
thus by chance, and m her heart was rising 
np a wish—nav, we might almost say a 
prayer—that if some new ami powerful in- 
fluence were about to come into her son’s 

influence of
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GEORGIE S WOOER.
A STORY IN THIRTEEN CHAPTERS.

CHATTE* m.

“ I saw such a pretty picture this morn­
ing, mother

Thus Captain Douglas Ainsleigh, of her 
Majesty’s Royal Artillery, lounging lazily 
against the window of the morning-room at 
Fern Leigh.

Mrs. Ainsleigh was bending over an in­
tricate piece of bead-work, presently de­
stined for a certain bazaar to be held in 
Ixmdon, on behalf of the deaf, or the halt, 
or the blind, or some such afflicted beings, 
the like of whom this large-hearted lady 
was ever befriending, and by whom she 
was constantly preyed upon.

She looked up quickly at her son as he 
•poke, for he was by no means given to 
enthusiasm, and there was unwonted 
warmth in his voice and manner.

“ Dear me !’’ she said, “ has some artist 
suddenly appeared in Sheeling, and set the 
place in a blase ? Where did you see the 
picture?”

“ On a pony’s back. ”
“ What was on a pony’s hack—the artist, 

«r the picture ? Really, Douglas, you are 
rather incoherent?"

“I know lam,” said Captain Ainsleigh, 
throwing away his cigar, and vaulting into 
the room as he spoke, “but I will be so no 
longer, mother. ”

These two, as mother and son, were 
■imply perfect ; you could find no fault and 
suggest no improvement. It was easy to 
recognize at once, on seeing them together, 
that a twofold cord of love and trust bound 
them to each other. What a holy power 
this hidden tie had bien, to hold him back 
from tasting of that chalice of evil which 
life offers to the lips of every man, Captain 
Ainsleigh alone could tell. When ahoy, 
his mother, early widowed, had been his 
■ole and tender parent ; as a man, she was 
his beet and most trusted friend—not to 
the exclusion of other friendships, but out­
shining and hallowing them all by the 
lustre of her own unselfish, unexacting, 
ever-ready love and sympathy.

Happy is the mother who thus retains 
the friendship of her sons as they grow to 
manhood—who, by her own large-hearted 
tenderness, her own never-failing honesty 
of purpose toward them, wins the love of 
the man’s heart, as she did that of the boyl

Mrs. Ainsleigh had been a beauty—nay, 
was so still ;qor there is the rich beauty of 
autumn, as wdkas the fresh loveliness of 
spring, and the fell maturity of summer.

Her hair silver-white, parted over a 
brow still smooth and fair ; and the soft 
dark eyee beneath could kindle into fire as 
she spoke of some high and noble deed, or 
read some story of great and noble daring.

Her son in no way resembled her. “ The 
fair Ainsleighs” had in bygone generations 
been a sobriquet of his father’s family ; and 
Douglas was a true Ainsleigh—“ a grand 
gunner," some old martinet, rejoicing in 
the sight of a fine soldier, had once called 
him ; and I do not think I can improve 
upon the term, it was so well deserved. 
Till and powerfully formed, he had the 
keen grey «res that holds the secret of 
command. His locks would have been 
“ Hyperion curls,” but for the prison-cell 
style of coiffure prevalent in the service 
preventing each a development ; indeed, 
the gallent captain would have been hard 
put to it to supply a “ faire ladie” with a 
love-lock. However, he made Up for this 
sparseness at head-covering by the magni­
tude of a sweeping moustache, the only 
Hirsute adornment of his clear-cut, high- 
bred face.

Surely, looking on such a son, a mother’s 
glance may be pardoned if some pride 
mingle with its love? Mrs. Ainsleigh laid 
aside her work, so that he might feel her 
full attention given to him.

“Well, what about this picture ?” she 
said, looking up into his face with ready 
.sympathy in all that interested him. But 
he turned away, as if to examine some ferns 
that waved their delicate fronds in a stand 
of old china.

“The picture was a living one, mother,” 
he said ; “ a girl with the sweetest, dain­
tiest, brightest face I ever saw.”

11 And where did you meet this rare avis, 
Douglas ? Was she some rustic beauty 
coming to market with her butter and

“Rustic beauty ! no indeed. My little 
lady was aristocrate from the crown of the 
bread hat that shaded her face, to the tips 
of the little boots that peeped out from 
under her dress, as she rede a little rough 
Shetland down the steep lane behind Fern 
Leigh. I stood aside to let them pass.”

“ To let who peas ?" asked his mother, 
for the recital suddenly stopped, and the 
speaker was looking through the open 
window with a dreamy gaze, that seemed 
to be dwelling yet again upon the “ pretty 
picture."

“Oh, she was not alone,” he said, coming 
back to realities ; “her hands were too full 
of scarlet field-poppies to hold the reins, 
and an old gentleman was lending the pony. 
Th”6 were poppies in her hat, too, andtwo 
children--------”

“But, Douglas,
leigh, “have you any_____________
people can be ? Your description does not 
sound at all like any of the aborigines of 
Sheeling, and I can hardly suppose that 
pony, and poppies, and young lady, and 
all, dropped down from the sky.”

“Didn’t I tell you who she is? She’s 
the daughter of s retired navy fellow ; and 
they’re just come to Beach House, that 
place near the bank with the green door, 
you know, and long row of windows. 
Robinson told me his wife had gone to call 
upon them. Just fancy that sweet little 
thing delivered over to the tender mercies 
of that rid harridan !" and Captain Ains­
leigh pulled his long moustache in the 
fiercest manner, showing small goodwill to 

banker’s helpmeet, the mention of 
whose name always called up an expression 
of helpless appeal to his mother’s face, as 
much as to entreat that no one would be so 
unkind as to remind her of the existence of 
such an individual.

Now, with the aim he had in view, it 
was hardly, perhaps, politic of Captain 
Ainsleigh to mention the fact that Mrs. 
Robinson had already called upon the new­
comers ; but this mother and eon had yet 
to begin to deal otherwise than with open 
candour towards each other ; therefore, he 
stated the obnoxious fact, and then looked 
anxiously at his mother to see how she 
bore it. He could see that she winched 
under the infliction, but she soon recovered 
herself, and so he ventured to proceed, 
carefully removing one or two faded, 
drooping fronds from the ferns that were 
Mrs. Ainsleigh’e special pete, as he spoke :

I think it would be kind of you to call, 
madre cariseima Sheeling’. not a very 
lively place, and the girl-------

“I have no doubt the girl is charming 
since you say so, Douglas, and I will cer­
tainly call if yon wish it, though Sheeling 
is rather out of my beat. However, we 
must find out the name of these new people 
before we can call”

‘Their name is Hammond,” said the 
, and, whistling softly to himself, he 
l out of the room, while an anxious, 
i look came upon his mother’s face, 

•and the beads slipped from her fingers as 
■he tried to resume her work.

I must have sketched Mrs. Ainsleigh 
very badly, if my reader is ready to sup­
pose that any jealous feeling was at the 
root of this thoughtfulness on her face. 
Mrs. Ainsleigh was not one of those 
who are capable of the small] 
jealousy toward the girl a eon loves, or the 
friend he values and admires. She was 
struck by Captain Ainsleigh’* mmww of 
speaking of this girl, whom he had met

life, it might be for good—the.
a good woman, that would_______
towards all that was grand and high and 
holy. She had often thought how ill she 
could endure to see Douglas love unworth­
ily ; how jealous she should be, not of him, 
but for him—jealous least his wife should 
not love him with that entire devotion his 
mother judged to be his desert ; and now, 
perhaps, the time was coming that she had 
feared, yet longed for.

“ There are so few who could be worthy 
of my Douglas,” she said softly to herself, 
as she looked fondly at his miniature, 
always on her writing-table, where all 
things costly and beautiful seemed to vie 
with each other in adornment, and yet 
where the most dearly prized object was 
the pictured face of her son.

“ La—la_la la la !" rung out the soft-
flowing melody of the “Beautiful Blue 
Danube,” as Douglas Ainsleigh and his 
mother entered Beach House, two days 
after the conversation in the morning- 
room.

It was no tyro’s hand that was so clearly 
yet tenderly bringing out the pathos that 
underlies the rhythm of Strauss’s best 
creation ; and from that day, and for ever, 
to Douglas Ainsleigh the “ Beautiful Blue 
Danube” was associated with Georgie 
Hammond—with the fair girl in the poppy- 
crowned hat, and with the shy, sweet eyes 
and gentle voice, that greeted him as she 
rose from the piano to welcome her new

How strange is this association of cer­
tain music with events ai 
lives. Have we net all felt it? 
melody is sacred to the memory of i 
far away—may be in the 
the East, far from the i 
he loved to hear, and the clasp of the hand 
he loved to feel—but the “old song” brings 
him back, and the old days come again as 
we listen. Another strain is fraught with 
memories of one gone on a still longer 
journey, even to “ the country from whose 
bourne no traveller returns ;’’ and yet the 
voice that is silent for ever on earth, and 
the smiles, and the tears, and the laughter 
of dead hours are ours again as the familiar 
notes fall on our ears, and seem to say, 
with pleading voice, “ Forget me not !”

Again, we hear some passing sweet 
melody that in the years that are gone we 
have listened to with a friend beside us— 
a friend well loved and well trusted, whose 
heart seemed in harmony with our own, 
and whose eyee met ours in sympathy as 
the sweet sounds rose and fell. Now a 
darker chasm is between ns than the 
distant land or the dhadow of death, for 
the cold, dreary waste of estrangement is 
there ; and saddest of all is the pain with 
which we listen to that melody, and bitter 
are the tears that rise, when we think of 
then—and now.

But such sad associations are not for 
those who stand upon the threshold of life ; 
those whose future lies before them like 
■ empty canvas—a canvas to be filled 

lentiy by the band of time, with the 
its and shadows, and the fair days and 

dark days, painted in indelible oolouro.
but supreme content could find 
retain Ainsleigh’. breast, as he 
Georgie’s face and listened to 

Georgie’s voice.
Some take years, some months, to fall 

"tinder the potent sway of love in its 
deepest,truest sense—to feel the “stound," 
as our Northern neighbours have it, the 
wound of love in the heart ; but Douglas 
Ainsleigh was like a man plunging head­
long into a rapid river, and borne onward 
by a resistless current toward fair fields 
and purple, sun-tinted heights of happi­
ness. It was as if he had been looking 
* ~ " **s—alibis life, and had just

’ interrupted Mrs. 
i any idea who

for i
found it, and could no more pass it by 
than he could have passed by a jewel that 
lay glittering in his pathway. His ex- 

■ienoe ef the sex was by no means 
lited ; he had seen “ fair" women ready 

to be “ fond" by the dozen—for the heir of 
Fern Leigh was not likely to escape the 
watchful eyee of mothers and daughters 
to marry, and of daughters willing to be 
married. He had seen the fast and the 
alow, the would-be blue and the really 
clever, the sentimentally musical and the 

tong-minded, gifted with good common 
nee ; but he had never seen—Georgie. 
That was just it ; he had never seen a 

woman of whom the tender thought went 
straight to hie heart, and nestled there, 
like a bird in its nest, till he saw Georgie.

While he made believe to chat to the two 
little ones, who had been executing a sort 
of Indian war-dance to sister’s music, and 
were tumbled and breathless from their 
exertions, he drank in every sound of her 
voice, and noted with delight the genial 
manner of his mother towards the young 
stranger ; for Mrs. Ainsleigh was one of 
those thorough women of the world who 
can be perfectly, painfully polite, and yet 
keep at arm’s-length—and at a long arm’s- 
length too—the recipient of their kind 
attentions. Douglas knew by heart every 
shade and turn of his mother's manner, and 
he felt that Georgia was winning her way, 
even as he would have her do.

When Captain Hammond came in, 
Douglas saw and comprehended at once the 
tenderness of the tie between father and 
daughter. He saw the fondness in the 
girl’s lovely Irish eyes as she looked at him; 
and with the ready sympathy that is ever 
the twin-sister of love, he noted the father’s 
worn face and prematurely bowed form, and 
felt that Georgie’s love was resting on a 
frail object.

Merrily sounded the feet of the horses on 
the hard read, as Douglas Ainsleigh drove 
them briskly home to Fern Leigh, fair to 
his eyes seemed the face of the world, seen 
through the glamour of a new joy ; yet he 
was very silent, and hardly spoke to his 
mother, as she eat beside him in the car­
riage, and smiled just a little to herself as 
she heard him hum softly a few bars of the 
“ Beautiful Blue Danube. ”

With the undemonstrativeness of men of 
his class—men who meet the friend who is 
Saul to their Jonathan, Damon to their 
Pythias, after long years of absence, with 
no more excursive greeting than a “ Well, 
old fellow, how are you ?” and the close 
hand-grip that says so much—Douglas 
Ainsleigh, once alone with his mother in

yhome after

to pro- 
served np to

— thtt is'w^wit0
him.

“He knows I 
he’s stuck up in his 
on a stick ; and be 
ing at me, when 
knows I’d give him my 
had hold of him, "she 
as the family party 
their Sunday

"Well, 
would obe 
troubled v 
vent his Sunday 
the sound of his wife’s 
the parson’s shortcomings, “next time you 
have an opportunity, you can speak to Mr. 
Featherdew, you know,”

•—often, 
■room, 
one of

these outbursts, during which the poor 
pastor had looked peculiarly miserable :

“ Papa, I sometimes think Mr. Feather- 
dew will cry, when mamma flies out at him 
like that.”

The banker sighed, and kissed his daugh­
ter. Who might say how often he too 
longed for the relief of tears, when badger­
ed to excess by his liege lady’s tongue. 
At all events, the oppressed, parish priest 
had this advantage over the lady’s husband 
—he could go away ; but alas ! for Robin­
son flight was not.

How, that Mr. Featherdew should call 
upon the new-comers at Beach House was a 
matter of course ; but he put it off from 
day to day, in "his shy dislike to meeting

family r at church.

her own sanctum, said just two words : 
“Well, mother?”
She knew all those two words meant.
“ Douglas, she is perfect."
It was all he wanted.
There was nothing now needed to make 

that one afternoon a white mark through­
out all Douglas Ainsleigh’s life to come.

But alas ! “ what is one person’s meat is 
another person's poison ;’’ and the banker’s 
wife, with tears of vexation in her eyes, 
said to her spouse in the confidence of the 
nuptial chamber that night :

“ If Pd only known, Willerby, that the 
Fern Leigh people would have called on 
those folks next door, I’d have waited till 
Pd seen their carriage there, and gone in 
promiscuously.

“Well, well, my dear, you can’t help it 
now," said the banker, tired with his day’s 
work, and wishing to sleep the sleep of the 
just.

But Mrs. Robinson felt she had lost a 
golden opportunity.

*■ y CHAPTER rv.
The Rev. Anthony Featherdew, incum­

bent of Sheeling Church, was a small, 
insignificant man, very short-sighted, and 
with a nervous, hesitating manner that led 
you to suppose the existence of great weak­
ness of character. Both manner and ap- 
iterance were, however, deceptive; for 
where right and wrong were concerned, he 
possessed the obstinacy of a 
bull-terrier ; and when I say that the blus­
tering of the banker', wife reduced him to 
a state that roomed to border on imbecility 
—that he dropped all his detached pro­
perty successively, and shivered under the 
infliction of her eloquence like the unwill­
ing tenant of a shower-bath, and *h«t he 
left, or rather fled, her presence, and 

smallness of] straightway went and did exactly his oiro 
way, swerving not one " jot or tittle," for 
all her bitterness and reviling—some fair

remarked these last individuals, for on the 
very first Sunday after their arrival at 
Sheeling, the sermon being long, and 
naturally uninteresting to the little (toes, 
the spirit of mischief entered into Jack, 
and he made on the sly, out of his diminu­
tive pocket-handkerchief, an attenuated 
and long-tailed but yet altogether delight­
ful rabbit. Watchingfor a suitable moment 
when neither his father nor sister was ob­
serving him, he suddenly flaunted this 
animal in Tricksy’s face, which so excited 
and dismayed that little maiden, that she 
fell with an awful crash into the middle of 
the square pew. Jack hastily stuffed the 
rabbit into his pocket, and looked as inno­
cent as circumstances would permit, while 
Georgie, rosy-red, lifted Tricksy into her 
place again, and Mr. Featherdew with an 
effort recovered the thread of his dis- 
'oourse.

I must not leave my friend Ja6k under 
the imputation of deceit, so I may as well 
state that no sooner were they home after 

than he pulled the rabbit from his 
pocket, laid it, all limp and dejected-look- 
ing, on Georgie’s lap, and said, with a 
penitent air :

“I maded it, and shewed it to Tricksy, 
and she failed down.”

But we are wandering from the Reverend 
Anthony, nervously taking hie way towards 
the green door in the long wall Scarcely 
had the portal closed upon him, when the 
banker’s wife hurriedly sought her daughter 
in the morning-room, and opened her mind 
thus :

Annette, Fee just seen a gentleman go 
into Beach House. I was only in time to 
catch a sight of his black coat disappearing 
through the door, but I feel certain it’s 
that Douglas Ainsleigh gone to call again. 
Where there’s s girl with a pretty face- 
end she is pretty, though she has red hair 
—men come about like flies round a honey- 
pot ; and depend upon it, he’s made Re­
lieve to bring a message, or a basket, or 

me such thing from his mother."
Oh shade of Piccadilly and New Bond 

Street ! pardon the thought of Captain 
Ainsleigh, of the Army and Navy and 
various other clube besides, carrying a 
basket ! If Mrs. Robinson had only known 
how easily he found hie way to Beach 
House, without bag, or basket, or parcel, 
or meesege-ef any description !

Determined to improve her acquaintance 
with the Fern Leigh people on ground 
where they could not ignore her presence— 
namely, the drawing-room of a common 
acquaintance—Mrs. Robinson in haste 
equipped herself, and sailed presently into 
the pretty room, where sat the unhappy 
Featherdew tête-à-tête with Miss Ham­
mond, who was kindly endeavouring to set 
him at his ease, and, by reason of her own 
sweet, unaffected grace, rapidly succeeding. 
But at the sight of the enemy, all his 
presence of mind deserted him ; he fidgeted 
on his chair, and looked helplessly at the 
door, longing to get to it, yet not knowing 
how to accomplish the feat.

We have all witnessed, and tried not to 
smile at, the agonies of a shy man, who, 
having got into a drawing-room, can’t for 
the life of him, manage to get out again. 
I myself have known men whom nothing 
short of the dinner-gong could inspire with 
courage to depart, and even then they could 
do so only by means of the imbecile remark, 
“ I’m afraid you are going to dinner ?” an 
observation which might well lead one to 
suppose the departing guest rather hoped 
you never dined at au !

But I return to the distressed Mr. 
Featherdew.

The tall vase on Captain Hammond’s 
reading-table was filled with hot-house 
flowers, lovely to the eye and delicious to 
the scent. At once *> the hawk’s-eye of the 
banker’s wife discovered that these floral 
beauties came not from the Beach House 
garden.

“ What fine flowers you’ve got !" she 
said, patronizingly. “Why, where did 
you get such ferns as those ?” and she point­
ed to some exquisite fronds of the maiden-

Strive as Georgie might to look cool and 
unconcerned, a faint, soft flush rose to her 
cheek, and made Mr. Featherdew think 
that surely never so fair a flower as Georgie 
Hammond had come to bloom in Sheeling.

“ Mrs. Ainsleigh sent them to us,” she 
said, quietly enough, in spite of the rose- 
flush. “She has been so kind in every 
way, and even excused me for not having 
yet called at Fern Leigh. It is a loug way, 
you see, and papa has not been weUlately. 
He is so soon tired, and quite feeble at 
times,” and the dark grey eyes grew bright 
with the tears that were ready to start.

“ Dear me !" said Mrs. Robinson, more 
interested. in speaking in a conciliatory 
manner of the Fern Leigh people than in 
hearing about Captain Hammond’s ailments; 
“ I daresay it’s the change to the sea-air. 
Fm glad you like the Ainsleighs. They 
are great favourites of mine, I can tell you, 
Miss ’Ammond—Captain Douglas is as fine 
a young man as you’ll see anywhere. He 
was in the Crimea war, and, as I hear, 
much extinguished. Why, bless my heart ! 
what’s the matter with the man ?" she 
added, suddenly, turning to Mr. Feather­
dew, from whose lips had proceeded an ex­
traordinary sound, half-sneeze, halMaugh. 
Mr. Featherdew’s face was crimson, ana he 
was blowing his nose to such an extent as 
bade fair to endanger the safety of that 
organ altogether.

“ There's nothing the matter with me, 
indeed,” he said, in an agony of self- 
consciousness, reduced to a state of pitiable 
confusion.

“H’1 my opinion you’re beginning a bad 
cold,” mud Mrs. Robinson. “ If you take 
my advice, you’ll go home and put your feet in hot water.” * *

Put his feet in hot water! Good 
gracious ! Fancy making such a remark 
m a young lady’s presence !

All hie remaining courage fled ; he drop- 
ped his umbrella, trod on Dandy, who set
up a howl that fortunately gave poor 
Georgie an excuse for laughing outright, 
and at Inst, to his unspeakable content. 
Mr. Featherdew found himself once mord 
outside the green door. Whether he had 
left anything behind him more valuable and 
importent than his hat or umbrella, I am 
not prepared as yet to state.

A long dissertation from Mrs. Robinson 
on the incumbent of Sheeling, hie manifold 
shortcomings, his “ popi*h”-Iooking waist-

o________ coate, and hie innmneiable misdemeanours,
idea of hie character mayj be™ obtained by followed bis departure ; but even theee 
the reader of this story. congenial topioe lost their interest as she

=

passed the door? 
toaside-table, as if to search 
thing, so her face told no tales. 

"I want to show you a nei 
nay-work that I am do 
e turned towards her i 
Poor, simple Georgie ! 
itle fluttering bird U 

and ruffle all its soft

kind of

faying

the prying 
eyes that were upon her—the secret that 
was changing all her life ! teaching her 
heart to throb at the coining of a step, her 
cheek to flush at the sound of a voice ?

“ Sly minx !” thought the banker’s wife 
to herself, as she made believe to examine 
the embroidered cloth which Georgie held 
for her inspection ; “ she thinks I can’t see 
through a stone wall, I suppose !”—a novel 
and peculiar rendering of the proverb.

Mrs. Robinson would have prolonged her 
visit to any extent that might have held 
out a hope of encountering those she wished 
to see ; but shortly she saw, “ with her 
own eyes,” as she afterwards expressed it, 
Captain-Hammond and Douglas Ainsleigh 
walk slowly down the gaiden, " just as 
comfortable as*if the’d known each other 
for years and years, ” and then pass out of- 
the low gate that led to the sea-beach.

Some one else saw them too, and two 
soft grey eyee had to look away, least the 

im them should be seen to bum 
" o]Mrs. "

“I’ve been to call next door,” she said 
to the innocent partner of her joys, “ and 
who do you think I found there but that 
wretched Featherdew !"

“ Well, well, my deer," said her hus­
band, in an abstracted manner, passing hie 
fingers through his hair, as if to clear his 
brain from the effect of this constant tumult 
of dispeece, “ I’ve no doubt if Featherdew 
knew you’d been going there, he’d have 
kept away. "

Oh well-intentioned but unwisely-chosen 
speech ! Let us draw a veil over the scene 
that followed, and pity from our heartssd, and pity from on 
the worthy Sheeling banker, as we must 
pity any man cursed with a wife for ever 
striving to attain some social position above 
her own, and for ever visiting the bitter­
ness of failure on his devoted head.

Now turn we to more pleasing contem­
plation—the da wing love that watches and 
waits for the coming of the loved one.

Do you thmk Georgie doubted for a 
moment that Douglas Ainsleigh would re­
turn with her father*? Not so ill do even 
unacknowledged lovers understand each 
other ; she knew he would return, just as 
he knew she watched and waited for hie 
coming. The girl has retouched the glossy 
ripples of hair, and fastened her collar with 
a ney, bright, cherry-coloured knot—she 
would fain look her fairest in the eyee that 
love to gaze upon her beauty ;

And thinking, “This wfflpleese him beet,” 
She takes a ribbon or s rose

All the previous day Captain Hammond 
had been m his rooms ; there seemed to be 
no distinct ailment, but he complained of 
being tired, and said it made his eyes ache 
to read. So Georgie read to him, and so 
the day passed. She caught his eyes fixed 
upon her with a tender, anxious look that 
was strange to her, and she put down the 
book and laid her face against his, and said,

What is jt, dear?” hut he had said
Nothing,* and told her to go on reading, 

for the sound of her voice soothed him - 
yet when the patter of Shag’s little hoofs 
In the yard below told them that the child- 

had come home from their ride, she had 
i that sudden look of pain upon his face 
in. However, he seemed like himself 

once more toiday, and now Captain Ains­
leigh had token him out for a quiet stroll

so Georgie would go and wait for them at 
the gate.

It was one of those warm days in autumn 
that summer seems to have forgotten and 
left behind her ; the tide was up, and a 
light breeze curled all the surface of the sea 
with little silver-tipped wavelets, over 
which the grey gulls floated and skimmed 
on white wings, while a heron sat calmly 
on the last visible sandbank, and varied his 
meditations now and then by catching an 
unwary fisji.

Happy love has its joys, assured love its 
deep content and peace, but I think there 
is a sweetness all its own in the love that 
hopes, yet fears ; that longs, yet dare not 
give its longing voice—in the days when 
looks and Words are weighed and thought 
over, and, like the petals of Marguerite’s 
daisy, taken to mean, “ He loves me" or, 
“ He loves me not," as chances and the 
hour seem to vary the significance.

And in this misty realm Georg 
lini

Georgie

passionate 
element of

ngered ; misty with the beauty of a frost 
i the early dawn, when the hase that 

Southerners call “ the pride of the morn­
ing” lingers among the trees and flowers.

It may be that ere this Douglas Ainsleigh 
would have chased those mists away, and 
put in plain words the truth that eyes and 
voice said far him every time he met 
Georgie; but there was an exquisite
■Mf * - ------------|| ■" ity about the

and made his 
... . ...Mtith a

lovingnees that hade strong 
reverenoe in its warmth.

To-day joy seemed to run riot in Georgie’s 
heart. The beauty of the world around 
her seemed to speak with a new voice to 
her soul, awakening to the passionate joy 
of life lived in its intensity and fulness. 
She stood by the gate, and looked upon the 
learning, dancing sea, and the blue sky 
locked with fleecy clouds. Oh, how fair 

the world lay outspread before the girl’s 
love-laden eyes, as she watched for the two 
that were dearest to her on earth I 

The two ? Nay ; there is but one ; and 
he hurries towards her, hie face grave, his 

full of a pitiful tenderness. He stands 
by her side, and clasps her hand eloee and 
fast... Georgie looks up at him, and all 
the light fades from her eyes, all the soft 
rose from her cheeks.

What is it?" she cries out, her voice:i
(To be Continued.J

Frees «rave to «ay.
London, Aug. 16.—This forenoon Mr. 

R. W. Smylie. Manager of the Huron and 
Erie Loan Society, received a telegi am ad­
dressed to 8. Price, J.P., of Port Stanley, 
that Mr. E. A. Delatre, a clerk of the So­
ciety who has been rusticating at Port 
Stanley, was drowned. Some boys passing 

the beach found a man’s wearing ap- 
and seeing no one around, after mak­

ing anxious enquiry, took the clothing to 
Mr. Price, who, on examination, found 
papers belonging to Delatre and a watch, 
which had stopped at ten o’clock. Sup­
posing that the watch had stopped 
the night before, ht inferred that 
the young gentleman had gone hi 
to bathe and was drowned and so 
graphed to hie friends, 
turn in the city. The sequel Yfr ■* story 
is that Delatre, being a good swimmer, had

for some distance, remaining an hour or 
more. On returning he was much dis­
tressed to find his clothes gone and im- 
agined they had been stolen. After much 
delay, a boy happerihd to pass that way, 
and he sent him to the village to borrow

rAL.

For an illustration of the difference be­
tween Montreal and Quebec one may have 
recourse to the house agent’s circular. If 
Montreal be “ a furnished mansion replete 
with all modem conveniences ; the grounds 
in excellent order," Quebec is “apictur­
esque chateau unfurnished and consider­
ably out of repair, but with natural advan­
tages that would repay any reasonable out­
lay by a purchaser with taste and means 
at his disposal ” The inhabitante are 
chiefly sustained by a social and historic 
past ; and show their practical indifference 
to the diet they live on by neglecting to cut 
the grass in the old Governor’s garden, or 
to decapitate a very jungle of weeds which 
are now there and in every other square 
offering floral tribute to the memory of 
Wolfe and Montcalm. The Had don Hall 
of old Canadian society, the Niagara of 
Lower Canada, the burial place of the old 
regime, a shell from which the kernel has 
long ago been picked, its respectability is a 
ghost ; all the glory, which is not of the 
landscape, has fled ; and names and chim­
ney-corners and traditions survive. Its 
trade is languishing, and the deepening of 
Lake St. Peter’s channel places the head of 
ocean navigation nearly two hundred miles 
from its wharves. A fitful lustre is shed 
on the relics of its beau monde by the occa­
sional residence of a Governor-General in 
its old citadel on ^ape Diamond, and the 
Allan steamers are accountable for stray 
birds of passage in the summer months.

may increases her vitality. Ecclesiastical 
costumes are as numerous on the sidewalks 
of the city as uniforms once were 
when the barracks swarmed with Brit­
ish soldiery. The Dufferin improvements 
are now contemplated with a view at least 
to their actual inception, the fortifica­
tions where most delapi dated are being re­
stored by the Dominion, the harbour dues 
are to be pledged for the cost of alterations 
and additions meant to woo trade to a for­
saken channel, but, meantime, there are two 
thousand ship labourers clamouring for 
employment, and though the harbour im­
provements may be of some ultimate ad­
vantage there are not wanting those who 
think that Quebec is taking a leaf out of 
the book of the African monarch, who sold 
all his decent clothes to purchase the 
cocked hat and spurs which rifrved as his 
full dress on state occasions. My own eyee 
are witnesses that grass grows on many a 
street where half-e-crownrs worth of «hotel 
and pick would save one outward and 
visible sign of out-at-elbows shabby-gen- 
tility. The presence of a local legislature, 
for which new buildings are in promess, 
seems unable to arrest the threatened de­
cadence, and certainly tfie recent devices 
of a gentleman-premier are not calculated 
to elevate the moral tone, more than the 
mixed tod muddled administration of the 
provincial funds is likely to help the finan­
cial condition of public affaire. M. Joly 
would have blushed a year ago, had he 
been told of tfie shifts to which circum­
stances would lower his standard of right 
and wrong. I have heard men say that 
when Mr. Mackenzie, just after the resig­
nation of Sir John Macdonald’s Govern- 
ment, made his famous speech to the people 
of Lambton—so full of promises and plati­
tudes—he conscientiously believed what he 
said, and intended to govern himself and 
the country accordingly. Only he had 
not then graduated in the school of practical 
administration. He had not been led 
into temptation. The same with M. Joly. 
Victims to expediency, when the pinch 
came their principles have gone overboard 
almost without a struggle ; and the pity is 
that in both cases the professions were so 
loud. The charge of hypocrisy follows as 
naturally as a,b,a succeed each other in the 
alphabet. If practice belies profession, a 
man’s true inwardness will ever be judged 
by the former ; and M. Joly can only be 
pronounced the lateet link in the chain of 
humbugs who have acquired power by false 
pretences.

But if I have drawn a sombre picture of 
the Ancient City, I do not deny the pre­
sence of many irradiating spots. The 
proverbial gaiety is scotched not killed we 
must hope, and it flickers up among mothers 
and daughters, who don’t know quite so 
Well as fathers and husbands do, that they 
are living in parlous times, when to put a 
foot forward an inch and be sure of being 
able to withdraw it at pleasure, neither 
burnt nor frost-bitten, is the problem of 
counting-houses, once as busy as bee-hives 
but now smitten with a very paralysis of 
inactivity. Since Nelson only just escaped 
sacrificing the most glorious career of naval 
history to the fascinations of a girl at Que­
bec, who Ciroe-like drew her meshes 
round the susceptible young captain, the 
city has been deservedly famous for the 
beauty and attractiveness of its maidens. 
And they cap personal charms with a re­
finement of voice and manner beyond the 
average of their western sisters. If the 
charm is indescribable, itis what Kinglake in 
Eothen says of the fair Cypriote, who are 
now our fellow subjects. They have stolen 
the mesmeric secret of their mistress 
Cytherea ; and all men bow to the Empire 
of Venus, whether her altar be at Paphos or 
Stadacona. In all its vicissitudes amuse­
ments have never lost their hold on the old 
garrison town, and gallantry is a legacy the 
men of to-day hold from their ancestors. I 
Was present the other night at a perfor­
mance of private theatricals on the Island 
of Orleans. Lord and Ledy Dufferin were 
in front seats, and the rank and fashion of 
Quebec were crammed into the impromptu 
theatre constructed for the occasion. Very 
meritorious was the performance of the old 
favourite “She Stoops to Conquer,” and I

_ ateon,
whose consummate artistic skill anda lady whoi 

numberless other aooompliehmente heighten 
-onderfully handsome pre­

charity, 
anywhere 
here for the
racquet court, under 1

Bbiy«Â

*tore- “dZ“J?n* h,u Application for eom? 
garmrote for the unfortunate on the Beech,
----- revealed to Mr. Price that the

owned man was safe. When 
known here a hearty laugh all 

round took the place of lamentation. Mr. 
Delatre is well known in various parte of 
the Provinoe,

the effect of a wonaemtuy nanaeome pre­
sence and bewitching gracefulness. Lucky 
the town wherein an amateur of the «kill 
and willingness of Mrs. Watson happens to 
reside. What a victim she must be to her 
amiability, in these days when fires and 
floods, churches and parsonages, hospitals 
and refuges are forever appealing to the 

and wfll sing and 
l the behalf of 

finer rink » seen 
which has been erected 

of skating, while the 
the supervision of 

Leamington, and 
. . . , player in America, is a
very flourishing concern. Shooting, row­
ing, and sailing all have their votaries, and 
the Golf Club of Quebec is quite an institu­
tion of the place. Every fine afternoon 
may be seen stalwart gentlemen of Scotch 
ancestry end of portly figure hurrying about 
the irregular surface of the Cove fields, just 
under the outworks of the CitadeL 
“Drivers” in hand, and each followed by 
an urchin laden with a variety of sticks, 
bankers, merchants, and gentlemen of 
leisure pair off for the circuit of twelve 
boles, and prodigious are the swipes over 
hill and dale and loud the crowing as a 
ball flies with unerring accuracy on 
its way and lodges handsomely set on the 
level turf for the best shot. But oftener 
the glistening bit of gutta-percha eaoonces 
itself under a ledge of rock, in the cavity 
made by a cow’s foot, in a tuft of grass, a 
bramble-bush or other provoking obstacle 
to a clean hit. Then the countenance of 
the player, and likewise the tone of his 
remarks, undergo a change. The differ­
ent tools used for hooking out the ball are 
painfully suggestive of the cruel line of in­
struments in a dentist’s rack, and you may 
talk of the ardour of the chase, or the

sSises&sî&rÀâ:
men to get up as much eager enthusiasm 
on their “ putting greens ” as can be got 
out of southern sports conducted with ap­
parently more boisterous zeal and certainly 
at a pace quicker than a walk. It has, 
too, the ineffable merit of cheapness. 
What a panorama is outspread from theee 
crowning heights of the St Ipwranoe.

1111* you it has no influence on the genius 
of the inhabitants ? Can it be the seme 
thing to a man’s mind whether he is buried 
in the flat recesses of a cedar swamp, or 
lives in sight of an unbounded expanse of 
river, island and mountain? Will the differ­
ence help to account for the too generally 
sulky, stupid, ill-conditioned spleen of the 
extravagant labourer up West, and 
for that chirpy, good-tempered bon- 
tummie of the thrifty, frugal Can­
adian habitant, which is almost unexcep­
tional down here ? And a six-and-thirty 
miles drive from Quebec through a country 
thickly peopled with the French peasants, 
and a stay of two days at the end of the 
journey justifies an expression of opinion.

A friend at Quebec, who owns S salmon 
river—they cost him, he admits, ten pounds 
View ; who roughs it at an adjacent farm 
house—he drinks there Pommery sec and 
eats paU define grae, insisted on my visit­
ing the Falls of St. Anne—not only the 
lower falls, which are but five mil« from 
the mouth of the river, but the more mag­
nificent upper cascades, which are seven or 
eight miles higher up. And what a day of 
water-falling we did ! A pair of good 
horses got us there one day and brought us 
back on the third day : and they w ere 
three pretty hard days, but worth all the 
jolting, climbing, walking and wetting 
which we had to brave. People are in the 
habit of visiting the Falls of Montmorenci, 
where, in addition to the water-fall, the 
well-known scene of the classic writer’s 
“cone,” there are the natural steps, and 
the romantic ruins of a bridge oq which 
there chanced to be an old farmer and his 
wife when it went down with them into 
the surging flood below. They should go 
twenty miles further and see falls that are 
falls : rent rifts in the rock front of the 
mountain, down which just now is 

a torrent worthy almost of 
gorges through which rushes a 

en river now in cascades and terraces 
of fall, anon in one huge concentrated leap 
—here a Chaudière, there a Rideau. You 
are reminded of every fall you ever saw, 
and come away satisfied that the day must 
dawn when the upper and lower falls of 
St. Arme will be seen by every tourist who 
puts.hie foot on Durham terrace. Very 
few now see the lower falls, and scarcely 
anybody braves the toil and fatigue inci­
dental to a visit to the more distent won­
derland up the side of the mountain. Who 
will be the magician to construct roads, 
build an inn, rear a few rustic summer­
houses at favourable points, throw a hand­
rail here and there from rock to rock, and 
invite worshippers of the picturesque to 
pay quarters at his shrine ? Upper and 
Lower Canada ! Northumberland and 
Brittany ! The towns may inter-trade, 
and business may establish its relations, 
but a real confederation of the Western 
farmers and of the peasant agriculturists 
among whom I have spent the last few 
days would be a case of “ married but not 
mated." Two more distinct classes, two 
of a trade more thoroughly at 
variance, two more idiosyncratic na­
tionalities I cannot conceive. With 
which the material advantages lie 
there is no difficulty in saying ; but 
as man lives not by bread alone the French­
man can lay a possibly valid claim to hav­
ing the beet time of the two. A prevail­
ing feature of the perishes which I have 
seen is their exceeding cleanliness and 
brightness. Whitewash and paint outside, 
soap and water inside, hold undisputed 
sway. The cottage gardèns and window- 
flowers to be seen m one mile easily surpass 
what may be seen in the same line of 
decoration throughout a day’s drive in On­
tario. Men and boys take off their hate 
and wish the stranger a smiling good day. 
And cheery, respectable-looking fellows 
most of them are. And what can I say of 
their wives? For breadth of beam andnumber 
of dive branches they will whip creation. 
Dutch-built is an opprobrious term I have 
heard used of square-hulled people ; but 
why on-earth we here should ever have 
gone all the way to Holland for an illustra­
tion at that particular mould I cannot
imagine. The mother of----- speaking by
an average—eighteen children is as broad 
as a sidewalk. Very happy and contented 
are these, people. ThA drive wellbrad 
Canadian ponies, or small oxen yoked by 
the horns ; and are content to opt down 
trees one day and team them the next to a 
wharf ten miles off, for a price that would 
scarcely keep the Upper Canadian labourer 
in tobacco. But these men all grow their 
own tobacco. Potatoes, tobacco, com and 
beans share the space in every garden. 
Their habits are peculiar and so are their 
customs. Thus, every man, without 
grumbling or suggesting an alteration, 
cultivates a farm, say six hundred feet, or 
three acres, as they call it here, frontage 
by one mile and a half in depth. Imagine 
the inconvenience ; but so it goes on from 
fathers to sons, being constantly divided 
into longitudinal strips till the farms re­
mind one of the man who, having 500 sheep 
in a hurdle-fold, bought another 500, and, 
having only two extra hurdles, yet man­
aged to double the size of his fold, inas­
much as it had been only one hurdle wide 
at top and bottom! The contribution of 
theee people to the Dominion Exchequer 
must be small. In every house I saw a 
spinning jenny ; they make their own boots 
or mocassins, out of cow-hide tanned by 
themselves and stitched with eelskin ; they 
raise and cure their own tobacco ; heaps of 
birch-bark baskets, which we passed in the 
bush, testify to their sugar being extracted 
from the maples of the vicinity : they knit 
their own socks, and don’t know the teste 
of whiskey. The tribute they pay all goes 
to Mother Church, and Mother Church’s 
undisputed influence, in the hands of the 
parish priest, keeps them in a groove of 
sober industry and respectability that 
might well be envied by the western man, 
who can see as much farming done 

them
can see as much farming done 

a hundred acres of the Counties
of Durham, Oxford, or Middlesex as he 
will see down here in a day’s drive. 
The Frenchman’s is economy in the proper 
and literal sense of the word. He can do 
most things for himself and turns his hand 
to every thing which willpromote the order­
ing of hie household. Hie wife cheerfully 
helps him by her labour in the field, when 
not temporarily incapacitated by that 
strictly periodical labour to which I have 
already referred. They are a handy people. 
In a rain storm our guide to the falls peeled 
off a square roll of bark from a birch tree 
with me knife, cut a hole in the middle, 
put his head through it, and there rested 
op his shoulders what with the broad brim 
of his straw hat made a perfect umbrella 
for tlie rest of the day. They even utilize 
the breed of mastiffs which they have : for 
in our drive we met a dozen dog-carts going 
a fair pace, and except that a very red rag 
of a tongue hung long and deep out of the 
animal’s month, there was no evidence of 
distress: tod that is only the way of the 
beast. I remember when all the fish sold 
fn the southern counties of England was 
carried round by men who left the coast at 
daylight in a light cart drawn by three 
mongrel mastiffs abreast, and they made 
nine miles an hour at it, till an Act of Par­
liament stopt the use of dogs, and half- 
starved pomes have since done the busi­
ness. There are anomalies and curiosities 
in the tactics of the good people who make 
a hobby of prevention of cruelty to 
animals. But I must to the poet with 
tiiis, tod pretty fair goer as I am on the 
flat, I find these hills here take time. If I 
were a resident I should certainly go in for 
a course ef arsenic as the mountain climb­
ers of Switzerland do : and intending 
visitors should train up the side of a house 
«walk up telegraph poets, as Mr. 
Dwight a myrmidons do, before attempting 
to negotiate the steep inclines of Quebec 
thoroughfares.

QUARTZ.

EBCCAlOIfiL NOTES.

CANADIAN.
CobSe, nLi<S^,

There is a strong feeling inSeparating the High and PubUc^

The Perth Board of Education i 1 decided to open and close their meettli
with prayer. t,ng1

Mr. Jas. Davison, of Whitby, haa Jxstijszsr -as y
The number of pupils attending the n I 

tano Institute for the Deaf and Dnmt * 
Belleville, during the last term was 253 1

At the recent examinations for w. 
certificates in the County of Brant 50 
didatee presented themselves, of whom* 
were successful.

The total cort of a year’s tuition at ViJ 
tons College, Cobourg, varies from moon 
$140 certainly “higher education” 3 
cheap m Canada.

The Rev. Dr. Honeyman, F. G, S 1 
been appointed a fellow of the Université 
of Halifax, in place of the Rev. g \tl 
Grant, resigned, tegji

At the last Junior Matriculatioi^l 
amination of the University of Toronto] 
129 candidates presented themselves *hj 
largest number since 1875.

During the four years which the Brant] 
ford Ladies’ College was in existence d 
young ladies have graduated. Of thes- 3 
graduated in 1876, 13 in 1877, and ”3 J 
1878. .

The last number of the Canada 
Journal contains an excellent likeness j 
Dr. Hodgins, the Deputy Minister ef ] 
cation, with an accompanying biographic: 
sketch. S

The staff of the Hamilton Collegiate ... 
statute consists of 16 teachers. During th| 
past four years 40 students from the school 
entered the Toronto University, gaining 1$ 
scholarships. 1

A new High School for the Province o| 
British Columbia, the second in the Pro] 
vince, will be erected in New Westminster] 
and opened at the commencement of th 
next term in August.

The Woodstock Board of Education _ 
about to erect a central school building 1, 
that town at a cost of ten thousand doll 
The trustees will pay to the archiu 
whose plans are approved, the sum of |l 
and a percentage.

Mr. D. A. Maxwell has been appoint 
Public School Inspector fm the County 
Essex, in the place of Mr. Bell, who L 
resigned. Mr. Maxwell held the positif 
of headmaster of the Strathroy High Schi 
at the time of his appointment.

There are 408 globes, 491 clocks, 1 £ 
hand-bells, and 188 thermometers, in’nL- 
in the schools of Nova Scotia; iIm] 
112,319 square feet of blackboard surface T 
The total value of books and apparatus t I 
longing to the schools is $38,565.

It is probable that the St. Marys Pnb 
School wfll be constituted into s Ma 
School, provided the County Council 1 
grant the usual $100. The Council hail 
refused the grant, but we hope that thei. 
wiU be induced to reconsider their action/1

Of 99 candidates for third-class teachers] 
certificates at the late examinations in ■ 
Counter of Northumberland, 44 were suc­
cessful. Of the successful candidstes, S 
were from the Public Schools, and 17 «' 
tained over 900 marks, the maximum 1 
ing 1,282.

In contrast to the action of the P01 
Hope Board, the authorities of the 
bourg Collegiate Institute, so says 
Sentinel, have under consideration the : 
rogation of fees of all pupils who attend 1 
Collegiate Institute, but to do this it may] 
be necessary to make a reduction of 
ariee.

Brother Tobias has been appoint: 
director of the Separate Schools in Toronh 
We trust that this appointment will 
to allay the feeling of dissatisfaction : 
haa for some time past been prevalent : 

Med to the condition of these ach: 
owe notioeaBo that at a putsfic 

recently held, at which prominent ( 
were present, resolutions were passed ei

Çrestive of confidence in the Archbishop e 
oronto.

FOREIGN.
The number of pupils in the Rhode! 

Island State Normal School during the past
year was 145.

In 24 years it seems that 925 persons I 
have been sent to the New Hampshire! 
State Reform School.

Mrs. Barton, of Philadelphia, has given! 
$50,000 to endow the Rhea Barton prof es-1 
sorship of surgery at the University of I 
Pennsylvania.

Professor Hodgson has been elected tol 
the chair of Political Economy in the! 
University of Edinburgh for another period I 
of seven years.

Middiebnry College, at its late com. I 
men cement, conferred the degree of LLD.I 
on Wm. Wood, Esq., President of the Board | 
of Education of New York city.

At Swarthmore College, in the U. S.,| 
there are two professorships held by wo-1 
men—that of History by Miss Sandford, ' 
and that of Mathematics by Miss Cunning-

The Pm* Hope Timet says that owing 
to the overcrowded state of the school 
during the past year, the High School- 
trustees have found it necessary to per- 
manently employ s fourth teacher. The 
Board have also slightly raised the tuition 

vis., from1 $1.60 to $2
The

■v® 1 „ .
ing it $6 per year, instead of!
Board have acted on the belief 
of the High School children
pay the additional fee in 0 _____
the increased amount of attention to their 
children.

in order to

(TORMi

The late Rufus Dodge, of Beaver Dam 
left to Ripon College, Mich., a legacy 0 
$5,000 as a permanent fund toaidyonq 
ladies of limited means in getting thà
education.

The cost of the drill inspection of the I 
pupils of the London (Eng.) schools last I

Et was over £160, so that the Board, I 
a vote of 22 to 5, resolved to discoe-1 
le it in the future.

The professors of Yale College do not I 
suffer from poverty. Ex-President Wool- I 
sey is assessed upon a property of $47,3% I 
Professor Dwight on $57,290, Prof»» I 
Silliman on $37,600, and Professor Hoppm I 
on $34,781.

The third annual report of the Japanese I 
Minister of Education has been published, 
and is an interesting document, The num­
ber of elementary schools in the seven ! 
grand school divisions was 24,225, of I 
which 21,998 were public and 2,237 private | 
schools, being an increase of 4,208 over tie 
preceding year. The total number of ele­
mentary school districts was 45,778. D* I 
average area of the districts is about I 
square milee. The number of teachers I 
was 44,501 ; of which 40,511 were side, J 
and 538 female teachers of public schools, | 
and 3,196 were male, ana 256 fa 
teachers of private schools, the i”**?6 
in the number of teachers being 7,631- 
The number of scholars was 1,926,1% “ 
which 1,377,591 were male and 426,-4» 
were female, showing a total increase 01 
$11,358. The whole population of tie 
school districts is estimated at 34,008,08,, 
out of which there were 5,167,667 children 
of school age. The children of school sge, 
who received education during the yea I 
were 1,828,474, and those who received no 
education were 3,339,193 of middle school , 
the total numbers were 116, of which lj I 
were private establishments. The,t<i'; 
number of scholars, was 5,620, and tie 
number of teachers was 265. There 
90 Normal Schools in the country, ® 
which 8 are controlled by the Government 
The number of instructors in the hornw 1 
Schools was 588, and the number 01 
students 7,696. On an average there were 
6.5 instructors and 85.5 stadento to ever? 1 
school, and 13.09 students to every ®: 
«tractor. Of the colleges for 
sciences, the foremost is the Ton 1 
Ka-seigAkko, in which the number of £ 
feasors was 40, of whom 21 were native* | 
The average number of stadento waris 
In the tike Igakko (or medical co*1' .
the number of professors was 29, of whom 1 
19 were natives, and the number of «t11”*”. I 
was 488. The number of students‘M 
tending all the colleges was 936, or | 
every36,3
tending all the colleges was 936, or 1 I 
every 36,333 of the vrtiole population. I
number of newly-erected school bm*dlj£ I 
were 3,881, or 15.81 per cent of the m®* I 
number of schools. The above ststisti» 
show the great growth made by the Kag 1 
dom of Japan in the matter of education 
which will be gratifying to all friends 01 | 
education in this and other countries.

OF FOLDING LINEN.
ashing machines, wringers, 
tew kinds of soaps have great- 
te labour of washing, nothing 
into general nse which does 
the old-fashioned laborious 

There may be mahglee 
of that sort, which lessen the 
they are not common. To be 
nicely is a great accomplish- 

very young lady should know 
f it. The wheel of fortune is 
r turning, that even the high- 
"1 how soon she may be glad 

Bold skill in the matter, 
r neatly a garment may be ironed,

~ oiled if it is not also neatly 
" Teach the little girls this in their 
ampts at ironing, and they will re- 

■ it all their lives. Let the hems of 
| pillow cases, and the like, 

"brought together with mathematical 
■ety, and then the folds carefully pressed

[The old town of Anjou was once most re- 
,ble for its folding of linen. It seems 
g thing to distinguish a place, but one 

) had pnee witnessed a display of the 
Jid <dd cabinets of its spacious mansions, 
old bo likely to remember it ever after-

I j; was a great pride of a housekeeper in 
I an establishment to throw open her 

1 and reveal the curious con- 
i would be an immense sheet 

shaped like a drinking 
'Around it would be four and 

u-y gheep fashioned from other linen 
les^ all with bowed heads as if drink- 

Xt the head stood a tall shepherd 
j from some other garment. Wind- 
abbeys, towers and caitles are very 

r.mon, not to speak of the lesser articles 
“'napkins and the like, which are folded 
L.p beautiful shapes of lilies roses and 

her flowers.
STARCH POLISH.

I Take oommon dry potato or wheat starch 
ficient to make a pint of starch when 

yiled. Then add half a drachm of 
maceti, and add half drachm of white 

„ and then nse it as common starch, 
dy using the iron as hot as possible. In 

i manner a brilliant polish is produced.
I__ ! salts have also been recommended
ïuse in starch. To each bowl of starch 

1 one teaspoonful of Epsom salts, and 
_jlve in the usual way by boiling. 

..tides starched with this it is said will 
e stiffer tod will be rendered to a certain 

Kgree fire-proof.
A USEFUL PRECAUTION.

There is a very simple process by which 
used for ladies and children’s 
can be prevented from catching 

Dissolve a small piece of alum in the 
I rin which mucins are rinsed. Whenl 
», if a light be pat to them, they will 

moulder away slowly, but not break ont 
» a blaze. And this, so far from being 
ions to muslin, improves its appearance 
ally.

POCKETS.
The radical difference between the habits 

f moi tod women is, perhaps, in no way 
significantly indicated than in the 

er, style and location of their pockets. 
A woman stays in the house a good deal 
is role, and isn’t ont of it more than a 

1 at a time. She has her work 
, her writing desk, her toilette table 

ihome, for it is at home she is expected 
» be mart of the time. Therefore she 

’ has bat one pocket, and that is 
away ont of sight in the folds of 

r drees, just below the waist on the right 
What does she carry in it? Not 
usually, or it would bulge, which 

l be especially ungraceful and easily 
ted in the present style of having the 

b of the dress skirt drawn tightly away 
1 at the back.

1 one pocket her
, the letter con- 

„ ., litfflg cards, a
1 and small memorandum book. The 

r other articles hidden in this mysterious, 
iut-of-sight pocket vary according to the 

icter of the woman. A thimble, a 
|ove letter, a photograph, a small bit of 

work or tatting, a pocket 
ir, a miniature volume of poetry, an 

1 hook, a smelling bottle, a paper of 
n-bona, a bunch of keys, her gloves, a 

my sewing case, or a slip cut from a news- 
r—some one or more of these articles 

1 will be sure to find in every woman’s

I knew one lady who always had her I 
>cket placed on the left side of her dress I 
rthe better circumvention of pickpockets, I 

^ho, when a woman it to be the victim, | 
V*ys rummage about on the right side. I 
'™t nuns, whose cells contain nothing! 

rhich can be called private property, often! 
mve an immense pair of pockets, almost! 
ke saddle bags, sewn upon each side of al 
and of stuff, which is fastened around the I 

wist beneath the nun’s robe, in which two!
are made to give access to these! 

receptacles. At convent boarding schools! 
yris sometimes imitate the nuns’ example I 
uid almost live in their pair of pockets. I 
.me were my storehouses when I was but! 
me years old, while my desk had no lock! 
) it, and my trunk was in the trunk]

We all remember how convenient we:
« jaunty sacques with outside pocke 
mich were so much worn a few years ago. 

Pow it is the caprice of fashion to denude 
™e™ of the pockets, rad I regret this veryl 
much, as pocketless, they are not half 
convenient nor so pretty.
I do not like bag muffs, and since I have] 

“t several handkerchiefs, a door key and 
"1 odd gloves out of the round ones, Ij 
* tod mistrust them for any pi

‘ that of keeping the hands warm. __ ,
‘ rocb tempting, treacherous things.
- can’t http stowing something away m] 
"i temporarily—especially when wedged 

. sen two people in a street car, where , 
U *°r 8 wonuœ te 8e* her pocket! 

jjtod tile next thing you know—it’s gone !| 
™mdbags are intended to supply the wan 

P^eheto felt by women. But they are l.
bother, because you must keep them 

hand constantly, and so they are 1 
patronized. I am inclined 

; more pockets—at least two, 
rh side—are needed by e 
The keys rub the portmon 
if ont rapidly, and there are ol 
1 to depositing everything that i1 

necessary to carry about the person in a 
!e.,ro8®n6°UB mass in -one pocket. W: 
phy deserve not to be able to find any 

? without rumaging for it, or to find i 
'e w** °r in a snarl, when we do this.] 
i,»;, re, °°hsh to deprive our sacques o: 
L,„ Pjcketo ; but after all, it is better 
lAnd OUr P^hets in one dress. 1
bid vn D0W *° come to a man’s pocketj 

e CrT* 166 8uch A perfect contrast 
,5** horn twelve to twenty places iL 

=ZieT6z7 Available part of his garments.
he is *11 pocket. The fact indicates 

or TŸ& unsettled, uncertain, out 
^ufe which men often lead. I .. 

lost in wander over a man’s] 
6vv ™y wonder is tinctured

L There ape first his vest no
I*. Foot in some----- ,
® is only a fob pocket. In 

1 othü. gee* ““11 currency somet 
valuable articles. To 

.pockets also are so small that 
°i putting more than 

1 them when feeling for to'
; but they fully 

9 tor which they were ml 
He his pantaloons pockets, 

i sometimes one bel 
t is a convenient place for 

there is any need ft 
jh I cannot say that 

r exactly calculated for se 
srried in a pocket, aa it ii 

> hurt the wearer than an; 
;oee off accidentally, 
pockets are 
>pick these


