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Women are to-day, as they always must be, helpless, clinging, and depen-
dent ; but only for the higher necessities of their lives, not for the lower
ones. It iy no longer a pathetic thing, or an unusual thing, for a woman to
earn money ; nor is it always by the dictation of necessity that she does
so. The woman of to-day is comparatively self-sufficient—emergencies do
not crush her; the woman of to-morrow will be, perhaps, superlatively so,
if, as some evil prophets have it, her business and professional tastes oust
her innate domesticity. And now; with this picture in his mind, of mar-
ried women buying and selling and getting gain, lifting up a voice in the
courts, and filling professors’ chairs in the universities, Mr. Frank Gaylord
Cook has discovered that a law intended for the protection of half of
society works flagrant injustice to the whole of it.

The less practical among us may grieve to see this altered status of
_woman in the minds of men, and all that it implies. There is something
very grand, very noble, very tender, in man’s protection of woman because
of her weakness and incompetence to protect herself. But the weakness
and incompetence itself is not beautiful; and, at least in the eye of the
law, I think we must be content to be as strong and competent as in us lies,
_dighing sometimes over the pages of some dusty old novel, Fheu, fugaces /

Sara JeannerTe Doncaxs.

LIVE AND LET BE.
Live and let be! The Alpine heaven is bright ;
Tired cloudlets sleep along yon azure sea ;
Soft airs steal by, and whisper, faint and light,
’ Live and let be!

Live and let be! Is it not well to rest
Sometimes from labour? live as do the flowers?
Buask in the sunshine, lie on Nature’s breast,
Not counting hours !

Not heeding aught but on the pale, worn cheek
To feel the warm breath of the murmuring pine,
And watch on many a rose-flushed hoary peak
Heaven’s glory shine !

Is it not well? Sweet, too, at wondering eve
To list that melody of tinkling bells,
And hear old Echo in her distance wave
Endless farewells !

Night, too, hath here her music, deep and strong,
Of cataracts, solemn as an ancient psalm,
Whence the soul’s fever, born in heat and throng,
« Grows cool and calm.

Live and let be! It will be time enough
Hereafter to resume the great world’s care,
When autumn skies are troubled, winds are rough,
And trees are bare.

Then to renew the fight, the cause rewaken,
Dare all the strife, the burden, and the pain,
Rally the weak ; the downcast, the forsaken,
Lift up again !

And what thou doest then, in Peace begotten,
Shall show like Peace, her looks and tones recall,
And, all the frail and faulty Past forgotten,
Bring good to all.

Till then let nothing past or future vex
The untrammel’d soul, 'mid Nature's freedom free ;
From thoughts that darken, questions that perplex,
Live and let be!

—A. G. B., in The Spectator.

ORCHARDS.

Tue orchards of England are surely amongst the fairest bits of Nacure
still left to us. Let it be premised that by this name we do not suggest a
prosperous, well-pruned, highly-cultivated piece of land, its monotonous
rows of decorous apple trees allowing an undergrowth of gooseberry bushes,
No doubt plenty of good fruit can be obtained from such an enclosure ; at
certain seasons of the year these cannot fail to be beautiful ; but charm,
fascination, must be sought elsewhcre. The orchard of which we are
thinking is old, but not too old ; it is full of variety, yet not forlorn or
neglected. The croft is, of course, close to a gabled farmhouse, with its
picturesque grouping of barns and sheds and stacks; the ground slopes
‘upwards from the house, and around the orchard are sheltering elms,—for
fruit trees, as well as flowers, dread nothing so much as keen, blighting
winds. The trees, mostly apple trees, are scattered about on the soft grass
in charming confusion, here in vigorous youth or full maturity, there in

gnarled old age, bent and mossy, but always picturesque. Pears and
damsons and cherries grow also in our orchard, nor is there wanting a
venerable mulberry tree, or that most majestic of fruit-bearers, the walnut.
At no season is the orchard deficient in interest. In winter, in the West
Country, the mistletoe makes the ancient apple trees still green and cheer-
ful, for the mistletoe has forsaken the oak, and has transferred its affections
to the apple and poplar. But February has come, and the orchard draws
us with irresistible power. There under the old trees, amongst the moist
grass, spring the snowdrops—gentle, pure prophets of the beauty that is
coming. A few weeks later, and in many parts of England the daffodils
are sure to follow ; and they have scarcely faded, when on some morning,
as we throw open the window, we feel that the air has changed,—that, for
a time at any rate, the stern thraldom of the east wind has been broken,
and we understand that delicious bit of home-sick longing :—

Oh'! to be in England now that April’s there !

When Robert Browning’s emigrant uttered those words, surely he was
thinking of an English farmstead nestled amidst its orchards.  On this
April day we see against the tender blue of the sky a dome of snowy
blossom ; it is the old pear tree that has once more put on its court dress
for the spring festival. And what madrigals the thrushes and blackbirds
are singing! The birds rejoice in the orchard as much as ourselves ; they
have their chosen hereditary country seats. In that great pear-main, with
its deep holes, telling where branches once grew, the starlings have built
year after year, and now their interminable chatter mingles with the
general chorus. In those smaller crannies of the Keswick codling the
little titmouse weaves her snug house, and a few weeks later we shall
watch the gay little pair frisking in and out with indefatigable energy to
supply the needs of the soft, tiny, blue caps packed closely far within the
hollow bough. The brown wren also loves the orchard, and so does that
shy recluse, the little trec-creeper. But April glides into May, bringing
the perfection of the orchard’s witchery. We stand beneath the trees,
and wonder whether in creation there is anything more lovely than these
branches. The clusters of blossom and bud, the grace of the half-unfolded
leaves, the rich green of the young grass beneath, the blue of the May sky
above—what a wealth of beauty lies in these simple things! But there is
a corner of the orchard which has its peculiar charm ; the clear pond claims
a8 its own the old quince tree, the wild crabs, and the blackthorns ; and
truly the quince blossoms, with their tints delicate as those of a shell, and
their gray-green leaves, with the silvery silken lining, are a study in them-
selves. Summer is not the most attractive of the seasons, so far as the
orchard is concerned, albeit many of us can recall the delights of a seat
amidst the boughs of some old, bending apple tree, in which the adven-
tures of Robinson and Friday unrolled themselves before the childish eyes,
eagerly bent on the pages of the little brown book. But towards the
close of summer the orchard becomes a favourite haunt, as early, crimson-
streaked apples, with names so quaint that they suggest histories, begin to
ripen, dropping on the grass on dewy August mornings. Then comes the
glory of the orchard’s year as September and October bring round the
time of the fruit harvest. To enjoy these strolls under the laden boughs
there should, however, be education sufficient to guide the saunterer, and
there is a rare pleasure in watching, year after year, how our old friends
are prospering. A cruel frost late in the spring may often deprive us of
fruit from some cherished tree for years together ; then comes a genial
season, and we see our favourite once more bending beneath its rosy
burden. What interest attaches to fruit names, and how curiously varied
are the designations by which the same apple is known in different parts
of England! We cling to the apples of our forefathers, just because they
connect us with bygone generations; and it is melancholy to see them
ruthlessly banished from modern orchards as old-fashioned and ‘worn out.
Many of the new varieties have their undisputed excellences, but let us
also preserve the best of the old apples. The Ribston Pippin is becoming
extinct. Is it possible to prevent the disappearance of such a Jjustly valued
favourite? And why do we allow the small round damson to die out? ,
An English apple harvest before the days of telegraphs and telephones
comes before our memory as we write. It is a crisp autumn day, early in
October.  The orchard has been for many hours the scene of picturesque
labour, and now the mellow afternoon sunshine is fajling on the old, brown-
jacketed labourer, who stands on the ladder filling his wallet with the more
sober apples reserved for winter stores. Below stands the great basket,
already half full, while the grass beneath the trees is strewed with disre.
garded fruit. Around, in the orchard, frolic the children, for this season
is a time of unalloyed joy in their estimation. The rooks are preparing
for their evening flight, and the clear air resounds with their sonorous
voices. The sunlight falls on the water of the pond, into which the
quinces and the yellow crabs have fallen; and thither come the children
to fish them out with shouts of glee, and to take note of the harvest of
sloes on the blackthorn bushes. From the boughs of the pear tree comes
the robin’s autumn song, and “in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn,”
while over everything broods the restful peace of the year’s closing toil.—
The Spectator.

. “You may live like a gentleman for a twelvemonth on Hazlitt's
ideas,” says Augustine Birrell, in Macmillan, when speaking of Mr. Walter
Bagehot’s preference of Hazlitt to Lamb.

TuE pig piano was a reality, and not a freak of the humourists. Abbé
Montendre, of Louis XIV.’s time, was the inventor. He had a chest in
which were placed pigs of various ages, whose voices ranged from a dulcet
tenor to E flat in alto. They were manipulated by a piano key-bourd, the
ends of the keys being armed with needles, which were poked into the.
porkers’ flanks.



