion ; 
but then it was quite indefensible in Miss 
Bassiok to steal silently through the pass- 

.age, and listen. Candor compels the state
ment that she did so, and heard all that 
was said—or nearly all. After listening 
for about half an hour, she retraced her 
steps with the same caution, and opening 
the Venetian door io rear of the passage, 
closed it without noise behind her. Ten 
minutes afterward she emerged from the 
rear of the house with a little chip hat upon 
her head, and a small basket on her arm, 
and went toward a grove at some distance, 
apparently intent on gathering something 
in her basket Mrs. Armstrong, who was 
looking at her from an upper window, saw 
her collect some bunches of red berries such 
as an used for decorations; then she 
wandered on in the direction of the town 
and entered a belt of woods ; and Mrs. 
Armstrong, watching her, not without sus
picion, lost sight of her.

The movements of Miss Bassiok then be
came eccentric. She threw a rapid glanoe 
over her shoulder in the direction of the 
house—saw that the foliage concealed her— 
made a wide circuit, walking quickly, and 
at last came out, just at sunset, on the 
country road through the woods leading in 
the direction of Wye. The point when 
she i topped was not more than half a mile 
from Trianon. Seating herself upon a 
rook, which a screen of shrubbery concealed 
fiom the read, she waited.

As she sat, with her elbow on one knee 
and her head leaning on her hand, she 
looked toward the road and listened at
tentively ; and nothing more subtle and 
seductive oan be imagined than her ex
pression. She was evidently waiting for 
somebody, and at last this somebody 
seemed to be approaching. Just as the 
sun sunk like a ball of fin behind the 
woods toward Wye, the sound of hoofs 
was heard in the direction of Trianon 
and a few moments afterward Mr. Lae- 
oelles made bis appe«rance around a bend 
in the road, coming on at a oanter.

As he came in sight, Miss Bassiok rose, 
earns oat of bar.place of concealment, 
turned her back upon the approaching 
horse, and went across the road, with her 
little basket, nearly full of red berries, on 
her arm.

“ Miss Bassiok !”
Mr. L «scelles had suddenly drawn rein 

and stopped within ten yards of her. She 
turned her head quickly, and romained 
standing in the middle of the road, looking 
at him and smiling. Mr. Lasoellea dis
mounted, throw his bridle over his arm, 
and came up te her. He was smiling, like 
the young lady.

" You are taking your evening ramble— 
you walk out every evening, do you not ?— 
how gl«d I am to meet you !’’

Mr. Lisoellee took the hand of Miss Bas
siok, and pressed it to his lips. She draw 
it away with an offended air, and seemed 
very much displeased ; but this expression 
did not last—it gradually gave way to her 
seductive smile again. Holding up her 
basket, she said, in her low voice which re
sembled the) coo to g of a dove,

“ I walk out every evening, as you say, 
and have gathered these pretty rad berries 
for the picture! at Trianon—Mrs. Arm
strong likes them.”

" And you an fond of doing what will 
give Mrs, Armstrong pleasure !”

The question was asked in a tone of 
oovert irony, for during his numerous visits 
to Trianon the quick eyes of the you 
gentleman had desoilei many things, a 
he had oome to understand perfectly the 
relations between Mias Bassiok and the 
lady of the manor.

" It iaoae of the pleasures ef your life, 
is it not,” he said, “to administer to the 
pleasure of that charming person ?”

Miss Baieiek looked attentively at him. 
Her head slowly drooped, and the long 
lashes half concealed her eyes.

&

“ I try to do so," She murmured.

" I try to do so," she murmured. Mr. 
Lasoelles uttered a hearty laugh.

“ Well let me be frank with you and tell 
you that you must be an angel. I know 
that I am very unceremonious to be talking 
to you thus. But oome—let us be honest. 
Do you really enjoy the life you lead ? 
have seen what it is.’’

Miss Bassiok turned away her head, ap
parently much embarrassed, and seemed 
looking for something in the road.

“ Have you lost anything ?" said Mr. 
Lasoelles.

“ My glove ; I must have dropped it,” 
■he roplied, in a confuted voice, “ and yet 
I had it a moment ago."

“ I will walk back with you and help 
you to look for it.”

“ I am afraid it will give you trouble.”
" None at all.”
When Mr. Lasoelles went back with 

Miss Bassiok, who led the way to the little 
nook behind the screen of foliage, when 
her companion throw his bridle over a 
bough, and assisted her in her search.

“ Ben it is,” be said, spying the small 
thread glove lying beside the rook where 
Mise Bassiok had nsted. He stooped 
to pick it up ; and as the young lady did 
so at the same moment, a vety simple and 
natural accident occurred. Their heads 
oame together, and the face of Mr, Las

oellea touched tiie rosy 
curls of Miss Bassiok.

Miss Bassiok draw back instantly with 
a deep colour in her cheeks, and an ex
pression of extreme dissatisfaction.

" I really must beg your pardon for my 
awkwardness," he sud “and hope you wil 
give me an opportunity to make my peace 
before I go. You must be tired—then is 
an excellent seat.”

He pointed to the rook covered with 
moss, and, after a moment's hesitation, the 
young lady sat down, and Mr. Lasoelles 
took his seat beside her. The colour in 
her cheeks had not quite disappeared yet, 
and her eyes wen oast down.

“ Yes, I feel very tired ; but I ought not 
to stay long,” she said ; " Mrs. Armstrong 
will nquire me.”

Again Mr. Lisoellee smiled.
" You say require ? An you Mrs. Arm

strong's servant, thin j It is is absurd.”
“ lam scarcely mon,” said Miss Bas- 

sick, sadly. As she spoke, her bosom 
heaved, and she caught her breath as 
though to suppress a sob. Her eyes were 
still hidden by the long silken lashes and 
fixed upon the ground. She was playing 
with a pebble, which she rolled to and fro 
under the point of bar small slipper ; and 
Mr, Lasoelles, who was a connoisseur in 
female beauty, looked with unconcealed 
admiration at his companion, taking in 
every detail of her faoe and figura, from the 
small foot peeping from her skirt to the 
short curls resting on her white neck, 
which bent forward with a pathetic grace, 
as she continued to gaze with half-oloeed 
eyes on the mom betide her.

" Things wen very different once," she 
mured, " but I am alone in the world 

now. My father and mother an both 
dead, and I have no relatives to give me a 
home. I am little better than a servant. I 
would not speak so plainly of myself, but 
you have seen and understood how I am 
treated. Let me go now' I am afraid I 
will burst out crying if I say any more, 
and that, you know, would make you laugh 
at me.”

Miss Basslck put her hand into a side- 
ocket, and took out a small white hand- 
erchlef, which she pressed to her eyes 

Her voice, as she uttered the last words 
had sunk to a murmur, and she uttered a 
slight sob.

•’ Do not mind me—I can’t help it,” she 
said, raising her beautiful eyes, which wen 
swimming In tears. " but it is very hard 
to bear. My childhood was surrounded 
by every luxury—I never knew what is 
was to have an unkind word addressed to 

e—and now—”
She stopped, and turned away her head, 

letting one of her hands fall hopelessly at 
her side. Mr. Lasoelles took it in his own 
and kissed it.

“ You have one friend left, at least !” he 
said.

And Mr. Lasoelles was quite in earnest. 
The very strongest trait in his character 
was hie admiration for female beauty. 
Women had always exerted a powerful in
fluence over him, rod often as his judg
ment had combatted his weakness he had 
never yet succeeded in resisting them ; 
not that he cared at all for their tears and 
pathetic speeches—those uttered by Miss 
Bassiok had had very little effect upon 
him. It wae the subtle seduction of the 
female eye and lip which swayed him ; and 
the absence of these physical attractions in 
the serene Juliet probably repelled him. 
In Miss Bassiok, on the contrary, he found 
what he wished. Her story about her 
childhood and past luxuries, might be true 
or false—her pathetic complaint of her ill- 
treatment might or might not be ex
aggerated—but what was certain was that 
here was a magnificent young animal, with 
a pair of eyes Which had some magnetic 
property about them—a face, figure, car
riage of the person which thrilled him with 
a vague admiration.

It was not by any means their first meet
ing. They had frequently met in the same 
purely accidental manner, and with every 
meeting the subtle charm of her eyes and 
lips had grown mon enthralling. She 
was perfectly fermai, and bad drawn 
away her hand, aa she did now when he 
took it in his own ; but there were the 
wonderful seductive eyes, and the pouting 
lips, which smiled upon him a moment 
afterward.

They smiled now, as she rose and held 
out her hand to him. The sun had set, 
and the rosy flush on the woods was fading.

“ I must go now,” said Miss Baas-'ck, 
with a timid but caressing glanoe ; “ what 
would Mrs. Armstrong say it she saw me 
talking to you hen ?"

“ Let her say what she fancies—don’t 
go yet I” exclaimed Mr. Lasoelles. “ If 
you only knew how often I have thought 
of you since that night when you opened 
the door I”

“Of me!” •
She shook her head.
" You must not think of me—remem

ber what I am. Think how people would 
laug^i—”

“ What do I oan for that ?” he said. " I 
remember only one thing—shall I tell you 
what it is ?”

She turned her head over her shoulder, 
and looked at him with an expression 
which made his pulses throb.

" What is it?”
It was a low murmur. The red lips 

scarcely moved.
“That you an the most beautiful wo

man I have ever seen !" he said.
" Bassiok laughed.
“What would Juliet say if she heard 

you, Mr. Laaoelks?”
“ I don’t know or can," he said, knit

ting his brows.
•• I shall take oan not to till her,” the 

young lady said. "And now you must 
really 1st me go. Think how late it is 1” 

She held out her hand.
" Good-bye !” she said. “Will you 

think me too forward if I tell you some
thing—that 1 am si very glad I met you. 
It is like a gleam of sunshine.”

For a moment he held her small, warm 
hand, and looked at her in silence. Her 
eyes met his own, and they exchanged a 
long glanoe.

" Shall 1 see you açaln ? I cannot see 
you yonder," he said, pointing toward 
Trianon.

" P. reaps, " she said, laughing.
“ What do you mean by that ?”
“I mean that it is pleasant to walk 

in the woods hen for wild-flowers and 
fern.”

“ The light in the beautiful eyes of Miss 
Bassiok deepened. She looked straight at 
Mr. Lasoelles, and the golden smile made 
her faoe a picture.

“ An you often near this spot about 
sunset ?”

“ Yes.”
" It was a whisper, almost, but Mr, 

Lasoelles heard it quite plainly, and it was 
evidently all that he desired.

" I shall probably oome—to see Miss 
Juliet-again the day after to-morrow,” he 
said, " and as I like to be at Wye before 
night these chill evening, I shall pass this 
plaoe on my return about sunset. Shall I 
see any cne, do you think ?”

“ Perhaps,” ropeated Mias Bassiok.
The smile was brighter, and the long 

look caressed him once mon. With a 
little nod Mias Bassiok then walked off to
ward Trianon. Mr. Lasoellesa stood look
ing at her until her figure disappeared. He 
then mounted his horse and set out for 
Wye ; as he did so he muttered,

" That girl la a witch 1 I really believe 
I am going to fall in love with her."

LITERATURE AHD AST.
The sale of Edwin Arnold's " light of 

Asia ” has been 10,000 copies in the original 
Boston edition.

"Lady Violet G re ville has written a 
volume called “ Faiths and Fashions ; a 
Series of Essays on Social Questions.”

Mr. Browning will bring out baton 
long a companion volume to the “ Dra
matic Idyls,” he published last summer.

“ Monsieur Guizot in Private Life,” by 
his daughter, Mme. de Witt, has been 
translated into English by Mrs. Simpson.

“ The Story of Religion in England,” by 
the Bev. Brooke Herford, the successor in 
Chicago Of Robert Colyer, will shortly be 
published.

The Channing centenary was observed in 
England by the publication of an edition of 
100 000 copies of Channlng’s works at a 
shilling apiece.

Judge Tour gee's new* book, it is said,is 
to be called “ Bricks Without Straw,” and 
will be a novel troatlng of the negro exodus 
from the South,

Justin McCarthy, M.P., has written the 
“ Epoch of Reform ” for the series of 
“ Epochs of Modern History ” published 
by the Scribners.

Mr. Joel Chandler Harris has collected 
his Unole Remus’ stories, printed in the 
Atlanta Constitution, and they will be pub
lished in book form by D. Appleton A Co. 
under the title, “Uncle Remus ; His 
Songs and Sayings—the Folk Lore of the 
Old Plantation.” The spirit of plantation
life Is ..........................................'
which 
dialect 
F. 8. Church.

nan, hi his lecture on Marcus Ann1 
line, called the "Thoughts" “a book 
resplendent with the divine spirit the 
manual of a-life of resignation handed 
down to ua by the most pious of men ~ 
Tbe author's moral thoughts attained 
singular altitude, he said, and unlike 

The Imitation of Christ ”—which, how
ever, in many respects the " Thoughts * 
resembled—it had no dogmatic basis, and 
would, therefore, retain its freshness to all 
eternity. It was “ the most purely human 
book in existence,” and its author "the 
glory of human nature.”

The Athenaeum, in reviewing Victor 
Hugo’s new book, doubts his ability to 
distinguish between “nligion and re 
ligiona.” “ It is not at all clear that M. 
Victor Hugo la competent to discuss the 
differanoe between religion and nligions, 
and as a poet he has certainly no call to 
do so. Religion is a serious matter ; the 
poet ia raraly a masculine thinker ; it is 
for him to receive religious ideas aud give 
them back in beauty. Religion haa been 
defined to be a sentiment, but it is either 
a valuable sentiment or a worthless one, 
according to ths kind of intelligence upon 
which it is based.”

Johann Heinrich Strack, the German 
architect, whose death at the age of 
seventy-four, is announced, was born at 
Buckeburg, and studied architecture under 
Schinkel, who preferred him to all his 
other pupils. After travelling through 
Europe in the suite of Prince Frederick 
William of Prussia, he was appointed pro
fessor in the academy of Architecture at 
Berlin. In later years he became Superior 
Aullo Counsellor of Architecture, member 
of the Senate, of the Academy of Fine 
Arts, a»d of the deputation of technical 
architecture at Berlin. The most notable 
edifices whose construction he directed 
wen the Gothic church of Peter at Berlin, 
the church of St. Andrew, the Raczynaki 
Picture Gallery, the palace of the Prince 
Royal, a part of the castle of Babelaberg 
and Blubher’s monument at Krieblowitz in 
Silesia. Mr. Strack was distinguished for 
a style tkat was elegant and artistic even 
in the slightest details. He published 
many works on architecture, among which 
are ' ' Monuments of Architecture of the 
Old Brstadeburg Market,” “ On the Con
struction of Theatres Among the Ancient 
Greeks,” and “ On the Establishment of 
Asylums for the Poor." "

Swinburne ia an aristocratic Bohemian, 
a downright pagan, a born member of the 
opposition. He assails so many of the 
sacred prejudices and solemn belief! of the 
English public that he may be beneficial 
as a disturbing forces The fossilized people 
whom he periodically shocks an innumer
able. He delights to thrust sharp thorns 
into the side of John Bull,and raraly misses 
an occasion to do so. Swinoume’s habits 
are not good. He eats opium, and drinks 
to excess at times, and in his 
bral excitements deports himsell most 
strangely. The scenes he has made 
drawing-rooms and club-houses are scan
dalous and notorious. He acta frequently 
like a madman. When himself he Is a de
lightful gentleman, and they who have 
seen him only at his beat cannot believe 
that there Is a totally different Swinburne. 
He is a brilliant talker when in the mood, 
and is at base a noble-souled fellow, with 
unfortunate proclivities. He writes with 
exceeding care, never publishing until he 
ia entirely satisfied with his work, for he 
baa no need to write for money. In person 
he is alight, bis faoe ia intense, his manner 
nervous, his eyes luminous with intellect 
and opinion. None of hie acquaintances 
hold him to rigorous responsibility ; he is 
a law, and a very valuable law, to himself. 
He changes like the wind. He haa a 
charming e6e, and many persons love him 
despite the other side. With all his de
fects he Is a true poet and genius, and a 
master of the Eiglish tongue. •

The London Ttnue, the organ and oracle 
of British opinion, has illustrated its idea 
of fair play by never criticising or noticing 
any of Speneer’a volumes. These volumes 
were being widely read ; they were mould
ing the opinions of thinkers; they were 
becoming influential in the universities ; 
they were elaborately criticised in the re
views ; they were replied to in numerous 

imphlete and books; they were translated 
ito all the Continental languages ; they 

were guiding scientific investigation, fami
liarizing the cultivated mind of the age with 
a new order of iieas ; but they were never 
recognized by the London Times any more 
than if they wen non-existent, George 
Henry Lewes said of Spencer that he alone 
of all British thinkers bad organised a philo
sophy ; but the Times had no information 
about it. The meanness of its oourseie mors 
palpable as it never had any principles of its 
own to maintain, and said what it pleased 
on any subject ; while Spencer waa en
gaged upon a most formidable undertaking, 
with immense odds against him. But the 
Timet haa given in at last. Now that the 
world’s verdict baa been decisively ren
dered, it pluokily determines that this 
author’s work most have attention. And 
so it braaka the long silence by an elab
orate review of'"Cérémonial Institutions." 
Thera is nothing noteworthy about the 
article except the significance of ita appear
ance in the Timet columns and the ludi
crous perplexity of the writer’s position. 
He writes as if he thought his readers were 
asking, after twenty yean’ reticence, Why 
are you moved to speak now? The book 
he nviews is part of a series of works 
which cannot be critically understood 
without reference to the previous volumes. 
But there is no reference to them—no in
timation as to how Spencer was led to deal 
with, the subject,—Popular Science 
Monthly.

HUMOROUS JOÏTIHG8.
A cheap country seat—a stump.

^Th* little peach catches the early mar.

DEPARTMENT.

(To be continued,)

among ti 
will be

Greece has ordered nine million cart
ridges from France. At first glanoe this 
looks like a prospective war item, but it’s 
not. When those cartridges an divided 

the Grecian “army” the soldiers 
so overburdened that they will 

have to leave their rifles at horns.
Scrofulous Humours —The Yxgxtinx 

has cured many oases of scrofula of five, 
ten and twenty years’ standing, where the 
patient has had many physicians, tried 
many of the known remedies ; and, after 
trying the Vxostinu, the common remark 
ia, “ It acts differently, works differently, 
from any medicine 1 have ever taken.” 
Vxerrors will cleanse scrofula from the 
system. Try tte

The experience of the manufacturers of 
the “Myrtle Navy ” tobacco is a valuable 
lessen in political economy. Previous to 
their commencing that brand, the tobacco 
made of the finest Virginia leaf, was al
ways held at fancy prices, and put up in 
some fancy style of manufacture. It was 
thought that only the rich would buy such 
tobacco, and at the old prices none but the 
rich could buy it. The makers of the 
“ Myrtle Navy ” resolved to stripthffman- 
ufaotnre of the tobacco of all its fancy 
costs and put their profit at so low a rate 
that no competitor could possibly under
sell them with the same quality of article. 
From the very first, until now, their rate 
of profit has been a uniform percentage 
upon the ooet. It is their enormous sales 
which make their low rate of pfofit a sat
isfactory one in the aggregate, and also 
gives them their firm hold upon the mar
ket. Their success ia an excellent lesson 
for manufacturers to study over,

The early cucumber catches, the beat 
cramps.

The beginning and end of a chicken's 
life—Hatchet.

It is a mean temperature that don’t send 
a fresh breeze.

A singing fish has been discovered, j; 
has chromatic scales.

The best strawberries and the best men 
are generally found at tire top.

When a man is climbing the ladder ol 
fame he likes rounds of applause.

The smaller the husband the bigger the 
bundle his wife makes him carry.

Paris editors lead a duel life ; one in the 
sanctum and the other In the suburbs.

In purchasing a hones, the buyer should 
be sure the seller is not too deep for him.

Many a man is thought a perfect brick, 
when in fact he is only a little sunburnt.

In the Salt Lake City flats appears this 
sign “ Ring the -top bell for the oldest

A great many people complain of buzz, 
ings in their ears since telephones came 
into use.

The man who lays an egg on the table Is 
beginning to arrive at the country news
paper offices.

It was the man caught by a prairie fire 
on his own section of land who ran through 
his property rapidly.

Jeems makes his wife chop the stove- 
wood on the ground that when she married 
him she promised to cleave.

The cashier of an Eastern bank ran away 
with all the funds, and the directors pla
carded the door, “No cashier.”

Mr. Henry Ward Beeoher has just said:—
" A third party is an impertinence. ” Was 
he thinking of the Zollvereinere ?

Starch is said to be explosive. It causes 
explosion in the family when the old man 
finds it has been left out of his collars.

It Is not a fair thing for a wealthy con
gregation to go off on a zumner tour and 
leave a clergyman to preach all by himself.

“ How slim is Sus Bernhardt, pe,
That shadow of a shade V 

“ My boy, fihe’e jist about aa thin 
Ae picnic lemonade.”

Artful Snip—” Dear me ! Very sinc'lar, 
sir ! Exact tire meaenrtmint of the ' Apol- 
1er Belvidere,’ air !” Customer orders a 
second suit.

A little girl la church, after the contri
bution plate had been passed, complacently 
and audibly said “ I paid for four, 
mamma, was that right ?”

There la a fortune in store for the mil
liner who shall devise a bonnet that can be 
worn in any part of a church and always 
present its trimmed side to the congrega
tion.

A poultry authority says that “chickens 
should have an ample range.” It depends 
upon the number of chickens. A little 
chicken will broil pretty well over a very 
email stove.

It’s about an even thing between man 
and the orange peel. Sometimes the min 
throws the orange peel into the gutter and 
sometimes the orange peel throws tbe man 
Into the gutter.

There’s a land that is hotter than this,
Where never a collar will stand ;

Where you can only babble and hies—
V, go to that beautilnl land 

(Sing.) In the sweat by and by, etc.
Many persons tvho rake through an

other’s character with a fine-tooth comb, 
to discover a fault, could find one with lees 
trouble by going over their own character 
with a horse-rake.

When the ice man finds the lump too 
heavy he chips off the odd weight and 
lets the pieces melt in the street. It has 
never been discovered how he manages 
when the lump is too light.

Some fellow haa devised a machine that 
will “ add up a column of figures a foot 
long” in six seconda. " Figures a foot 
long” muet be easier to add up than the 
little fellows only an eighth of an inch In 
length.

Professor—" What is the fundamental 
condition, of existence ?” Student— 
"Time” Professor—'*How do you ex
plain that?” Student—“Very easily. 
How oan a person exist if he hasn’t time 
for it?”

Physician (to Government clerk) —
“ Well, what do you complain of ?” G. C.— 
“Sleeplessness, doctor,” Physician—“At 
what time do you go to bed?” G.C.—
“ O r, I don’t mean at night, but during 
office hours. ”

It is said that the deepest gorge in the 
world has been discovered in Colorado. 
We always had the Impression that the 
biggest gorge In the country might be wit
nessed at a railway station where the train 
stops •• five minutes for dinner."

Pack your collar-boxes 
And get ont of town,

For your country cousins 
They will all be down 

When the summer closes 
And the peas and corn 

Have been dug from off the trees—
Sure as you are bom.

A Sheffield manufacturer is reported to 
have told hie workmen to vote just ae they 
pleased —“ in fact, I shan’t tell yon how I 
am going to vote,” he said “After It is 
over I shall have a barrel of beer brought 
into the yard.” ("Hear, hear,” shouted 
the mtn.) " But I shan’t tap it unices Mr. 
Worthy, the Tory candidate, gets in.”

A young lady who la studying French 
lately wrote to her parents that she was 
invited to a dejeuner the day before, and 
was going to a fete champêtre the next day. 
The professor of the college was surprised 
to receive a dispatch from the “old man” 
a day or two after saying :—“ If yon don’t 
keep my daughter away from these 
menageries and side shows, I will come 
down end see what ails her.”

A email boy of Bath, Me, had jnst gone 
to bed the other night when he began to 
dream about oows. Some slight noise 
woke him up and he said, “ Mamins, I saw 
some cows.” “Where ?" ehemiked. "Up 
there,” said he, pointing to the celling.” 
His mother remarked that that wae a queer 
plaoe to see oows, and the little fellow got 
slightly angry and said, “ Well, I guess 
they aould be angel oows, couldn’t they ?”

A promising youth recently surprised 
hie father by asking : “ Father, do you 
like mother ?” " Why, yes, of course." 

And the likes you?” “Of courte she 
lee.” “ Did ehe ever lay so ?” “Many 

a time my eon.” “ Did she marry you 
because the loved you ?” “ Certainly she 
did.” The boy carefully scrutinized his 
parent, and, after a long pause, asked : 
" Well, was she as near-sighted then as 
she ia now , ?

Gloomily the merchant sat looking over 
the books and through the few remaining 
papers in the seme, the morning after the 
"unior partner had got array to South 
America with alacrity and £42,000 of the 
firm's money. A consoling friend lays to 
Jhe merchant :—" Ah, well, you’ll work 
ont of it all right There ia no great loss 
without some gain." " True,” sighed tbe 
men of trade, with a brighter light dawn
ing in hit face, “ true, my wife went with 
him.”

La Patrie, with its customary tang froid, 
haa the audacity to remark that “ Sil faut 
absolument porter dee lunettes, on doit en 
acheter de qualité supérieure, car c'est 
gaspiller ton argent et se détruire la vue 
que d’en acheter de communes." There il 
a point beyond which patience oeaees to 
be a virtue, and culminate», as it were, in 
pusillanimous eubeervienoy. How oan It 
hope to deceive its intelligent readers by 
such transparent subterfuges when they 
are aware that comme on le volt if y avait 
un grand nombre de chare allégoriques qui 
se faisaient tone remarquer par leur 
élégance et leur beauté The thing is too 
obvions to admit of a doubt.

There is a story told of the Abbé Liszt 
that he onoe received a visit from an 
amateur composer, who desired permission 
to dedicate some compositions to him ; but, 
modestly uncertain of hit permissive 
powers, took with him hie two pretty 
daughters. Liszt, while accepting the roil 
of music which the stranger offered him, 
oould not take hie eyes from the two 
young beauties. “Theee are admirable com
positions,” said he; “are you their author ? 
“Certainly, Abb*,” said the delighted 
papa, Imagining that him music was in 
question, "and I hope my poor works will 
find favour In your eyes and that you will 
allow ms to dedicate them to you.”

AILMENTS, DISEASE, to.
(Continued.)

[ to be learned from the cry <
"* i only express hie wants anj

____e by a cry ; he oan only 1
i and his pains by a cry ; it le I 

eguage of babyhood ; it is the mo 
jot all languages ; it ii the langue^ 

k-nrn by our earliest progenitors : it is, : 
Iktebed to aright, a very expressive hr 
“.-e although it ia only but the langue 
S’sTcry—

•> Soft infancy, that nothing can at but cry.’’— I 
Shak$pear\

Xbete is, then, a language in the cry i
infant, which to a mother is the moi 

interesting of all languages, and which 
thoughtful medical man can well interpret] 
The ory of a child, to an experienced <" 
tor, is, woh snd ail, a distinct sound, 
is ia expressive ae the notes of the gamut! 
The cry of paeeiou, for instance,-is a forlorn 
cry • the cry of sleepiness Is a drowsy cry j 
the iry of grief is a sobbing cry ; the cro 
0f »n infant when roused from sleep ie 
shrill ory ; the cry of hunger ia very ch— 
noterietio, —it is unaccompanied with t 
ynt u a wailing cry ; the ory of teething il 
n fretful cry ; the cry of pain telle to tb1 
practised ear ths part of pain ; the cry 
ear-ache la short, sharp, piercing, and de] 
«Mve, the head being moved about from 
ride to side, and the little hand being ofH 
put up to the affected side of the head ; 1 
cry ofbowel-ache is also expressive,—tl 
cry Is not so piercing ae from ear-ache, i 
in an interrupted, «training cry, acoc 
panied with a drawing-up of the legs to 1 
belly ; the ory of bronchitis la a gruff a 
phlegmatic ory ; the ory of inflammatl 
of the lungs is mqre a moan than a ory 
the cry of croup is hoarse, and rough, and 
ringing, and ia so characteristic that it maj| 
truly be sailed “ the oroupy ory ;" 
ory of inflammation of the membranes i 
the brain is » piercing shriek—a dang! 
rignal—most painful to hear ; the cry of i 
„U1A recovering from a severe illness is i 
cross, snd wayward, and tearful cry ; " 
may truly be laid to be in a quarreled 
m<r»A ; ha bursts out, without rhyme

— into a passionate flood of tears- 
Into " a tempest of tears tears are al] 
ways, In s severe illness, to be looked np 
ae » good omen, sa s sign of amendme 
as—

» On tears that heal and bless.”—B.Bonar. 
Tears, when a child is dangerously 111, i 
rarely, if ever, seen ; a ory, at night, foij 
light—a frequent cause of a babe crying- 
ii a restless cry :—

“ An infant crying in the night ;
An infant crying for the light :

And with no language but a cry.”— Tennyeon\
If an infant be delicate, have you any 

objection to hit having either veal or mut-l 
ton broth, to strengthen him ?

‘Broths seldom agree with a babe at the | 
breast. I have known them produce sick
ness, disorder the bowels, and create! 
fever. I recommend yon, therefore, not! 
to make the attempt.

Although broth and beef-tea, when taken I 
by the month, will seldom agree with an I 
infant at the breast, yet, whtn used as an I 
enema, and in small quantities, so that! 
they may be retained, I have frequently! 
found them to be of great benefit, they! 
have far some instances appeared te have! 
snatched delicate children from the brink! 
of the grave.

My baby’s ankles are very weak : what 
do you advise to strengthen them ?

If his ankles be week, let them ev 
piomlng be bathed, after the completion 
hie morning’e ablution, for five minute 
eaoh time, with bay. salt and water, 
small harmful of bay-salt dissolved in i 
quart of rain water (with the chill of thel 
water off In the winter, and of its proper! 
temperature in the summer time) ; then let! 
them be dried ; after the drying, let the I 
ankles be well rubbed with the following I 
liniment :—Take of Oil of rosemary, three I 
drachme ; liniment of camphor, thirteen [ 
drachms : to make a liniment.

Do not let him be put on Me feet early ; I 
butallow him to crawl,and sprawl,and kick 
about the floor, until his body sad his | 
ankles beoome strong.

Do not, on any account, without having I 
ncsspetant advice so the subject, use iron I 
instruments, or mechanical supports of any I 
kind : the ankles are generally, by such | 
artificial supporta, made worse. In 
qusnoe ef the pressure causing a further I 
dwindling away and enfeebling of the liga
ments of the ankles, already wasted and 
weakened.

Let him wear shoe* with straps over the 
inetape to keep them on, and not boots ; 
boots will only, by wasting the ligaments, 
increase the weakness of the ankles.

(To be Continued.)

USEFUL RECEIPTS.
PRESERVES.

Preserves to be perfect, most be made 
with the greatest care. Economy of time 
and trouble is a waste of fruit and sugar. 
The best are made by patting only a small 
amout of fruit at a time In the syrup, after 
tiie latter has been carefully prepared and 
clarified, and the fruit neatly pared. It is 
dlffimlt to watch a large quantity so as to 
insure ita being done to a turn.

The old rule ie “ a pound of eu gar to a 
period of fruit,” but sinon the introduction 
ef cans, three-quarters of a pound of sugar 

I to ■ pound of trait ie sufficient, and even 
i sometimes used, the necessity for ah 

I excess of sugar having passed away, aa 
preserves may be leas sweet, with no risk of 
fermentation, if sealed. Either tin or glass 
cans may be need, care being taken to make 

| the sealing perfect.
Quinces, pears, citrons, watermelon- 

rinds, and many of the smaller fruits, inch 
ss cherries, currants, etc., harden when 
put, ut first, Into a syrup made of their 
weight of sugar. To prevent this they 
should be oooked till tender in water, or in 
a weak syrup made from a portion only of 
the sugar, adding the remainder afterward. 
In preserving traits, such as peaches, toma
to*. plumbs, and strawberries, wMch are 

1 to become too soft In cooking, it ie a 
"1 plan to poor the hot syrup over the 

! and let It remain over night, or to 
I *tew over It s part or all the sugar and 
I allow It to stand a few hours ; by either 

method the juloe is extracted, and the fruit 
I hsrdened. Another approved method of 
I hardening fruit ie te skim it out of syrup,
I tit* cooking a few minutes and lay it in the 
I hot sun two or three hours, and then pour 
I ** the boiling syrup. Long protracted 
I "tiling destroys the pleasant natural flavour 
ti the (mit, and darkens it 

I Preserves should boil gently to avoid the 
I "*®gee of burning, and in cider that the
I *g*r may thoroughly penetrate the finite
II P00* 'yrup to made in the proportion of 
| h“ phtl water to a pound of sugar. Put 
I the sugar and water over the fire in a poree- 
! jtin kettle, and, just before it boils, stir in 
I to" white of an egg beaten lightly with I /J" tobleapoons water ; and, as It begins I vSci» remove the scum with great care ;
I Zsj "“til no more scum arises, and then 
13d ***“*■ Or the white of an egg may be 
Ithoroughly with the dry sugar in the

nod the boiling water poured over,
II a til impurities will Immediately rise 
I the surface with the egg. Preserve» 
I be made from canned fruit (and some I r t° do this rather than make In the 
I wl*®**®"), "sing less sugar than the role. 
11, , n preserving canned peaches or apples, 
I—™ *“ Improvement to add a few sliced 
■”r»ge«.
» srwraladse, or the different button, 
I win °* smoother and better flavoured, and 
l(neL.kW*u*re lees boiling, if the fruit 
ImakTsL’ /itincee, oranges, aud apples 
I be! h**) to well oooked and mashed

tither sugar or cider. It ieI KÏÜÏi *° "tto constantly.
|1»jT* “JUtog either preserves or manna- 
Iketti the directions as regards
I-i ue,_ sugar, and putting np, already 

■ itiUe* and jams, taking care not
rwW ” P®* »way any of them till cold.

an candied, set jar In 
tor, and let boil for an 

; or put them in a crock kept for that 
In oven end boil a few

carefully to prevent 
"e of mould appear, 
j, and raid preserves


