KITCHEN STUFF.
Valuable Hints for the Housewfe.

JeLLy Cake—Two eggs, one cup sugar,
half cup sweet cream, one cup flour, half
teaspoon soda, one teaspoon cream tartar.

Lemox JeLLy Caxe—One cup sugar, {wo
eggs, beaten together, one-fourth cup of cold
water, one teaspoonful baking powder in one
and a half cups of flour.

Hasty Pupping — Place three pints of

Standard.

sweet milk in a kettle over a brisk fire;
thoroughly beat three e, d 1T pirtt,
of milk, two uhleapoonluil of

teaspoonful of galt.  Stir, and four into the
boiling milk. Stir until thoro
Serve%rot ; eat with sugar and cream.
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Suer Puppixe—One cup of suet chopped

fine, one cup of raisins, one cut molasses,
half & cup of sweet milk, one tal lespoonfu |
of vinegar, one teaspoonful of salt, one tea-
spoonful of soda, one teaspoonful of cinna-
mon, three cups of flour ; cloves and nutinégs
to suit your taste. Steam three hours; serve
with sauce.

To Boi. Rice ror Curry — Take one
one pound best rice, put into two quarts boil-
ing water, boil until fhree parts cooked, then
drain it on sieve, butter a stew , in
which put the rice ; place the lid on tight
and stand it in the oven on a trivet until the
rice is perfectly tender ; |‘nmpnred thus every
grain will be separate and quite white,

Wersn Rakesrr—First put a small tea-
spoonful of butter in your spider ; then cut
into small pieces one pound of cheese, and
let it melt slowly with the butter (don't let
it brown); beat three eggs well, adding one
teacupful of sweet milk ; pour this into the
melted cheese and stir until it thickens; dish
it up and dust with black pcs)per. I think
it l;u excellent supper dish, though it is very
rich.

Yorksuire Puppine—Three-quarters of a
pint of flour, three eggs, one and a haif pints
milk (perfectly sweet), pinch of salt. one and
a half teaspoonfiils baking powder ; sift the
flour and powd-r together, add the eggs
beaten with the milk, stir quickly into a
rather thinner batter than for griddle cakes,
pour it into a dripping-pan plentifully spread
with fresh cold beef dripping, bake in a hat
oven twenty five minutes, serve with roast
beef.

BAkED INDIAN Pupnpinag—Boil a quart of
milk and turn it on to a pint of sifted Indian
meal; stir it well 80 as to scald the meal ;
mix three large spoonfuls of flour gradually
with a pint of cold milk, getting it free from
lumps, and stir it into the pudding. Add
one nutmeg, a pinch of salt, and sugar to
taste. When- cool enough add three eggs
well beaten.  Serve with butter, and bake
it two hours before you serve it. This you
will find to be good.

Hor YEast

e five or six large pota-
toes, pare and gra \ raw into a pan,
then put it on the stove and pour boling
water on it ; it will thicken first like starch;
pour boiling water on a bandful of hops and
let them steep; when the potatoes are cooked
enough strain the hop water ‘uto the pan,
add half a teacup of sugar, the s of salt,
then add lukewarm wat-r to make the whole
amount to about one gallon ; when itis cool
stir in a couple cups of yeast to start it. It
is very nice, white yeast. ~1f you prefer
thicker t don't add so much water. It
will keep sweet a long time.

Sover's MuLLigaTAwANY Sour —Cut up a
knuckle of veal, put into a stewpan with a
piece of butter, half pound lean ham (not
arrot, turnip, three onions and six
18 half pint of water ; set the stew
sharp fire, moving the meat round
occasionally let remain until the bottom of
the stew pan is covered with a brownish
glaze; add three tablespoonfuls of curry
powder, half a pound of curry paste and half
a pound of flour,stir well in ;, add a gallon of
water,a spoonful of salt and half one of sugar.
When boiling place at the corner of the stove,
simmer two hours and a half, skimming off
all the fat as it rises; then strain into a
turee Trim some of the pi of veal and
put back in the stew pan to boil ; serve with
wiled rice separate.

pan over

— SERS R S

Pour Lies Dames.

Olive and blue are worn together.

The most stylish slipper s are without bow
or buckles.

Beads are used even on the flounces of im-
ported dresses.

Black parasols lined with white or cardin-
al red are very stylish.

All the kilt walking dresses have a broad
sash across the front.

('airo, I1l., has a nine year-o'd girl who
beats everybody at checkers,

Plaited waists are both stylish an1 appro-
priate for all cotton goods.

Black and white lace over black satin is
gashionable for elderly people.
For summer waterproof there are thin
glish twills that come in greys and fawn

s
s confirm the statement
niwvorite color next sum-

Later observa
that grey will bt;
wier.

eat

Real acorns and filbierts are ocvered with
velvet, and, w th leaves, are used to’trim
bonnets,

Pipings of contrasting colors will be much
worn, but they will not be round us former-
ly, but flat.

Mrs. Anna PP, Sc r left 100,000 to
Harvard College, aud her estate is appraised
at about ,000.
ufs are draped “round the Princess
dresses and knotted behind, with the ends
falling over the train.

Paris letters say that plain and dotted
Swiss musling will be iu demand for evening
toilets this summer.

Black skirts with white dots in them are
now sold in London, they will hardly super-
sede the white articles.

“ Many of the colored silk fringes are mix-
ed with chenille, which adds both to rich-
ness and lightness of texture. ’

Mrs. Pratt is the mother of ** Little Men,”
whom Miss Louisa M. Allcott, Mrs. Pratt's
sister, has made famous,

The *“Countess of Rosebery” is a new
combination of the finest ostrich feathers of
the most delicate shadings.

So fine and handsome are some of the
Scoteh ginghams that itis a compliment to
the spring silks to compare them.

Mary Fosdick, of Boston, has been nomin-
ated by the Fovernor for the Chaplaincy of
the Puson for women in Ohio,

e
England’s Military Strength.

England may be the nation of shop-keep-
ers the great Napoleon declared her to be,
but that her whole force is not swallowed up
by the shop her volunteer force shows, as
well as her navy, her army and her militia.
Thus, to take the statistics of population, it
will be seen that she is nowise behind other
nations in proportion to her population, as
far as regards her This leavipg out
India and the Colonies, amounts to 31,500,
000, as in opposition to the 42,727,000 of
Germany, the 36,905,000 of France, the 35,-
904,000 of Austro-Hungary, and the 80,000,-
000 of Russia. If Great Britain cannot point
to the bloated armaments of continental na-
tions, she can at least, according to Sir Gar-
net Wolseley, put 414,000 efficient soldiers
in the tield, these not including her Indian
forces. Add to these her reserves and colo-
nial militia, and she will have 800,000 men.
Oun emergency, the Saturday Keview decl
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LOST LOVE.

The heart of the simplest wowan

15 & mystery nnresealed,

And the love that seems transparent
Tx most hopelessly concenled

We care not for love w

e have it,
e know not of love t 2

s Jost ;

She will take nothing, she says, but what
she earns, or to which she has a right. The
wor soul, though (as my wife says, who
lu\'ea her like her own child) she deservest
everything, has a right as far as we koow,
to nothing.  Still, it strikes us both that
there is & course by which she may be bene-
fited through your means, though, as I un-
lerstand, s e{umfumlto do so at your

We scattor its t br.
Nor reckon the ultinmnte cost

Lo ! a hand comes forth from theshadows
A touch that | knew of old —

That could crown the gloomiest fanvies
With an aureole of gold ;

And 1 think how that hawd 80 loving,
That eruved but to lie in mine,
t an impatient gesture,
Or found no responsive sign

And from yondler painted canvas
1. , wistful look,

nutely jealous

that I gave my hook

only too well remember

v [ chafed at the ab reproach,
wore that no thought of woman
Should on my studies encroach

Was I blind, or mad, or but heartless ?
The face and the hand are goune,
“ The light of my life has vanished,
T am utterly alone.

The brain that her glinces kindled

ted, and dead, aud chilled,
dreams of the future
b

Aw & spendthrift scatters his Virthright,
1 wasted the dower she gave,
Aud too lute | iy ambit

s followed heft into the «

BY PROXY. -

BY JAMES PAVNG
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THE DISADVANTAGES OF GREATNESS

1 have not a doubt of it, m
wered the other cheerfully.
are very sore at the result of the elections,
and I darc say they do not owe much love
f them at Slow-

I'he Tories

for winning a seat from
combe,"”

1 make allowance for party feeling,
sir; but personal accusations have been
made, and it seems to me of such a kind
that they should be answered.”

Mr. - Pennicuick desisted for a moment
from triniming his once universally admired
beard with some elaborate instrument of the
toilet, to sigile good-naturcdly upon his off-
spring. )
¢ How charming it is to find_you still so
young, Raymond ! Is. it possible that you
have reached the legal years of discretion,
and yet can advocate a man's attempting to
set himself right with a newapaper? ~ It was
done once—by Richard Cobden, if I remem-
Der rightly —and with tolerable success ;
but the exception only proves the rule. If
a Bengal tiger tore the clothes off your back
you wouldn't go and ask him for them, I
suppose, nor yet for an_apology. ~If you
couldn’t shoot him—and you can't in this
case—you'd be very glad to leave the beast
alone.”

ill, there are questions of fact, sir,
which it is desirablo should be made known.
[ don’t know how you may take things now
in a Parliamentary se but when I read
in the paper that my father told a lie, it
makes my blood bo

“ Does it, indeed, my lad ?"* replied the
other coolly. What a very bad state your
blood must be in1 A newspaper, and espe-
cially & Tory newspaper—will say anything.
The only-question that the person of whom
it ways it has to consider is, Is that paper
worth powder aud shot? You can only
make it feel by means of an action for libel.
Now,” (this.with a light touch of scorn) “is
it worth my while to bring one *”

It was an admirable picce of acting.  You
would have said this man was of iron; ut-
terly impervious to the whips and stigs of
which he spoke.

“ Well, 1t is not the insult that moves me
80 much, father,” answered Raymond hesi-
tatingly, **as what these blackguards have
said about your behavior to—that is, about
what happened at Dhulang.  Everybody
knows, who knows anything about it, how
loyally you stuck hyqynur friend. ~ And

these inuendoes are abuinable. Have you
any personal enemy, do you think, who
knowing something of what you did, endea-
vors thus cruelly to misrepresent it?”

It took Balph Pennicuick “all he knew,"”
as he would hunself have phrased it, to keep
his color here, and to prevent his hands from
trembling, It was horrible to think that
the very idea which had haunted him since
that tion day at Slc should
have occurred thus naturally to his son.

“ Enemies, my lad !—why, of course I
have enemies. The man must be a cipher
indeed who has not made such.”

“ But did you make one in China "

Pennicuick’s mind reverted to Fu-chow,
and be gave a ghastly smile.  He had cer-
tainly uothing to fear from that obscure
barbarian, though he would even yet have
liked to cut his pigtail off and his head with
it.

““The whole Chinese
mies,” said he quietly,
quarrel with any one in particular.”

““] of course refer to some European; and
one who has communication with this
country.”

1 know of no such foe, my lad,” said Pen-
nicuick thoughtfully.

“+ Well, there is some malicious scoundrel
at work iu this matter, sir, I feel contident,
and fortunately we can dispose of his slan-
ders. Milburn, who accompanied you when
you returned to Dhulang, will, I wm sure,
write to the papers — "

“Not a word,” interrupted the other vi-
olently ; ““I will not have a syllable writ-
ten on the subject. Pray l\mrmit me to ma-
nage my own affairs, sir.” His face was
?du wijth passion, but he controlled himself.

“Come, my lad, let us go to breakfast.”

Ou the table, duly spread for that meal,
was o large heap of letters.  ““Ah, that is
what comes of being an M.P.! I have no
doubt everybody is wanting everything.”
He ran his eye over the addresses. ‘‘ Yes :
1 thought so ; strangers every one of them.
They want churches endowed, chapels
built, the Liberal cause supported—that is to
say, from £5 to £50—every one of them. 1
wish they may -get it.”

“] know that handwriting,” observed
Raymond, pointing to one of these commau-

icati ““an ou it is not a

race are my ene-

‘““but [ have no

positively that Eugland, by calling out her
whole population capable of bearing arms
throughout the Empire,can command 6,000,
000 of fighting men, this force being equal
to the entire fighting strength of Europe.
Yet Russia thinks of opposing her single-
handed !

@

“A Cuicaco merchant advertised recent-
1y ‘a boy wanted ' and before he got down
town his clerk met him breathless, and told
him that his wife had two twin boys. It
pays to advertise.”

“Gupesakk, man,” said a housewife to
an honest dairyman, ‘ what's this ye'er|
doin’ till your milk noo ? The last I get
frae there was aboot a third o't water.”
“There ye're wrang, Mrs, M'Laren,” re.
turned the man ; ‘‘ it maun hae been some
ither body’s milk ye got last time ; mine's
aye half an’ half.”

Miss Ruona Brouentox, the authoress,
lives mostly in the beautiful valley of Clwyd,
Wales, whence was doubtless derived {cr
love of scenery and power of describing it.
She is about thirty years of age, and is de-
scribed as spiritual in expression, with a
light, quick, 1mpatient manner ; a good fig-
ure, of about the average height.

Tue new Pope can be very bitter in
speech. When a Nuncio at Brussels he
dined with the Marquis X., a Freethinker,
to whom nothing is sacred. The gentleman,
thinking to horrify him, drew his attention
to his snuff box, with a naked Venus on the
lid. Cardinal Pecci remarked, *Very
good, very fine—a portrait of the Marchion-
ons, I see.”

Iy
begging letter. It is from Mr. Wardlaw.”

“ Wardlaw ? What on earth should he be
writing to me about ?”

He opened the letter, having rapidly
scanned the contents, aud threw it down
execration.

“I hope there is nothing the matter,
sir,” said Raymond, whe feared there miﬁn
be some evil news from Sandybeach. e
did not love Nelly the less because he had
lost her.

The elder I ick in his selfish egoti
forgot the cause which had aroused his son's
anxiety.

“ Matter? There, you may read it for
yourself if you like, It is monstrous—it is
infamous, that I am persecuted by every
human upon this infernal subject.” ~And he
threw the open letter upon the table.

Raymond read as follows,—

Dear Sir,—The interest which you have
so strongly manifested in Miss Ellen Conway
must be my excuse for addressing you con-
s matter that affecta her nearly.

cerni
She has, to our distress, suddenly re-
solved upon leaving our roof—or rather, the

house that has for the last few months re-
resented it—and on maintaining herself, in
don, on her own slender resources an:

the small uniary aid which her pencil
may afford her. ~ The reason of this I need
not go into ; she i:"ﬂniu determined upon
the subject, and will no doubt carry out her
intention. It is in vain that we have be-
sought her to accept, even for the present,
mog assistance from us as would at least
put her above the necessity of practising

p
i

what I fear mast be called sordid economies.

expense. | had the pleasure of reading the
telegran to-day which announced your re-
turn for Slowcombe. Now, it is certain that
a Member of the House of Commons can call
attention to anything that bas been done
amiss far better thau any private individual,
and I venture to suggest therefore that you
will press upon the Ministry, of which it
seems you are a supporter, the propriety of
doing something for Miss Conway in the way
of pension. . Her father was not kiled while
on military service, and it was even urged,
when the matter was before mooted, that he
was put to death for a grave offence which
insulted the whole Chinese nation through
their religion, and, in short, admitted of no
palliation, far less of recompense. You, how-
ever, will be in a position to state the facts
of the cuse, which, from poor Nelly’s own
account of her father’s character, I can
scarcely believe are in accordance with these
statements. You bave already shown your
willingness to nssist this dear poor irl with
your purse ; I am sure, therefore, you wl!l
not refuse—since that sort of private aid is
distasteful to her—to give your voice to the
advocacy of her claims in Parliament. No
one g0 well knows as you do what actually
oceurred at Dhulang, and as the nearest
friend of her father, you are certainly the
fittest man to undertake the cause. The
dear girl has male up her mind to go
1o her old lodgings in Gower Street, the
landlady of which is a kind motherly sort
of woman, she says, and where, it seems,
there is a room suitable for a studio. Her
lirst step will be to provide herself with
some suitable drawing-master.—so that she
will to educate as well as to clothe and
feed herself upon what is, in fact, a mere pit-
tance.  The urgency of the cwe will there-
fore, I am sure, excuse my addressing you
upon the matter.

I'am, dear sir,
Yours truly,
Joux WarprLaw.

““Now, what do you think.of that ?” said
Ralph Pennicuick peevishly. *“ You know
this fellow well ; I don’t—at least, scarcely
to nod to ; and yet he writes to dictate to
me what | am to do us soon as I take my
seat in Parliament. [ call it a most infernal
liberty. As to Miss Nellv, 1 have not a
word to say against her.” So furious was
his mood, that he now remembered for the
first time that there had been a love affair
between the two young people. ** But 1
put it to you, Raymond ; if you were in my
place, would you not think it deuced hard?'

“ However hiard it was, father, I should
take care that no effort of mine was wanting,
were I you, to urge my dead friend’s daugh-
ter's claim, as Mr. Wardlaw suggests. She,
unhappily, refuses aid from those who think
it an honor and a pleasure to help her, and
therefore there is no resource for her but a
public grant. It is plain she will be in pen-
ury, if not in absolute want——"

““That's her own fault, sir,” broke in the
other petulantly. ‘‘She is too proud to
take anybody's money, though, as you are a
witness, 1 have offeréd her enough and to
apare. Her view —quite contrary to that en-
tertsined by those who go into the work:
house —is that it is less humiliating to be-
come a pensioner of the State.”

Gl 1{..:1'& see that this is her view at all,
gir. Mr. Wardlaw takes it for granted
that it is 80, and this is all we know about
it.”

“ Very true; a very just remark, Ray-
mond,” “observed the other approvingly.
“We have no evidence that the young lu{y
herself had any hand in this singular—this
unjustifiable — application. She may not
even approve of it.

“ Very likely, sir ; indeed, I feel confident
that she is ignorant of Mr. Wardlaw’s hav-
ing written to you ; and I think it only too
likely that she would have scruples about
making capital (us it may seem to her) oyt of
her poor father's murder, I can easily ima-
gine her shrinking from the public disclo-
sures it would be necessary to make regard-
ing the catastrophe itself.”

“ And very right too,” put in the elder
Pennicuick. *“Such feelings do her honor,
and I woald be the last man to wound them.
Morcover, 1 will credit her with apprecia-
ting the great inconvenience that the course
proposed would entail upon me. Why, sir,
‘ should have to demand of the Prime Min-
ister a night all to myself to bring the mat-
ter hefore Parliament, Among the “‘notices
of motion "’ you would see, ‘‘ Ralph Penni-
cuick, to ask the Governmeut why a pension
has not been conferred on thuurp{nn daugh-
ter of the late Captain Arthur Conway, put
to death in March last by order of the ﬁll»
perial Government of China,’ &e., &c.
shall be looked upon as one of those melan-
choly bores who insist upon having their say
concerning the Begum of Badrapore and her
hereditary claim of seven millions of rupees,
and other horrid Indian matters. It would
be making me supremely ridiculous, and be
unspeakably distrgssing into the bargain.
You must see that yourself.”

“Jt would be distressing, of course, sir,
and doubtless dumgnm:lhﬁ: in nyany ways,”
answered Raymond gravely; *“ but if you
ask my opinion, and supposing the young
lady being in favor of the application being
made, it seems to me that you have no op-
tion but to undertake it. Consider, sir, the
position of this orphan girl in London, alone
and unfriended, endeavoring to earn a scan-
ty pittance by her pencil, while you, the
ifearest friend of her dead father, prosperous
and in good position, do not stir a finger to
help her. am sorry to distress you, sir,
but, believe me, I speak on your own account
as well as hers : would not such a state of
things, I say, give grounds, and apparently
solid ones, for accusations which are now,

a) rs in Jeremy Taylor—of a widow whe,
eg.t:‘while weeping over hor husband’s tomb,
became filled with the tender passion for
sowebody vise ; aud a’ all events, yrief for-
bids mere flirtation and mikes matters seri-
ous. So, in Miss Ellen Conway's case
though she never thought of Love, her very
sorrows made her more accessible, as 1 have
said, to oue who it was easy for anyoue else
but herself to see had become her lover. T
her the talk about her father and b
was 80 incongruous with any notion ot
ing -courted,” that it did vot occur to her
that she was undergoing that operation; but
Mr. Herbert Milburn was not for his part so
overcome with melancholy but that he
could think of other things than the Tomb—
such as the Altar. Angther thing, too, con-
duced to the young people being *‘ thrown
together "’ more than otherwise would have
been the case, namely, Miss Milburn’s oppo-
sition. By Nelly it was simply disregarded;
but ** dear Herbert " resented it exceediog-
ly, and redoubled his attentions to his fair
enslaver in ¢ msequence.

After & few weeks he was summoned to
Loudou again on business for a day or two,
and then it was for the first time that Nel-
ly felt—through her sense of loss—how
agreeable acompanion he bad been to her, 1f
her mere affection for each had been weigh-
ed, it would probably have been found tha!
she liked Mrs. Wardlaw much the better of
the two; but then Milburn could sympa~
* thise with her, while her kind hostess could
only pity and pet her. The youug rogue
affected to encourage her views of indepen-
dence and artistic toil—though in his heart
he intended to knock all such projects on the
head by marrying her—while Mrs. Wardlaw
utterly scoffed at them. “‘She had no pa-
tience with such nonsense,” she said/
« What did Heaven send us friends for but
to make use of them ?

There was a certain generous scorn about
her, which I venture to think was as fine in
its way as those Spartan precepts about liv-
ing on a crust ot one’s own winning which
Nelly preached, and indeed burned to. prac:
tin she was getting convinced that her
pe was retrograding rather than improv-
ing, and that she must place heisell under
professional guidance,

In vain Mr. Herbert Milburn had recom-
mended himself as a competent teacher.
“You draw no better than I do, sir, nor yet
so well,” she had replied, which was quite
true, as he laughingly acknowledged. Now
that he was gone she missed his laugh, his
gentle, earnest talk, and perhaps (though
she would not have called it by that name)
even his devotion.

More thoughtful than usual, but with her
thoughts fixed on her future, not her past,
she took her solitary way one afternoon
along the shore. Soume fancy—or it might
be a disinclination to choose the favorite
route that had so often been enlivened by
his companionship — made her seek the
southern bay, where the projecting cliffs are
steep and high, and the beech level and san-
dy without a stone. As she crossed the
jetty she passed an artist at his work ; his
color-box was on the stone step, and she in-
advertently struck it with her foot. ““Ibeg
your pardon, sir.”

* Nay, it was my fanlt, uot yours,” said
he.

The words were commonplace, but the
voice attracted her by its exceeding gentle-
ness. He was-an old man—or rather looked
like a man prematurely old; his brown
hair and beard were plentifully streaked
with grey, and his face was sharp and worn
—as though it had been held to the grind-
stone by harsh Fate. ~ His eyes, deep sunk
in their sockets, flamed at her with an ex-
pression such as she had seen the hungry
wear in sight of food exposerd in shops, and
which would have frightened her but for the
softness of his speech. f the poor man
looked mad—and that idea did strike her—
he certainly looked harmless, He was long
past the time of life at which landscape
painters are seen sitting about in the late au-
tuwmn, even at Sandybeach, and judged by
his attire, was far from prosperous. Per-
haps at his age, thought she, it might come
to pass she might have met with the same
ill-success, and wear as despairing looks as
he did.

He had risen as she pissed, but sat down

at once again very hastily ; his shrunken
limbs trembled excessively, and seemed uu-
able to support him, Nelly felt sorry for
him, but.her own sorrow presently monopo-
lised her mind, and she forgot all about
him ; she forgot, too, the time, the place,
and the warnings she had received not to
linger in Blackness Bay duriug the spring
tides. She was walking to and fro on the
dry tirm sand when suddenly she looked up
and saw the two arns of tim bay already
projecting far into the mea, and “the stern
h«:c of the sheer cliff cutting off’ her escape
to landward. The wind was blowing !mur,
and from the south, that towards Sandy-
beach, but she felt that it was too far from
the village for a cry of help to reach it.
Still she knew that was her only chance, for
though there were ships in sight they were
miles and miles away, and she could scarce-
ly have been seen from them had she stood
on the cliff against the sky instead of on the
shore with the dark cliff behind her, which
must have seemed almost one with her black
dress. Her mind, always alive to ‘‘ color,”
seized ou this fact almost as soon as it grasp-
ed the awful peril of her situation.

In all probability she was doomed to die.
Before.the sanset came and  painted yonder
oceun with its gorgeous hues, she would be
lying beneath it. She was too young for
this awful thought not to affect her exceeed-
ingly. Now that death was so near she no
longer yearned for it as she had seemed to
do of late, but would have very willingly
escaped it. . She had no fears of the super-
stitious kind, but strange to say, the idea
that she was about to meet her parents,
which hitherto had been so familiar to her,
did not now occur to her.  Her thoughts,
after the first few moments of physical fear,
wandered back instead of forward—to her

hildhood e losed space—narrowing

and !
but which in that case I, for my part, should
blush to read ?” 5
The expression of Ralph Pennicuick’s
face, who, at the commencement of this im-
passioned speech, had stared at his son with
angry eyes, had wholly altered during its
It had worn such a look of mute
appeal when Raymond painted Nelly’s
wretched condition, that you would have
thought the description of it had pierced
his listener's very heart (as indeed it did) ;
and now, when Raymond ke of what his
own feelings would be if his father should
refuse to urge Nelly's plea, should she her-
self desire it, changed lqtin to an expression

thank Heaven, basel ibl

3
with such frightful speed—in which she
found herself, reminded her of some familiar
scene in which Raymond and she had been
placed during a visit to some other point of
the coast, and in which they had‘‘ made be-
lieve” to bein a similar danger. The cliffs
in that case had been easily acceasible, but
it had been the children’s fancy to suppose
it otherwise. ‘‘Now,” said Raymond, who
was for ever reading books of peril and ad-
venture, ‘‘we must cry * He?;,' because
that word goes far; and the way to ery it is
this ; turn your back to the wind, and hol-
low your two hands—so—and then shout.”
l::very word of good advice 15 a seed that

of patient but pained

““You are too impetuous, Raymond—far
too impetuous, and you take advantage of
my—what is the word !—yes, my failin,
health. But if the girl wishes it—mind
that, if she really wishes it—and if you
think it my duty, and if I am equal to it—
you'll just write to Wardlaw for me and say
that—if I am equal to it—the thing shall be
done.—Now, I think,” here his tones assum-
ed their old petulance, ‘‘ you have done me
enough mischief for one morning, and—oh,
I have no doubt you didn't mean to kill me,
but when one is out of health, one doesn’t
want to be pulled down still lower by bad
news—and—and disagreeable talk. And if
you will kindly ring the bell, Raymond, Hat-
ton will show you out.”

It was quite true that the young man's
visit had done his father harm. hen his
son had left the room, Ralph Pennicuick
fell back in his chair as a dying man lies, at
length, from sheer feebleness.

“They will kill me amongst them,” he
murmured. “‘ I could never stand it—that
speech in the House of Commons about Aém.
1t would be one lie from first to last. Alone
and unfricnded—a scanty pittance—and hAis
daughter. It is frightful every way.” His
face was so Ehntly that, as he pulied out &
drawer in the breakfast-table and produced
a bottle, a looker-on would have said.
“ Why, this man js going to put an end to
his life,” It' was however, only some
brandy, which he poured from the bottle in-
to his cux of coffee, A@dnnk with a trem-
bling han

_ CHAPTER XL.
A FRIEND IN NEED.

Grief, it is said, does not always disin-
cline ladies to love ; indeed, there is a fa-

mous classical story—I am not classical my-

upon the soil on which it falls for
for devel »

self, only deveut, and 1 have read it a8 it the ses.worn slippery steps of the jetty as

we'l as his weak limbs would permit; when
in motion you eould see clearly how feeble
Aud shattsred was his frame. Indeed, since
walking was such a il t» him, he had come
eveu the short distance from Sandybeach in
a boat, which lay moored close by,

He scrambled iato this, and seized the
oars with trembling hands. The wind was
dead against him, and his arms were weak,
but the will, as you could read in his glit-
tering eyes was strong within him, and in
bis first few strokes you saw that he was fa-
miliar with his oar. He had an oarsman’s in-
telligence, for he nrged the boat up to the
promontory and then along under its lee, in-
stead of making straight for its head. The
tounding this against wind and tide was his
difficulty, and it strained all his powers,
The sweat came out upon his forehead, and
his lll!lgl labored with his laboring arms, and
for minates—thgt seemed to him years—the
issue hung in doubt, but at last he conquer
ed and reached the comparatively smooth
water of the bay beyond.

At the edge of its semicircle on a mere
vidge of sand, which in a quarter of an hour
would be sea, stood Nelly, with one hand
Huttering a handkerchief, with the other
shading her eyes as she gazed on the coming

ceor ; directly she had canght sight of the
Vack wtem M&cbﬂd-hh&dmudtondl

for help.  The felt sure that help was com-
ing—if it could. ‘The ridge of sand had ¢ -
tracted to a riband when the boat - reached
her, but shestepped iuto it dryshod.  She
was about to pour forth her thanks to her
deliverer, but he pat his finger to his lips;
his face was wet, but, notwithstanding his
exertions, without a trace of color ; and his
breath came in great gasps. ‘‘ Great hea-
ven !" said she, “you are killing yourself
for my sake. I am strong—I can row ; give
me the oars !”

He muttered a faint protest, but she took
them from his hand, ana he tottered to the
stern and sat down, The boat drew away
from shore like an arrow, urged by her long
steady strokes and by the favoring wind. She
had learned how to use the oars from Ray-
mwond—the second accomplishment of his
teaching which had stood her in good stead
that day. Her companion’s eyes regarded
her with the same hungry loak as before,
but it no longer startled her.

When they had rounded the point, anl
found themselves under its protection, ehe
ceased rowing. ‘1 owe you my life, sir,”
said she simply. He bowed his head with-
out speaking ; but those flaming eyes began
to soften, till the flame was quenched ; he
| was weeping.

“ Jam1ll and old,” said he, with a pained
look ; ““ pray excuse my weakness,”

““It is your kindness, not your weakness.
What am I to you, that you should have ex-
erted yourself 8o nobly for my sake !  How
thankful I am that you are nota poor sailor,
but s gentleman,"

““ Why #0?" he asked,

““Because you will need no recompense
but the satisfaction of baving done a gener-
ous action ; if it were otherwiss, and I gave
you all I had, it would be but a small guer-
don for 8o great a service,”

““ You are poor, then ?" said he sharply.

“Yes, quite poor, 1 am—or rather
some day I hope to be—an artist like your-
self, only with me it will be working for
bread.”

“Ah!”

It was but a monosyllable, but it was full
of gignificance ; it was pisiful, but it had also
a sort of fierceness in it. It was evident to
her that this poor man was eccentric. to say
the least of it : but her gratitude was due to
him even if he were a madman.,  * Let me
know the name of my deliverer,” said she
earnestly.

““ Pearson,” he answered ; “ hut you need
not make so much of the matter; 1 heard
yon ery for help, and rowed across' yonder.
1t took me half-an-hour, it is true: a few
years ago it would have taken me but five
minutes.”

“ You have becn ill, then?”

“ Yes, I was taken ill abroad ; I am re-
duced to this ;" he held out his skinny hand
against the sun, which almost shone through
it. *‘Let us talk on a worthier subject—
yourself. Who are you?”

“My name is Ellen Conway : I am an or-
phan, but I am staying here for the present
with some kind friends, Mr, nmll Mrs.
Wardlaw, You must come and receive
their thanks, for they value her you have
saved far beyond her merits.”

“They are good friendg to you, then ?”

“No one had ever better."”
nd rich 1"
es, they are very well off.”

“ Rich and good friends, and yet you are
poor you say. 1 do not understand that sort
of frienaship.”

““Oh, it is not their fault; I conld live
with them all my life, I believe, if I were
s0 minded ; but I prefer to be independent.”

“ And you have a talent with the pen-
cil?”

“1 gometimes think I have ; at all events
I take a great pleasure in it. Perhaps it is
hereditary, for my dear father did the like,”

“ He was an artist, then 7"

“No, a soldier.”

Her companion nodded and leant back in
the stern with 8 weary air.  Nelly took to
her oars again, and in a few strokes brought
the boat beside the jetty. >

“ You are staying at the hotel, I believe,
Miss Conway.”

“Yes, I hope you will call, sir, or permit
my friend Mrs, Wardlaw to call on you? I
should be very sorry to lose sight of one to
whom I'owe 8o much.”

“My lodgingn are not good enough to re-
ceive ladiesin,” he answered simply ; *“ but
I will certainly call at the hotel.” .

Nelly held out her hand : he took it and
carried it rapidly to his lips, which startled
her a little.

Lor;l Leitrﬁiﬁ ‘ iux;&er.

At length Mr. Gladstone came into power

and Lord Leitrim was no indifferent specta-

Fullsr Particulars or_the Most Terrib'e | tor of the reforms which that statesman pro-

Agrarian Tragedy in Irirh Annals.
« [Correspondence of the N. Y. World. |

Loxpoxperry Crry, April 3,—Yesterday
Ireland and the Brivish isles were startled
with the news of oue of the most terrible
tragedies within the record of agrarian
crime in this country. At first it was hoped
that later acconnts would reduce the crime
w0 the murder of the Earl, and it is a sad
commentay on that nobleman's career
that, however shocked the people were at
his assassination, no one was surprised or
doubted the truth of the report.  Enquiry
only served to confirm the news in its worst
aspect, namely, that Earl Leitrim, his clerk,
one Wm. John Meek and a post-car
driver named Buchanan, were shot dead
while passing along the road between Man-
orvaughan (Lord Leitrim's late residehoe)
and Milford, a little town near Ramelton, on
the Donegal estate.  The work of assassina-
tion was accomplished in w*'manner unsur-
passed for completeness. Death was almost
instantuneous in the driver's case. o one
saw the Earl alive aftér the shots, and Mee-
kam only lived afew minutes, speechless and
unconscions, 1 forward the World the in

posed in the land laws of Ireland. He raved
against the Land Bill in the House of Lords,
and, when it became law in gpite of his pro-
testations, he at once set to work to com
his tenants to sign agreements which would
have debarred them from making or sustain-
ing any claims under the provisions of the
Act.  These agrevments were set aside by
the Court for Land Cases Reserved, on the
suit of the Rev. Mr. Stevenson. From the
year 1871 and onwards, Lord Leitrim has
never been out of the Land Courts, and,
though he was generally worsted in the en-
counter 8o far ay compensation was concern-
ed, he had the satisfaction of turni the
tenants that resisted out of house and home.
In oue case a tenant recovered forty-three
years’ reat as ion for his confi

ted interest in his farm. _His lordship paid
the money, and next half year set to work
for a new crop of evictions. He had one
remedy for the peccadilloes of his tenants—
eviction.  1f they took seaweed—eviction.
If they refused to give up a field which he
capriciously wnuwﬁ to give to somebody else
~-eviction, If they contested his right to
take the pick of the family into his domestic

telligence by first mail.

1o be the only reporter who
scene of the ou‘r e on the day of its com-
mission, and am_ therefore in a position to
place before your readers the only informa-
tion which is available.

The first news reached Milbirn about 10
o'clock, and the police there were informed
that Earl Leitrim was shot on the road be.
tween Woodquarter and Milford, a
from the latter place of about three r
Coustable John Wilson, who had charge of
the Milford station, pro re to the
spot, accompanied by his men, T
tirst the body of the Earl lyingback
on the roadside.  He was apparently quite
dead. The body was injured in three places

~the left arm, the ear, and the top of the
head. A Mr. Clarke, one of his lordship's
employees, had regehed the place before the
polics, and the istable I\m\ dehivered over
w him a fow -piece (by ““ 1. Hollis &
Son, London ) a pistol of somewhat antiqie
make and a guniock of the radest workman-
ship. - The pistol has a barrel some six
inches long, hexagonal pattern of small bore,
and about half an inch thick exclusive of
the bore—a deadly instrument if accuracy of
aim could be secured by the assassin, The
gun stock must have been made by some ru-
ral jobber, as no tradesman could put so
rough a thing of outof his hands,  This, of
itself, may lead to a clue, It is painted red
—the ordinary red used on cart wheels. At
the same time that constable Wilson was
turned out, the information had reached an-
other quarter, and constable O'Rorke, of
Carrowdeel, was met on his way to another
duty with the report of the outrage, namely,
that Earl Leitrim had been shot while pass-
ing along the west side of Mulroy Bay, an
arm of the sea which strikes in from Lough
Swilly behind the Faenaad chain of moun-
tain. He returned and found a boat on the
shore np&msiw to where the marder took
place, and in the boat the barrel of a gun
and a pistol.  The cap on the pistol was
broken, and there were other indications of
recent firing. The boat is a new one, recent-
ly tarred o and has neither namé of own-
er nor number. 8o far as the police are
aware the craft is unknown to the néighbor-
ing waters, In build the boat is similar
to what would be used in gathering sea-
weed,

Dr. Oshorne was promptly in attendance.
He found the Earl of Leitrim lying oun his
back on the road, quite dead, in a pool of
water, Having satisfied himself that life
was extinet he proceeded further, and at a
distance of about fifty or one hundred yards
he came to the body of Buchauan, the dri-
ver of MacDevitt’s post car, and the poor
fellow, quite a young man, was quite dead.
Hurrying on he came to the Karl's clerk,
William John Meekam, who was still alive,
but speechless and unconscious., He had
him placed on a car, but the unfortunate
young man almost immediately expired.

The Karl was shot on the left side of the
head, over and rather behind the ear, a pel
let cut across the bridge of the nose, and his
left arm immediately above the elbow was
somewhat shattered. Meekam was also
shot behind the ear, and the unfortunate
car driver in the head, The back of his
lordship's head has suffered some battering,
and it is conjectured that he ran for some
distance before he was finally overcome.
Wm. Kineaid, his lordship’s valet, stated
that about 8.30 in the morning two cars set
out from Manorvaughan,  On the first car,
were his lordship, the clerk, and driver ; on
the second car, Kincaid and a peasant man
(the owner of the car) named Michael
Logue,

About 9 o’clock the first car hired reached
Cratlagh Wood, townland of Woodquarter.
The second car had fallen a good distance
behind, owing to the horse striking lame,
and the hilly, curved style of the road at
this point combined to shut the after party
off from view. Kincaid heard a shot, and in-
deed says he saw it fired from the left hand
side of the road. He then heard two shots
and saw the driver and the clerk tumble off.
He then saw his lordship tumble off the car
and a mai striking him with some heavy
red-colored weapon. He afterwards saw
Lord Leitrim struggling with two men, who
disappeared, he knew not in what direction,
He came up and passed the driver, lying
deatl, and found Lord Leitrim in water on
his face. A yuuup{ plantation skirts the wa-
ter here, and afforded sufficient cover for the
assassins. The clerk (Meeckam) made an ef-
fort, and succeeded in reaching the car on
which Kincaid was, saying : ‘ Oh, I'm shot,”
and ““ For God's sake get back to Manor-

han.” Kincaid said Milford was nearer,

C ling her alarm, h , she wish-
ed him ** good 'hf'” with a grateful smile,
and walked quickly home.

Her adventure was commonplace enough,
and would have been soeven if it had ended
fatally ; but he who had shared it with her
was certainly not a common character, It
was difficult to guess his age, but she put it
at about fifty-five ; that he was ill and poor
seemed certain ; also that he was eccentric
to an extreme degree: but she felt that
he was a gentleman and had a good heart.

[T0 BE CONTINUKD |

A Theatrical Incident.

Some years ago a manager of a well-regu-
ln:led thu::; along the line of the Erie f’:
nal, en, a young lady as a supernumer-
ary. Igt-gn ed tgnt the young lady had
e 1 in some oapacity as

life, and on p
mond's words seemed to fall upon her ear
exactly as they had done half a score of
ears ago, and she put both her hands toge-
her (firm they were as the fluted ca,)it.l of
a pillar), :lndl.h(:;dwd ‘“Help, help I" to the
er wind. It sped upon its course carryin,
::?l plaintive music v?i:h it, round the long-
thern arm of the bay, till the sound grew
faint and was left for dead upon the jetty.

Its last breath, however, caused the old

artist, who was still sitting on the same step
to start up and listen. It would not have
been 8o had he been attending to his work :
but neither pencil nor brush had he touched
since Nelly went by him two hours ago. He
had been staring out to and frowning
and muttering to himself, and at times giv-
ing a great sigh and shutting his eyes, as
though nothing was worth looking at : when
presently over his faca would a gentle
smile, and the tears would fall two by two,
without a sound.
He might not, as Nelly suspected, have
had all his five senses about him, but he
had certainly the sense of hearing ;-for, faint
as it ‘Was, he had caught that inarticulate
ery. It might have been the whimper of a
sea-bird for all that he conl ther from it,
kut it had been sufficient to arouse his ears
nest attention. He too, like Raymond, had
read books of travel and adventure, or had
perhaps, in visiting foreign lands, had occa-
sion to practise shifts expedi , for he
tarned the carled brim of his wide awake
into the shape of what is called a coal-scut-
tle and under that improvised
sounding-board looked all ear,

Again the piteous sound came wailing
round the point, apd died like a ghost on the
l_unelpot,nizh.d'died'belou; but -this
time, because he had been waiting for it, he

ised it for what it waa, .
He started to his feet, and hurried down

9 a couple of boatmen found their way into

ly offic

a ““hand” on board a canal boat, a fact that
she was anxious to conceal, She evinced
much anxiety to master the details of her
ngw profession, and exhibited more than or-
dinary comic talent. She was duly promo-
ted, and in time became a favorite with
both the manager and the public, One night
when she was to appear in a favorite part

the pit near the footlights, anxious to see
the famous comedienne. The house was
cro:d‘eld: ml;innll:l: the subsidence of the
geu applause that greeted her a
ance, one of the bostmen slapped hi.pl;:-
lpanion on the shoulder, and exclaimed, loud
enough to be heard half over the house—
“Bill, I know tha 1" “Pghaw !" said
Bill, “shut up.” * But I'm sure I do, Bill,
It's Sal Flukins, as sure as you're born.
She’s old Flukins’ daughter that used to
run t Injured Polly, and she used to
sail with him.” “Tom,” said Bill,
“{on'u a fool ; and if you don't stop your
infernal clack you'll get put out. Sal Flu-
kins ! You must know a sight if that’s her.”
Tom was silenced, but not convinced. He
watched the nctm:n'x; all her motions with
ere long broke out

well.  You just wait; I'll fix her. Keep
mr -;vu on me.” Sure enough he did fix
. atching his oppommnx when the
actress was deeply absorbed in her part, he
;' out, in a voice which rang through the
leries,  Low Bridge I" o fosis of
habit the actress instantly and involuntaril
ducked her head to avoid the anticipated col-

lision, Down came the house with a perfect
thunder of spplause at this ** pal hit,”

high above which Tom’s voice could be

Led of being shot there, He

heard, ““ Didn't I tell ye, old boy, I know'd
twasher? You couldn’t fool me.”

and got him on the car, and blood was con
ing from a wound on the head. He complain-
ot oft the car
again and said he was ‘“done,” and immedi-
ately expired. Kincaid by this time had
perceived two men drgssed in grey clothes,
gettinﬁ off in the boat, but he could not pro-
ceed, being encumbered with the body of
Meekam, and Logue, out of fear, would mot
advance. So the identity of the men was
lost. Kincaid then got t{e other bodies, at
a distance from each other, and the horse
and car about a mile further on, where a lad
had stopped the affrighted animal.

. | servie iction, If they ted his
1 B 3 | dec about an of right of way—
visited the | eviction. It was not any sordid love of

money which led to his dispute with the ten-
aut.y, for had they been content to be
slaves he woulhave given them their slav-
ery at a ch#ip enough rate.  An inordinate
love of power was the one quality which do-
minated all his actions. He spent in law on
a fishery case with Mr, Stewart, of Ards, a
thousand times more money than the fishery
would be worth till the erack of doom. His
form was as familiar in the law oourts as
that of the chairman of the county, for he
was always present to superintend the con-
ducting of hisown case.  When he thought
the law employed by him was too yield-
ing or too amenablesto reason and law, he
would take up the cudgels himself and brow
beat all muunruutil the judge called him to
order. "His tréatment of Mra, Algoe in 1876
created widespread indiguation, and in many
homesdismay. Riwkreating wasnothisfoible,
for the rents on his Donegal estate are ra-
ther under than above the average of rents
in the county, but a morbid love of domi.
neering over human beings seemed to have
fairly eaten him up. He thought nothing of
spending £200 to £300 to spite and ruin a
tenant who had taken a cart of seaweed in vi-

~ JOSH BILLINGS ON BEER.

He Believes it Will Not In-
xicate—His Famous Beer
Teating Act.

I hav finally cum to @he conclusion that
lager becr as a beverage is not intoxcat-

ing.

ni hav been told by a German who said he
had drunk it all nite long, just to try the ex-
periment, and was obliged to home en-
tirely sober in the morning, have seen
this man drink eighteen glfmo-, and if he
was drunk it was in German and nobody

.| could understand it.

It is proper enough to state that this man
kept a lager beer saloon, and could have
;11': object n stating what was not striotly

us, .

1 belived him to the full extent of my
ability. I never drank but three glasses of
lager in my life, and that made my head on-
twist as tho it had been hung on the end of a
string, but I was told that it was owing to
my bile being out of place ; and I guess that
it was 8o, for I never biled over wus than I
did when I got home that nite. My wife
thot 1 was goin to die, and I was afraid I
shouldn’t, for it seemed as tho everything 1
had ever eaten in my life was coming to the
sarface, and I believe that if my wife hadn’t
pulled off my boots just as she did, they
would have come thundering up, too.

0, how sick I wuz! 14 years ago, and I
can taste it now,

I never had so much experience in 8o short
a time.

If any man shud tell me that lager beer
was not intoxicating, I shud believe him,but
if he shud tell me that I wasn't drunk that
nite, but that my stomach was out of order,
1 shud ask him to state over in a few words
just how a man felt and acted when he was
set up,

If 1 warn’t drunk that nite, I had some of
the most natural simtums that a man ever
had and kept sober.

In the first place it was about eighty rods
from where I drank the lager beer to mi
house, and 1 was jest over two hours on the
road, and a hole busted through each one of
mi pantaloon neez,and I didn’t have any hat,
and tried to open the door by the bell-pull
and hiccuped awfully and saw everythin’ in
the room trying to get around on the back
side of me, and sitting down on a chair, T did
not wait long enough for it to get exactly
under me when I wuz going round, and 1 sct
down a little too soon and missed the chair
about twelve inches, and I couldn't get up
soon enough to take the next one that came
along, and that ain't awl, mi wife sed I wuz
drunk as a beast, and, as I sed before, I be
gan to spin up things freely.

If lager beer is not intoxicating it used me
nlmight_v mean, that I.know.

Still, 1 hardly think that lager beer is m

toxicating, for i hav been told so, and 1 am
probably the only man living who ever drunk
any when his liver was not plainb
I don't want to say anything against o
harmless temperance beverage, but if 1 ever
do drink any more it will be with mi hands
tied behind and mi mouth pried open.
I don't think lager beer is intoxicating, but
if I remember rite, I think it tasted to me
like a glass of soup suds that a pickle hal
been put tew soak in.

relation of his estate rules. Herep i
County Leitrim several years in the House
of Commons. In the House of Lords he
never spoke except on Irish questions, and
his brief speeches were generally made in
moving for returns of one kind or another
respecting land. During last session of Par-
liament he was a frequent visitor to the room
where Mr. Lefevre's committee was sitting
to take evidence on the operation of the
Bright clauses of the Land Act. That the
horrible crime which has brought a troubled
life to a close is of an agrarian character can
hardly be doubted.  His relatives could, if
they chose, make a serious demand upon the
local rates under the provisions of the Peace
Preservation Act.

A writer in the Derry Standard makes the
significant remark that ‘‘ the crime may have
arisen out of a private wrong, and possibly
may invelve neither conspiracy nor agrarian
vengeance.” What a ‘‘private wrong"
means is known to many an indignant parent
who honourably gave up house and home
rather than his child's virtue ; yet that the
revenge is purely agrarian there can scarce-
ly be any doubt,

\
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Business Habits

We often hear of *‘business habits.”
This one is said to have them in perfection.
Aunother is shockingly deficient. And a
third knows neither the word nor the thing,
Yet if a description of what is meant by the
phrase were asked, some who are ready
enough to speak about them, would be puz-
zled. By some, such habits have been d
scribed as summed up in attention. The
one habit of mind indispensable to success
in life is said to be that of continuous atten-
tion to a subject. Ifa young man woull
succeed in any business he must be willing
to give continuous attention to it, and be
earnest about all its details. Nothing short
of complete mastery ought to satisfy him,
however long and painful may be t{e dis-
cipline through which he has w pass to ac-
ymplish this. Nothing but thoroughness
will  stand in the long run, If it
were asked, why it is that so many clever
young fellows practically fail in life, it
would have to be answered that it was be-
cause they finished nothing, _and 1l
finished nothing thoroughly. They went so
far and got tired, and gave up before the
time of reaping had come. ‘I'hey started
well, and had they kept on, would undoubt-
edly have won the first rank, bnt somehow
they were hindered, and much inferior
persons stepped in before them. Letters
begun, but never finished. Books half read,
but never honestly mastered, Schemes
entered upon with great enthusiasm, but
soon aband 1 on t of the t
of continuous labor necessary to carry them
through.  Any little occurrence would dis-
tract their attention, Their thoughts would
be at the ends of the earth when they ought
to be tixed on the business on hand, and the
consequences were just what might have
been anticipated. Nothiug was done well.
‘There was no order, no persevering ener-
gy, nothing accomplished, nothing really
done,

Success in life, in short, is from painstak-
ing atténtion to details, not from Hights of
genius and happy hits,

Then if thoroughness is necessary, method
is equally so. How easily and how rapidly
some people get through an immense amount
of work. They are noverin a bustle. They
on the contrary seem always to have plenty
of leisure, Yes, but they carry method
into everything. They have a place for ev-
erything, and everything in its place. It s
possible that even method may be carried to
excess, but it is always best to err on the
safe side. For want of method some people
are ovurlunng.lj missing the very thing that
would have made them. Some document is
wanted, and they did vot lay it away, or
cannot find it, and that simple fact is almost
r

uin,
And if method is a good business habit,
itude is not less so, It has been said

The post t was lud
ed at Milford on Wednesday evening, His
Lordship would have survived the bullet
wounds had not his assassins followed up
the attack by clubbing him with their guns.
His skull was literally smashed to pieces by
blows, being broken from ear to ear, and
transversely. His left arm was broken, the
elbow splintered by a ball, and numerous
smaller balls were received in his left side.
Meekam, the clerk, received only two bullet
wounds in the left side of his head, one of
which appears to have reached the brain,
In addition to the wound on his face, Bu-
chanan’s heart was riddled with shot, no less
than six grains having through it,
and one through his brain. His death, there-
fore, must have been instantaneous,

William Sydney Clements, third ‘Earl of
Leitrim, succeeded his father in 1854, and
within a few years of his accession to the ti-
tle and to the estates in Donegal, Leitrim
and Kildarg his name had become a symbol
of terror over his vast possessions, which
comprised nearly vinety thousand acres of
territory. An attempt was made upon his
life at Manorhamilton mm{ years ago, and
ever afterwards it yas the habit of the un-
happy 1 to travel armed, and even to
keep loaded weapons lying on his table while
he was at meals. For mnnlgoyurl he never
appeared on his estates in Donegal unaccom-
panied by constables armed to the teeth. He
first became, notorious in the north by his
evictions in Kamelton and Milford, when
Mr. Lavens, the Rev. Robert White and
others were the victima of his arbitrary rule.
His name added for a time a new word to
the hngunfe, for when tenants in Donegal
were causelessly evicted from their holdings
on any estate the popular expression was
that they had been * Leitrimed.” This one
word-was understood to express the last
measure of injustice, harshness and desola-

tion. All tl:iough tl;e dec&:ge from 1857 to
1867 he reigned in undispu er in his
own portion of the barony of 'l&"mnnm,

for no one on his estates chose to enter into
conflict with theman who had made so much
short work of recalcitrant tenants in Ramel-
ton and Milford,

that some people seem to have lost half an
hour when they were young, and let them
do their best have failed to find it all their
subsequent lives,

It may be thought strange that cheerful-
ness should be regarded as a busi

Res ey
William M. Tweed.

So Wm. M. Tweed has at last been sct
free from all the gaols and gaolers of carth.
““ Paid the debt of nature,” some would say.
Will'any add, *‘ taken his notes to the bank
to get gold ?” Perhaps most who knew his
history would scarcely venture so far, though
the old reprobate himself, in his own strange
bewildered fashion, tried at the last to sct-
tle up his accounts with Heaven, and was
exceedingly anxious to show that after all
that hm“ come and gone there was a fair
balance which ought to be placed to his
credit in the Upper Chancery. Tweed's was
a mean, base life, as much 80 as it is easy
to imagine nu{ one to have led. He was
not without ability of a certain kind and,
unrestrained as he was by the faintest ghost
of a conscience. he could so well play the
role of knave, sneak, llylmcrih', and humbug,
with a dash of the patriot and a large infu-
sion of the ‘‘practical poli i

an,” to such
good pnrpose as to make himstlf as a ward
politician, and by and by as Tammany Boss,
uimpl{‘ irresistible. That such a mav should
ever have become the municipal autocrat of
New York city, and very nearly irresponsi-
ble ruler of New York State, is a fact which
must always jbe humiliating to every Now
Yorker who has any sense of decency left.
The excuse for them-—that they were all
bent on making money, and that it was
cheaper to be cheated than to watch the
cheaters, is the best, perhaps the only one,
that can be urged. The misery is that i
great many instances they not only allowed
themselves to be cheated and I‘U{bhml_ but
showed themselves very ready to go shares
in the plunder of other people. T'weed and
his associates if they had kept to their pro-
per employment would have been bar-ten-
ders in the lower part of the city, or have
kept an oyster stand in some con
market-place. ~ But they saw peop) t
ordimarily careless, They could not help re
marking that respectable persons shunncd
municipal aflairs as if the very name was a
degradation, and that plunder was easy and
abundant to the moderately cunuing, and the
wholly unscrupulous, It is too much to ex-
}mct that everybody will pass through golid
ying scattered round without stooping to
pick some of it up. Tweed and his associ-
ates had no such notions as this would im
ply, aud so they gathered gold even as Jo-
seph gathered grain—Dby handfuly, and had
they been only moderate in their stealing,
would in all {ikcllhuml have got off with
their plunder. But their predatory -in-
stincts were strong, and they had no idea
of a “modest competency,” so they stole
on till the flood of popular indignation ros e
and swept them all away. Yet, alter all,
how much is New York improved by the
change? It has got a new ** Boss.” A new
set of ward politicians pull the strings, and
direct the puppets, Is the city after all
much better? Is the rage for plunder in
any sensible degree abated ?  We rathe
think not. Men are still-as anxious as ¢
to secure that for which they have not labor
e, and_to make life one jollification and tri-
umph#- They still rather admire the cool
impudence of the * Boss,” both in
prison, and out of it, and what mul-
titudes would sun all risks if they could
only for a season touch Tweed's gold, even
though they were tolerably certain they
would meet Tweed's doom ! - “* They'd risk
it.” Daresay they would, The accursed
love of gold has taken such possession of the
most of human hearts that they are ready to
risk all, health, credit, a good nume, and a
quiet conscience, in order to secure what is
s0 much regarded as the highest good.
Tweed stole but he did not hoard. e
scattered his money, or rather the stolen
money, lavishly, and that was the reason
why ga thought he had put it all right with
Heaven, and brought the Almighty to con-
the matter as ooe who had actually
consented to compound a felony, Let usnot
{mlgu him harshly, He has passed before a
har the sentence pronounced by which will
be in accordance with righteousness, The
Divine goodness is not to be limited, Kven
this—one of the champion thieves of the cen-
tury—may be a saved man. If 8o, it is amar-
vel of mercy and is well caleulated to create
the im()ruuion that none need despair. It is,
s )

a-
bit, but it is, aud an invaluable one. To
be really successful 6ne must have pleasure
in one’s work, and must take a pride in it
If he do this he will almost always succeed,
and will almost invariably be cheerful over
his labours. A sour, dul{. dray-horse spirit
is not one likely to lead a person to do what
he does with his whole soul.

And if cheerful alacrity be a very precious
business habit, not less so is willingness to
work beyond the mere letter of engagement.
Too great stickling about hours has put
many, a one at a low level and kept him
there. A ten to four or a six to six man
who will not move hand or foot after the
prescribed limit has been passed, however
pressing the necessity, will not in ordinary
cases rise much higher than he is at

resent. He has no go about him. He
ooks always for the maximum of wages
for the minimum of work, and goes about
everything in a mechanical mercenary spirit.
He is always haunted with the fear that he
will do toomuch. He is troubled lest he be
taken advantage of, and *‘put upon.” In
any push he cannot be reckoned on, and
therefore for anything but mere lubbard la-
bour he is of no use. His brother clerks
will by and by get before him. Young men
will step over his head. He wonders wh;
promotion lingers. Alas, he need not, He
is himself at fault. He never even tried to
make himself indispensable, and he is there-
fore often dispensed with on the first occa-
sion. €
T

A PEASANT, being at confession, accused
himself of having stolen some hay. The
father confessor asked him how many
bundles he had taken from the stack.
“ That is no consequence,” replied the pea-
sant, ou may set it down a waggon load ;
for my fvife and I are going to f:ggh the re-

mainder very soon.”

notw an unsavoury subject.
Yet how many everywhere are doing much
the same thing,tricking their neighbours out
of land or gold, and excusing themselves on
the plea that they were notto think of others
in making a bargain : sufficient if they could
manage to think for themselves. Tweed has
added a new word to the Enfliuh language.
In his halcyon days, no doubt, multitides
looked at him with wonder and admira.ion.
But the party coloured convict at Ludlow
street gaol was quite a different person, and
to be treated after a very different fashion.
In his case successful villany was very
short-lived. The way, in his case, of trans-
gressors was peculiarly hard, It may be a
matter of painful interest and devout
speculation to wonder whether or not such
s man has stood enfranchised and forgiven
in the presence of God, but every respect-
able person will be rather pleased than
otherwise that he continued to wear the
motley till he fimally put off his clay
tabernacle,

-
Mgs, ParTINGTON, descanting on  Art,
called Michel Angelo one of the “old
mastiffs.”

“Wny did my aunt elope?” asked a
niece of her uncle. ““ Because 1 did
not hold a tight rein-dear,” he replied.

A vEMALE gate-keeper, on & national
pike, has beer removed for passing her
sweetheart free. She never toll'd her love,
A BEER-SELLER -wrote over his door,
“Bear sold here,” Joe Cassidy, an old
toper, who saw it, said it was spelt right,
because the fluid he sold was his own
“ bruin.”

A Brick fell from a scaffold the other day <
on the head of a negro. * Fling dem ere
peanut shells anoder way, up dea, won't
yer 7" ‘was the darkey's advice as he scratch-

ed his wool,

&



