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A Uhanoe. introdustion.

Delayed by » silrosd accident and

. compelled to remsinn over Christmas at

Fordaville. Here was a predicament for

an overworked reader of a popuiar magas-
tine off for a'hard-earned heliday.

What made it the more exasperating
was that I happened to be on my way
to visit some friends who had with
them a yeung lady guest who had been
deseribed to me as such a paragon ef
loveliness and worth that I had quite
settled it in my mind that she was des-
timed to prove the ‘‘inexpressible she”
whem I had hitherto sought in vain.

Fordsville! Where had I heard the name
before, and what association had I with
the place ¥ Diving deep into the recess-
es of my memory, I made the rathgr
startling discovery that I had once actu-
ally had a correspondent in Ferdsville.
It happened in this way: .

A few months back a manuscript had
been put inte my hands for examination
which, as I at once perceived, was the
venture of a very young lady, whom I
subsequently discovered to be a certain
Miss Nelly Temple. This fact was stat-
ed in & confidential note to the editor,
the young authoress desiring that only
her nom de plume (a sweetly sentimen-
tal ome) sheuld be given to the world.
After reading her story, I had written
the young lady, and the contents of my
letter I now found it rather irksome to
recall. After a samewhst more lenient
criticism of her manuscript than was
usual, I had been compelled to write and
decline the honor of its publication. I
had chosen this task myself instead of
entrusting it to the corresponding clerk,
because I had an irresistible desire,
which I hardly knew how to explain to
myself, ‘‘to let her down gently” as the
pharse is. The fact is, the little letter
that had accompanied the story inter-
ested and pleased mo in inverse ratio to
the effect of the work itself. The latter
was girlish, natural and frank, while the
story was artificial, mawkish and dismal.
All the hearts were mere szhattered
wrecks, and all the hopes desolate and
unrequited. The heroine sighed and
sobbed her way through from beginning
to end, and the hero only appeared upon
the scene to glare about him with orbs
of consuming gloom and to discourse
solely upon such subjects as wasted
hearts and blighted hopes, in a basse-
profundo voice. In the end, although
ne reasonable obstacle to their union ap-
peared, they were ruthlessly torn asun-
der, and the authoress dropped her cur-
tain over them like a black pall. It was
execrable, and there was nothing te do
but deciine with thanks. This I did in

a note unnecessarily apologetic and dif-
fuse, which had the effect of procuring
me another letter from the young au-
theress It was a pretty little epistle,
as the other had been, and interested
me much in the same way. Hhe asked
for counsél and advice, and appealed
with awed timidity to my wide literary
experience. She told me that rhe de-
gired to make literature her profession,

sound of merry laughter smote upon my
ear, and at the same time a dassling lit-
tle creature with fluttering red ribbons
appeared on the pogch of the neat cot-
tage across the way. She was a perfect
little beauty, with a face from which the
idea of merriment and good humer was
inseparable. The peal of laughter which
I had heard had evidently been directed
towards some one in the house, for she
stood alone upon the porch holding a
scarlet woolen comforter in her hand. |

““Look, Uncle Davy,” she called out
in a sweet, gay voice, ‘““I've finished your
muffler at last—just in time fer the
snowy weather !”

Hid behind a wide epen pillar, I lis-
tened with much interest, as the old
man expressed his delighted thanks.

“But how am I to get it across te
you?” the girl went on. “‘I know your
rheumatism won't allow you to come for
it, and the snow weuld be aver my shoe-
tops.”

As the dilemma remamed unselved I
stepped from my hiding place and offer-
ed myself as Uncle Davy’s messenger.
Accordingly I lescended the steps and
crushing the untredden snow bemeath
my feet, crossed over and appreached
the young lady. As I looked up at her
T observed that though she was standing
in the same attitude, holding the secarf
in beér hand, a marked change had ceme
over her face, which now loeked pro-
foundly amaszed.

As I approached her, however, she
responded very prettily to my bow, and
when I swept off my hat with flattering
deferentialness and explained that Un-
cle Davy had entrusted me with his hen-
ered mission of bringing him his scarf,
she handed it to me with a very becom-
ing flush and smile, and thanked me
with a demure courtsey.

I did not feel at all like turning my
back upon her and returning to the vi-
cinity'ef the old hotel, but there was no-
thing else to be done, so I replaced my
hat and found my way over te Uncle
Davy and delivered the scarf. The old
man received his present with the great-
est delight, and after voeiferously shout-
ing his thanks across the street, turned
and entered the house for the purpese,
as he explained, of exhibiting the scarlet
trophy. As he vanished down the nar-
row hall, I heard him eall out:

““Wife, where are you? Come and see
the pretty present Miss Nelly Temple
has sent me.”

Miss Nelly Temple! Here was a sur-
prise. I remembered now that I had
heard him call her Miss Nelly, but I
had been so engrossed at the time that
the name had not struck me, and I had
for themoment, forgotten the existence
of my melancholy young high-tragedy
authoress. How could she possibly he
identical with that piquant little beauty
yender? And Ir1aised my eyes to draw
the contrast, only to discover that she
had disappeared.

I hesitated for a moment as to my
course, but as I recalled the very grate-
ful and admiring tone of her last letter
to me, which had convinced me at the
time of its receipt that she had put me

it being necessary for her to support |
herself, though, like Dr. Johnson’s man, |
she acknowledged that she had several |
other irons n the fire. Irefrained from "
imitating his advice and telling her “‘to
put this where the other irons were;” |
but I confessed that the witticism recur- l
red to me with a startling fitness. Two ‘
or three more letters passed between us |
and then, though I had been really in- |
terested in the innocent young creature,
1 had, as it annoyed me to remember
now, let the correspondence die out. It
had left me, however, with a real curio-
sity as to her stature,experience and sur-
roundings. It was strange that so very
young a lady should have come to re-
gard life as such a howling waste and
the world so awfully hollow. Certainly
I could imagine that she might prove
rather melancholy company if her con-
versation and ideas resembled her hero-
ine’s, as of course they would. She had
just the sort of writer to feel impelled to
write an autobiography, and yet, though
it seems paradoxical, while her heroine
seemed to me the quintessence of dis-
mal insipidity, I felt exhilarated by
the thought [that my Christmas at
Fordsville was to be enlivened by the
acqu aintance of Miss Temple.

It was too late to make any effort to
£ind out the young lady that nizht, so
after eating a very well prepared supper
at the village inn, which proved to be as
¢ omfortable within as it was dilapidated
without, I went to bed and slept sound-
1y, waking next morning in a frame of
mind Mark Tapley might have envied.
A bright wood fire was crackling un the
hearth as I walked to the window and
drew aside the curtain. Outside the
ground was covered with snow, which
had fallen during the night, and which
new lap crisp and sparkling in the bril-
liant winter sunshine. I dressed hasti-
ly. The vital necessity of having a
sleigh-ride at once presented itself,
quickened by the sound of bells coming
and going swiftly over the country
oads.

After doing justice to a deliciously
cooked breakfast I found my way to the
front porch, where my host was walking
up and down, enjoying his pipe. I hnfl
begun to question him as w the practi-
eability of procuring a sleigh when the |

on a pedestal along with Emerson,
Holmes and Longfellow. I thought I
might venture to take a decisive step;so,
without more ado, I took my way again

| across thegstreet, and, walking boldly up
‘the stops, knocked at the door. As I

did so I caught sight of some scarlet rib-
bons screened behind the muslin cur-
tains of the window going on the porch,
which now, however, quickly disappear-
ed. Then I could hear, where I stood,a
whispered conference in the hall, and
then, in a minute more, the door was
opened, not very wide, by a negress,
who regarded me rather wrathfully as 1
said, composedly:

“I want to see Miss Nellie Temple, if
you please.”

“‘Well, you can't see her then, sah,”
was the prompt reply.

“Why net!”’ 1 asked, quietly.

‘“Cause she says you'll have to excuse
her. You can't see her,” she repeated,
with emphasis. It was clear that she re-
sented my visit as an intrusion, and felt
called upen to protect her young mis
tress.

“But I am very anxious to see her,” I
said urgently. ‘‘Take her my card.”

I produced one and handed it to her.
She looked at it doubtfully a moment,
then took it from me with a jerky mo-
tion, saying, in an audible undertone:

“‘She ain’ gwine come.” and disappear.
ed with it.

And now the notes of another voice
smote upon me clear and low, but ex-
pressive of stbdued resentment.

«J don't care to see the card,” it uid.
“I cannot see the gentleman; he must
excuse me.’

Then there was a seccnd pause, dur-
ing which, as I shrewdly expected, dig-
nity gave way to curiosity, and my card
was examined. And sure enough, the
next moment, little miss dignity appear-
ed before me, covered with blushes,hold-
ing my card.

“Are you really Mr. Julian Moore?
she said. *‘]1 beg your pardon, but 1
had no idea of it. You must have
thought me rude.”

Having assured her of my identity
and called up in her bonny face a fresh
phalanx of dimples, I followed her inte
the parlor.

“I thought it wae some one stopping |

at $he hotel whom I did not know, and
felt'almost frightened; and I was rude,
I'm afraid. You have been so very kind
about taking the time to answer my let-
ters that T am ashamed to have given so
much trouble.”

She wddresasd e with o wuch res”
pect that I experienced something of the
sensation of a literary lion, for the first
and prebably the last time in my life,
and set myself at onco to the task of
putting her at ease. I inquired about
the story, and expressed a deep anxiety
as to ita ultimate appearance in print,as-
suring her that it needed only a little:
thoughtful revision to make it a shining
succens, thereby undoing all my earnest-
ly laid plot te discourage her from writ-
ing more, which I had subsily introduced
into my letters. I saw that she listened
with delightful surprise, and I waxed
-more and more eloquent, expressing and
certainly feeling ten times the emotion
and enthusissm that a talk with George
Eliot would have inspired. It was de-
licious to call up such a happy light inte
those lovely eyes and such a confused
pleasure to the sweet voice that respond-
ed to me. I was playing the idiot, but
I had completely lost my head. After a
jong talk she explained, with much hes-
itation, that she weuld be obliged to get
ready for church, as she played the or-
gan and must not be late, and when I
usked, feeling a strange timidy myself,
whether I might be allowed to accom-
pany her, she told me the church was
several miles away and that an uncle and
sunt who lived in the country would call
for her in their reckaway.

““‘But wouldn’t a sleigh de as well as a
rockaway ' I asked a delighted pro
ject suggesting itself. ‘‘PerhapsI might
get a single sleigh and drive you out!”

She hesitated a moment, and I could
see that the project delighted her. So
I said no more, but returned to uncle
Davy, and procured the use of a shabby
little box on runners, with a steady lit-
tle horse, and when 1 appeared at tho
door epposite I was soon joined by Miss
Temple, who looked prettier than ever
in a coquettish little fur muff and col-
lar.

A few minutes later we were skim-
ming over the country roads with hearts
as light as air. I had forgotten my
friends who were expecting me else-
where—forgotten the brilliant  young
lady who had been good enough to ex-
press some interest in mv coming. I
had forgotten everything and everybody
on earth, indeed, except the bewildering
little being beside me.

“It was so kind of you to come with
me,” I said. ‘““How can I ever thank
you enough ? It shows me what a gene-
rous and confiding nature you have, and
you never shall regret it.”

“Why of course, I was delighted to
come with you, Mr. Moore,” she said,
looking at me with wide, questioning
eyes. ‘I am sure I ought te do every-
thing you ask after all the valuable ad-
vice you have been kind enough (o give
me.”

When we reached the church I could
see that my appearance was perceived
with great surprise by Nelly's young
friends in the choir, which was increased
by the fact of my joining in, brave and
strong, in the music which Nelly accom-
panied and led. She praised my singing
very highly afterward, and said my voice
furnished just the support hers needed.
What a happy day that was, and what
a never-to-be-forgotten thing was our
ride home.

I went over and spent that evening
with Nelly, and she took me into her
confidence and friendship in the sweet-
est way in the world. Of course she in-
troduced me to her people, and I had to
be inspected by them, but I soon found
that they were all her willing slaves
and her approval of me was the only
| guarantee they required. Indeed they
| were, one .and all, so uncoaventienal
and unworldly that I felt a little un-
easy at the thought of my dear little
Nelly's being without a  moure capable
protector, and not averse to assuming
the position myself. 1 wrote to my
friends and made tome convenient.ex-
cuse for not joining them and spent all
my holiday in Fordvilie.

At my own request one evening Nelly
brought out the familiar manuscript and
we read it over together, I managed to
keep down my irreverent laughter at its
reiterated sighings and sobbings and
complainings. Only once, in the prin-
cipal love scene, in which was reached
the acme of its dismalness, I looked up
at her, shyly and said:

¢‘Is this really your idea of love ? Do
you believe when two people are in love
with each other that they go through all
these dreadful tortures and suffer all
these agonizing pangs !”

To my utter amazement, she replied
by snatching the pages out of my hands
and throwing them into the fire. AsI
sprang up in my vain endeavor to check
her, I caught her two hands in mine,
and having caught them, I held them.

“Let it burn,”’ she said, turning her
flushing face toward me; “‘I never knew
how utteily silly and absurd it was be-
fore.” ;
“‘And have you learned since ?” 1 ask-
ed, still holding her hands and now for-
cing her to look at me. ‘‘Tell me,
Nelly, who has taught you? You must

not forget that yveu have chosen me for

e

your critic and instructor, and if you'll
let me teach you this one lessen, and
will try to lemrn it faithfully. you will
have reached such a state of mature de
velopment that you will need no more
culture. Only learn what it is to love
troly; and-allow—your—teacher to select
the object, and yeu will posseéss all the
knowledge and cultivation he will ever
require ef you.”

It eame upon her very suddenly and a
few preliminary exercises were necess-
arybeforeshe wasquitesatistied asa pupil,
but the giving those lessons was the
greatest joy I had ever known, as the
result of them was I considered the fin-
est success of my life. Uncle Davy was
mueh surprised at the turn of affairs and
a good deal puzzled at the preliminaries,
or rather the lack of such.

“Lor, I never dreamed of his being
Miss Nelly's young man,” he said to his
wife.

“f wonder why he's never been to
Fordville before,” returned the good
woman, meditatively. g

“I asked him about that,” said Uncle
Davy; “‘but he kinder smiled and said
that, though he had never been to Ford-
ville before, he had fer some time been
in correspondence with the place, and
that Miss Nelly was far from being a
stranger. I suppose she met him when
she was off on that visit last year and
has been corresponding with him ever
since.”

This explanation was circulated
throughout the town, as I intended it
should be, and seemed to be entirely
satisfactory. I had a bold plan of hur-
rying up the wedding when once I had
secured Nelly's ¢ t, and so
ful did thie prove that two months after
that day on which I first made aequaint-
ance with Fordville, Nelly and I were
married there.

And to think that all this came about
through that dismal story that Nelly
and I have such laughs over now !

Well, let those who may climb te the
joftiest heights of literary eminence, I
shall not grudge them their success.
Being a rither overworked and under-
paid reader for a magazine may not be
considered the pinpacle of literary glory,
but it has been the means of winning me
a treasure which I would not exchange
for the fame of Shakspeare.—[Detroit
Free Press.

**What every ome says must be true.”

And every one who has tested its
merits speaks warmly 1n praise of Hag-
yard’s Pectoral Balsam as a pesitive cure
for all throat and lung complaints,ceughs
and colds, sore throat, bronchitis, and
incipient consumption.

The new treatment for rapidly econdi-
tioning Horses, Zocd's Tonic Compound
and Blood Mixture. Each package con-
tains a good Purging Ball which is given
to the animal previous to using the
strong tonic powder. This is the com.
mon sense treatment and will accomplish
more in one week than the old system
of Spices, Feeds and Condition Powders
would do in a month, ask your druggist
about it. Geo. Rhynas, agemt, Gode-
ich.

e
To the Medical Profession, and all whom
it may concen.

Phosphatine, or Nerve Food, a Phos-
»hate Element based upon Scientific
acts, Formulated by Professor Austin,

M. D. of Boston, Mass., cures Pulmon-
ary Consumption, Sick Headache, Ner-
vous Attacks, Vertigo and Neuralgia
and all wasting diseases of the human
system. Phosphatine is not a Medecine,
but a Nutriment, because it contains no

| Vegetable or Mineral Poisons, Opiates,

Narcotics, and no Stimulants, but_simp
ly the Phosphatic and Gartric Elements
found in our daily food. A single bottle
is sufficient to convince. All Druggists
sell it. $1.00 per bottle. JowpEn &
Co., sole agents for the Domimon,
55 Front Street East, Toronto.
SRR e

People have ao more right to become
dyspeptic, and remain gloomy and mis-
erable, than they have to take poison
and commit suicide. If the stomach
becomes week and fails tc perform its
functions, Burdock Blood Bitters will
speedily remedy the trouble.

FAESH  ARRIVALS

CORN BEEF,
LUNCH TONGUE,
ENGLISH BRAWN

POTTED
TONGUE,
BEEF,
HAM
, CHICKEN

FRESH
SALMON AND LOBST(ER.
A FINE ASSORTMENT

OF §

Christie Brown & Co’s

BISCUITS axp
CAKES,
TEAS,
SUGARS aw~

Pure pices.
TRY THEM.

Chas. A. Nain.
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BOOTS AND SHOES

At the Oldest Eatablished Shoe Store in Town,
nde riety
In Eindess Variety,.
Ji to suit the most fastidious taste snd thio wesi-eeonomio buye
1 take pleasure in informing my custoners that at no pre-
vious time have I had such a

Larg»e & Varied Stock

Quality and Lowered the Price unti
foot wear can be got elsewhere.

Is now complete, and

1 have raised the Standard of

As at present. ¢
fact that ne such value in

it is a positive

CUSTOM WORKI

f grade still receives my prompt and careful attention, and will be made up
i in the most approved styles by first-class workmen, » nd
of the very best material obtainable.

e and Mises BorsHel Pt Free o change

At time of purchase if so desired.

H. DOWNING

Crabb's Block, Cor. East Street and the Square.

THE VARIETY STORE.
1 have just reoeived a large stock of
wWALL PAPER, GREBINY
WINDOW BLIIND
PAPER, CAR-
PET FELT, ETC., ETC.
1 have also on hand » large stock of all kinds of

BRACKETS, SMALL TABELS, CHARIOT HORSES,
EXPRESS WAGONS, and CROQUET SETTS.

Allklnd-o;‘r:rlr- one to Lounges, Sofas, and Chairs. Chaire
recaned and

a.C %

HARDWARE!

—GO0 TO—
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TO BUY YOUR——

Farmers Hardawre

Builders Hardware

——YOUR——

KNIVED, FORKS & POOND.

In fact, everything you want in his line

HE IS BOUND TO SELL CHEAP

See his FENCE WIRE, the best yet.

IR. W. McEEITZIE.
GREAT BARGAINS!
BOOTS AND SHOES!’

GREAT CLEARNG SALE FOR 30 DAYS

Previous t stock taking at

AT CAMPBELL'S BOOT AXD SHOR ENPORIUY.

Parties wanting cheap

This Spring and Summer.

s should call at once, Having secured first
am prepared to manufacture moﬁder. T S e S

Nothing but First Class Material Used,

L Sroodl it Gruaranteed.
WM CAMPBELL.

Goderich. Feby. ICth,

GET YOUR
HORSE BILLS

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,

Tea-Meeting Bills Etc

)
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