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quarter of a mile abead the road gave

a sudden bend round a precipice which
descerded to n vallexy beneath.

* My God she’ll be over ! ™ exclnimed the
General who kunew the place well, hut
as Elcanor’s horse approached the curve.
which was up a slight iucline, he slack-
encd his pace somewhat, when a man
springing out from n thicket placed him-
self on the «dge of ths road, next the
precipice, aml immediately in front of the
advanciog horse. Eleanor wmeanwhile had
become aware of her danger. and had set

®her foot free from the dtirrup, aml as
ker liorse on reaching the spot where the
stranger stood swerved to the righ:, thus
expoxing his near side to the ravine, she
threw berself from the saddle and fellinto
the stranger's arms. The shock was very
zreat. and for the apace of s second the
two toitered on the brink, bat with ad-
mwirable prescuce of mind, the stranger had
stoopesl forward as Eleanor came against
him. nud s0 saved bimself from being aver-
baloneed. Of course the swhole took up
less time than it has for me to writo
the occurrence, and General Mceredith ar-
riving immedintely afterwanls, embraced
Elcanor with a fervent thaunkfuluess mnore
casily imagined than described. Eleanor's
torse had drawn up within a few paces
round the corner and stood. covered with
focm, trembling in every limb as thougzh
he too was conxcions of the fearful fa‘e
e luud cseaped.

Turning to  Elcanor’s
General exclaiinest in astonishment ©
sioas powess ! Ieigh, my dear {ellow, what
fortunate wind blew you hiere?”

* Rismet. 1 sappa~e,”  returned  frigh
laughing. I arrived a couple of days ago.
and my horse being a lit off his feed. 1
thouglt it better not to hive him oul
ta-dny, fo have heen strolling abont for
cxercise.”

presener,  tbe
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Henry Icigh was a large man over s
fee? du height zad troad in propuertion.
trnight as a pine tree. with chestaut hair.
browyn cves and 2 hravy moustache. Al
together what one might eali a strong
looking athlete. who conld atrike out well
from the left =houlder. Yot wWith o zuwod-
kumormi joviad eapression on his counten-
snee. which made you fecl that hougzh
he Iodd a glaatx strength be waonkl never
u= it ax a giant. 1 like to reeall him in
th  pride of bix wmanbom] honest as the
sunlight wkich shope on his open ianued
featurex. aml 1 am not sarprived tkat whean
Ficonor advanced to murmur Ler blushiag
thaaks to rer drliverer she metaphornically
fell down aml worshippe! him. lawe is o
mysterinns uoncrrtain plant that ix some-
s a long time in maturing, while on
othes wecnsiuns it <prings into fell bloom
st an the jnxiant.

lcigk however wax wmuch o bumble
mintgmi to flaticr bitosel! he bad made
auy comnquest of the fair cirl Weside him,
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%0 he pooli-puchel what seemed to him
o very simple act, and catching Eleanor's
horse--quiet cnough now—he ussisted her
to remount, and watched her and the
General ride off on their way back to
their bungalo, having promised to take
tiffin with them that day.

* Walter is with us you Lkaow,” said
the Genernl as they departed.

‘ARl right,” returned leigh, adding to
himself * I wonder now whether that young
scapegrace is o to make a clean breast
of it to his father. U I were & marsy-
iog man, by the way, Miss Grayling iy
just the sort of girl I should look out
for.”

From swhich it may be joferred that
thoughts of matrimony were not so very
far off from the mind of Henry Leigh.

{To be conciuded in our next)
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Personal Items.

A portrait of “ Maxwell Gray "' (Miss M.
G. Tuttiet?), and an interesting biograpbi-
enl sketeh by Mr. H. R. Fox Bourne, are
amongst the special attractions of Great
Thoughts for Oct. 1. Mr.
made AMiss Tuttiett’s acquaintance (on
paper) when ke was editing “One and ALY
He reccived a short tals enlied “ A Glass
of Water.” with whick be was so much
delighted that he asked for another. This
was long before the name oi Maxwell Gray
beeame famons by the publication of
= The Silence af Dean Maitland.” Speak-
inz «f that romarkable novel. Mr. Fox
Bourne anys: " No outside reader and ad-
mirer of * The Silence of Dean Maitland’
conlil have guessed that it was written—
not by = man as was generally supposed—
hat Wy a delieate woman whoe had to be
Iriuz dotwwa throogh mast of the months
in which she handled pen or pencil with
difficolty. nnd who was racked with pain
whick Avax only prevented from  over-
povwering her by = forvid and stern e
solve to do some work worth doing be-
{ore the nithz. when none ean work, twhich
<he thought might bs close opon ber. had
come. Maxwell Gray bhas  happily leen
spoied. aed her friends may hope with
renaon that maax years and Letter health
are before her. RBat ali the three novels
written siace ° The Silence of Denn ait-
Iand °* have bren produced amid great diifi-
calties, and in spite of most trying hind-
mrees”

Mrx. Peancll tns written an attractive
scTies of arlicles eallal * To Gipsyland,”
illostrated Ly Mr. Joaeph PPennell, which
will commencs with the November nom-
ber of the Gentury. Gipsy language and
xipsy lore have, from ber carliest sl
hood, Been Mex. Peancll's favonsits stad-
ies, the pursuit of whick she was wont to
follow under tir gmidance «of ber unele.
the Jolk-lorist ‘and humorist), Mr. Charles
Godfrer Ieland. In thene papers Mrex. Pen-

Fox Bourne

nell discourses us to her varly Rowmany re-
scarches, and describes a recent pilgrime
age made by herself and her husband ¢o
the home of the gipsies in Festern Europe,
in search of theg enuine Hungarian gipsy.

* Ouidn's " next novel i8 to be entitled
* Th+ Tower of Taddeo.”
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Smiles.

She hunts his little primer up,
Aud belps him every day,
But all the letters he has learned
Are T-R-R-B-D-A.
Coutributor—Have you sesn my last
poem ?
Editor—1 really hope so.

The wan with plenty of st mortgages
lives on the lien of the 1and.—Dallas News.
’

Student—There is & rumor you were
dead.

Professor Alsentmind—Hns the rumor
been confirmned ?2—Texas Siftiugs.

“Named yoor boy John after yourself,
Mr. Barrows?”

*No, Mrs. Tomson ; we have nawmed him
Jrmes after a proloaged family row.”

I don’t believe n word af this talk about
stenming being good jor the complexion.

Stelte.—¥hy 7

Well. just look nt Mr. Luckless. Wkat
s horrid looking creature he is? and pape
=ays he is always ijn hot water.

Laauteru-jawnd peapic can’t always throw
light ou n «ubject.

Youuz Wil—Inrling, 1 mede these cou-
ning little hresd sticks just to show you
baw 1 enn cook.

Hushand tbreaking oncd—Yos, pet, and
they are made of natsral wood. tco, J
sec. I'retiy espensive, ch?

<1 s that Browa and Green .are to
fic very popular thix winter.”

~ Oh. 1 scppose, Smith and Jones will
kave their taru acx?t”

The small boy taunts the leacher new
Aind ske in wnin max fret.

She kuow whatever he may do,

He's  momtaer’s little pei”

I loved 2 gidl of Jone sort,
Rat ill-lack did my =xnit xfall;
Iirtter have lwed a girl that's short

And ncever loved & tall.
—Judge.

* \When wedded to his seventh wile
He mid: T Snow what married blim is,
And all the hits I've wnade iu life
1 find I'vc mads by make Mrs™
~New York Prems.



