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ing whether he could ever bring her into order,
and make her ‘‘stand ?’—was he meditating
the form of some new. promise for her to take?
winding in the ends .of free action into a new
knot which she was, $o draw tight? But (so
circumstances do sjtf¥igases) it-did not terrify
her much, if he was 3 what ‘did try her, was to
see him stand there wearing such a face, and to

feel that in soine.way" she was thé cause ofiit.:

8o she stood looking at him, not quite knowin
all there was in her own face the while; an
began to feel tired, and moved a soft step back
again, and rested her hand on the great chair.

““ Mr. Rollo”—she ventured,—*¢ you never
used to mind telling me of any—ways—of mine
which you did not like; or—things—I had

done. And I suppose I can «bear it just as well
now. Though tgnt is not saying much, 1 am
afraid.”

At her first word he had looked up, and when

she had finished, came and put her into the big
chair and sat down beside jt. She dared not
look at him now ; his eyes were snapping with
fun.

‘“ What is all this ¥’ he said. *“ What do you
want me to tell you, Wych ?”

““I thought— Nothing,” she said rather has-
tily retreating within herself again. ¢ But I
did not quite understand you, Mr. Rollo.”

* What do you consicer the proper thing to
do, when you do not \mderstamf me ?”

A little inarticulate sound seemed to say that
the course might vary in different cases. ** Gen-
erally,” said Hazel, 1 wait and puzzle it out
by myself.”

“1 would always like to help you.”

She laughed a little, shyly, as it asking help [

were quite another matter, especially about un-
known things. But pondering this one minute
—it looked so harmless,—out it came in Hazel's
usual abrupt fashion.

** What you sfid about ‘ comfort’ Mr. Rollo,
—1I did not suppose you had ever wanted com-
fort in your life.”

“Didn’t you?'—.
just now !

“Well, what did you mean ?”’

““ You suppose that I have been in a content-
ed state of mind all summer for instance ?”.

““The point in hand is, why you are less con-
tented to-day,” said Hazel preserving her gra-
vity. . . -

‘)‘,What made you faint at Gyda’s —and why
have vou slept three whole days since ;" he said
gravely. ‘“You had better not bring it up,

Wyeh, or I shall want comfort again.”

¢ Oh—these three days?”’ :aid Hazel. I
have just been having my own way ; as I told
Mr. Falkirk ; and it has agreed with me splen-
didly. It was no doing of mine, tc send for Dr.
Maryland—but Byo always fidgets over me.”

““ And the fainting %—and the walk over the
hill ? over rough and smooth, where your little
feet must have had a hard time of it ;—and you
laid it up against me ?”

What had Gyda told him? Not tkat, for
that was not true. But what? Hazel’s head
drooped lower. .

““ Mr. Rollo,” she said seriously, ** if you do
not cure yourself of your habit of making state-
ments, some ddy you will acquire the habit of
making mistakes,” '

4 No, I shall'not,” he said cooly. ** You will
not let me.” -

If that were one,

He did not want much

] Hazel made no attempt to
correct it ; having no mind just then to deal
with any of his mistakes, in any shape ; remem-
bering so exactly what some of them had been.
So she sat very still, looking down at the two
small folded hands, and wondering to herself if
Mr. Rollo had cross-questioned Gyda? if he
meant to cross-question her *—and if he did,
where should she hide? That, fainting, that
walk across the hill —even now, with three
long days of .oblivion between, and the sorrow
and the doubt all pushed aside ; even she could
hardly bear the recollection ; and just caught
the deep sigh that was coming, and shut her
lips, tight, and sept it back.

And that was what had troubled him ! The
colour flitted and changed in her cheeks, in the
sort of live way Wych Hazel’s colour had, and
then the hrown ‘eyes gave a swift sidelong
glance, to see what the owner.of the grey ones
was about ! -

He was studying her, as if he had a mind to
find out all hep thoughts in their secret hiding-
places.‘ But his attention was now diverted to
something in his fingers, which he was unfold-
ing and unwrapping ; and presently he took one
of the little folded hands, the left one, and up-
on the ferefinger o ring set with a very large
emeral. . The ting fitted ; the stone was su-
rerb.  Rollo laid the -little hand, so beringed,
in his own pahm, and looked at it there ; then
his eye met Huzel’s with a bright, sweet, pecu-
liar smile.

“We shall never misunderstand.each other
again, Wych !  Shall we P’ :

It was queer, to see the colour recede and get
out of sight, asif gathering strength for its vi-
vid return.  But Hazél did not look at him,
nor at the ring, nor at anything,—did not see
any'hing, probably, just then. She caught her
breath a little; finding her words one by onc—-
“* But—l—never— misunderstood—you,’’ she
Sd]:}'\\'(,uhl you like to stand an examination
on that point ¥’ . :

Hazel considered a little. .

« [ thought just now you objected to them.
However, it will be necessary .r"" me 1o make a
a good many, sooner or laler, just to make sure
that you know what you are about in marying
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me. But to begin with this emerald.—Do you
krow what it means ?”

-]t did not occur to the girl, as she went on a
forayafter her thoughts, that she had no imme-
diate ‘Intention of marrying anybody ! But to
use her own words, that was not the point in
hand. -, .

*¢ Means :” she repeated,—which of all the
five hundred and forty things that it meant did
Mr. Rollo wish to have set forth I—*¢ But you
are to make statements—not ask questions,”
she said.

‘“It is an old jewel that T have had reset for
you. I preferred it to a diamond, because it is
a finer stone than any diamond in my posses-
sion, and because of the meaning, as I said. In
the description of John's vision in the Revela-
tion, it is said ‘there was a rainbow round
L about the throne, in sight like unto an emer-
ald.”—In Ezekiel’s vision the word is, ‘as the
appearance of the bow that is in the cloud in
the day of rain.’”

Partly shielding her face with her other hand,
Hazel sat studying the ring, her eyes intent
and grave and wide open as a child’s.

‘¢ What does the rainbow mean ?’ he asked.

‘It was a promise against desolation—at
first,” she slowly; vefy unconsciously betray-
ing what already the emerald was to her.

‘“The promise was against desolation—the
bow was the sign for the faithfulness of the
promiser. Where is your Bible ?—"

He went on, talking purposely to let Hazel
find her compositre, for he saw she was scarcely
able to take her part in any conversation. So
he went on. He knew she was listening.

““Do you see?—the rainbow °like unto an
emerald *—the rainbow ¢ round about" the
throne,”—that is the same as, ©thy fuithfulness
round about thee,’ O Lord,....who is like unto
Thee, or to thy faithfulness round about Thee I’

Se that is what the emerald means ;—faith-
fulness. First, your faith and mine ; and then,
the strength and repose of that other faithful-
ness, which is round us both ; in which—we
will both walk, Hazel, shall we not ?”

He could not tell what she was thinking of.
Not of him, apparently, for the look on the face
was far away, as if-thought had followed his
words out of sight ; yet more to something past

r,é

’

than towards other thgugs to come. So leanin
her head on her hethdshe sat, and then—stil
full of her thought--looked up at him, the same
child’s look of intentness, with words all ready
on her lips.

‘““Then in those daye,” she began— But
then came the sudden recollection of whom she
was speaking to, and what a stranger he was,
and that he was not a stranger at all ; with pro-
bably some quick realization of what she was
going to say ; for the scarlet flushed up all over
her face again, and her head went down on her
hand, and she was silent.

f“VYhat ‘in those days,’—I want the rest
of it."

‘“0Q, the rest of it is more than you think,”
said Hazel. ‘“And it is a great way off. I
should have to take you miles and miles. And
would rather—not.”’ Vo

He smiled at her, seeing the beautiful shy-
ness that did not separate her fiom him, but on-
ly put such a bloom on the fruit—such a fra-

ance on the flower. He was content. The
?r‘;,edom and fearlessness of older affection would
come in time, and it would be pleasant to see it
come. He would not hurry her ; indeed, as he
once had told her he never asked for what he
could not have, so neither did he care for what
was enforced in the giving. Better a free smile
than a kiss bestowed to order. He saw now
that she was hardly ready for many things he
had it in his heart to say. He could wait. The
readiness was there, only latent. He played
with the hand and the ring while he was think-.
ing these things. o

But now all through the old house rang out
bthe sweet bugle call ; signal for luncheon. No
bells, as has been remarked, were heard at
Chickaree. Just a moment’s hesitation came
over the young mistress, with visions of Dingee
and possibilities of Mr. Falkirk, and one glance
at her ring. Then she turned to Mr. Rollo,
giving her timid invitation as she rose up.
“You will come ?” she said,—and flitted off
quick to lead the way, having no sort of mind
to go in state. Rollo followed more slowly, smil-
ing to himself.

““Do you often have company from the cot-
tage at this time ¢’ he inquired when he had
again caught up with Wych Hazel in the din-
ing-room. .

‘¢ Sometimes—but 1 gave Mr. Falkirk such a
talk at breakfast that I shall hardly see him
again before dinner. Dingee, where is the cof-
fee
colate.”

‘“ Know dat sartain,”

as’ Rollo come in so——

“Go fetch the coffee,” said Hazel, cutting
h m short.

Rollo remarked as he seated himself at the
tible, that he *“ didn’t feel as if he could stand
Mr. Falkirk to-day.”

‘“ He is very much the same as on most days.”
said Hazel. ““T thought you always rather en-
joyed *standing* him, Mr. Rollo ¢’

““ 1t is becoming necessary for me to make
50 many statments,” said Rollo, *“that I am

etting puzzled. 1am very sony for Mr. Fal-
ﬁirk. hat sort of a talk did you give him !
¢ Mr. Falkirtk was so uncommonly glad to
see me, that [ should have been all sugar and
creamn if he had not beset me with business.
As it was, T am aftaid T—wasn’t.”
“ Not my business #°

said Dingee ; ‘ but

You know Mr. Rollo uever touches cho-.-

““ Your business ? The mills 7’

¢ Qur business then.”

‘“ Hush !'—No ! 1 have not got any,” said
Hazel, whose spirits and daring were beginning
to stir just a little bit once more, though she
felt a little frightened at herself when the words
were out. _‘‘ Mr. Falkirk wanted toknow my
sovereign pleasure about retaking the house we
had last winter.”’

““1 am very sorry for Mr. Falkirk "’ Rollo re-
peated gravely. ¢ Do you think—by and by,
when we have been married a year or two, and
he is accustomed to it,—we could get him to
come and make home with us!”

Hazel looked at him for a second, as if he
took her breath away ; but then she looked at
nothing else—or did not see it, which came to
the same thing,—for some time. Didgee a{)-
peared with baskets and bouquets, after the old

fashion, which had grown to be an established

one at Chickaree ; and his mistress looked at
them and ordered them away, and read the
cards, and did not know what names she read.
But in all the assortment of beauties there never
a rose one bit sweeter or fresher than the face
that bent down over them.

(Zo be continued.)
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FAMOUS . ENGLISH PRINTERS.

The better title would be ** Famous Printers
of English,” for many of Caxton’s successors
were foreigners. And, perhaps, this may ac-
count for Caxton’s own persistency in announc-
ing his own. natiomslity. He learned his art
abroad, and wh:g&e died it was chiefly foreign
craftsmen whe46ok it up and pervetuated it.
And thns we get German, Norman, and Bel-
gian names on the title-pages of the old vol-
umes. In these ea;jl! books the printer comes
before us as an artist™and not ss a craftsman.
His work is often more interestiny than his au-
thor. He becamne, in effect, a patron of litera-
ture. He had to make a good and wise selec-
tion, for the printing of a volume was no trifling
investment. Thus printer and author go side by
side, as J;ublisher and author have gone in later
days. Caxton and Chaucer are associated as in-
dissolubly as Scott and Constable or Byron and
Murray.  Most of these old books were what we
should call standard, and many of them were
law books. Thus, William of Machlinia is
chiefly known as the printer of the first edition
of ““Littleton’s Tenures.” It is a small folio
volume, printed in a coarse gothic letter, with-
out a date, but issued from their oftice, known
to have been near All Hallows Church.

But the most eminent of Caxton’s successors
way Wynkyn de Worde. He was probaply an
apprentice, certainly an assistant, of our En-
glish printer, worked with him at Westminster,
and issued books from the same office after his
death, Like Caxton, he was a master in his
craft, and introduced many improvements in the
new invention. His works are admirable for
their neatness and elegance. He designed and
cut his own punches, sinking them into matri-
ces and casting his own letters. He was a man
of enterprise as well as of taste and education.
The catalogue of his issues is known to have in-
cluded at least 508 examples, of which the most
notable is the ** Polychronicon.” As we have
seen, William de Machlinia publishing the first
edition of a law book, still quoted in our courts,
so Wynkyn de Worde is associated with a
schdol-book of which all scholars and students
have at least heard. This is the famoyg
‘¢ Lilye’s Grammar.” There is now no extant
copy of the work with the printer’s name to it,
but a contemporary work of Whittington was
repeatedly printed by him. Indeed, most of his
books are what we should call educational.
Books were then printed for scholars, not for
the’ circulating library, and De Worde’s cata-
logue is largely made of ** Accidences,”’ Lucida-
ries,” ¢ ards of Words "—a phrase some-
what analogous to the Latin anthologia—and
‘¢ Promptuaries for Little Children.”

A contemporary of De Worde, and a fellow
workmen with him in Caxton’s office, was Rich-
ard Pynson, a Norman by birth, and the intro-
ducer of that useful series.of works which form
the basis of subsequent ** Year Books,” as they
were called by him, and still retain his title.
Here, again, we find edvcation to be the chief
motive of issue. The first treatise on arithmetic
published in this country was printed by Pyn-
son—the date 1522, the title * Libri 4 de arte
supputandi,” and the author one of the first
mathematicians of the age, Tonstall, Bishop of
London. Pynson styled himself * King’s Prin-
ter”” on his title-pages, but though his successor
held a patent, it is not believed that any pre-
vious right of that kind had been given by the
Crown. The new art was, however, not to be
confined to the capital. The men of letters in
those days were the bishops and ecclesiastics,
and soon all the great cities set up their printing
offices and published their issues. But it is no-
table how the master printer was generally o
foreigner. One of the most eminent of them
was Peter de Triers, & native of the town now
generally known as Tréves, who sturted his
office at the south side of the Thames, where he

ublished Latin works of Cato and Erasmus.

rom this time presses began to be ficely sot up.
The universities—Canterbury, ‘Norwic , Tavi-
stock—became great centres of this kind of
trade, and it is recorded that in 1538, when
Cardinal Wolsey visited his native town, he
commemorated the visit by cstablishing a print-
ing-cflice at Ipswich.

Seotland soon followed in the wake of Eng-
land, and Ireland came last. Ireland was in

[

‘work worthy of his name.

fact the last European country—unless we can
call Russia a European country in the 16th cen-
tury—which received the art of printing. A vol-
ume of the Book of Common Prayer, printed in
Dublin so late as 1551, is the first Irish book,
and this was followed by a liturgy for the use of
the Scottish Highlanders printed in the Irish
character. The interest of these publications
has been chiefly their antiquity. They are cur-
ious and archeological. Clearness and beauty
of type came afterwards. In that department
our printers have certainly been surpessed by
foreigners— Aldus, Elzevir, and even Didot be-
ing superior. One of our greatest: names is
John Baskerville, whose publications are still
occasionally to be picked cheap on the London
bookstalls. He was no tradesman in his craft,
but spared neither pains nor money to make his
Printing with him
was in fact what Walter Shandy would have
called his hobby-horse. He is said to have
spent £600 before he could get a single letter
which came up to his own standard of excel-
lence, and he had invested thousands in the
business before he could make it pay. - In fact,

.with him it was not a business, but an art. He

did not adopt it to make, but spend money al-
ready made. His issues have very much the
same kind of excellence as compared with con-
temporary and subsequént prints that Josiah
Wedgwood’s plates and vases have with refer-
ence to their modern rivals. He saw to every-
thing himself. He manufactured his own print-
ing ink, presses, moulds. Though he was a
wealthy man he was not ashamed of the trade
which he had adopted. In fact, it was not a
trade for him, but an occupation. On the pa-
nels of his carriage he had caused to be painted
a series of the different processes in printing.
His chief excellence was in the construction of
his italic letters. They are thought by judges
to stand unrivalled for freedom and symmetry.
Many of his books were printed from silver
types, and thus gained a delicacy which makes
the paEer almost like vellum. We shall scarcely
again have such a printer. The man was an ec-
centric ; found his reward, not in what he made
by his books, but in what he made them. He
died at the beginning of this century, and order-
ed that he should be buried in his own garden,
and his dying wish- was  respected. Since his
day science has been busy in invention and its
application to art, but his work holds its place
still. We have had greater printers, but we have

scarcely had better printed books.
ARTISTIC.

MR. MILLAIS has almost finished his portrait
of Mr. Carlyle, and it is suggested that so important and
interesting a work should be acquired by the trustees of
the National Gallery for the nation.

THE excavations undertaken by the German
Goveroment in Olympus ooutinue- to give the most satis-
factory results. he latest objest found is a statue by
Praxiteles : a Meroury in uaiiiiéholding under its arm
8 young Bacchus. . L

A DISTINGUISHED artist’ is painting for
Barouess Burdett Coujts a series .of sketohes of Mr.
Henry Irving in his various characters on the stage.
‘The portraits of Mr. Irving in the Courier of Lyons,
as seen in the shop windows, are very curions—the one
on the right of the spectator reminds 6se of ** Leech.”

AX interesting discovery has been made hy
the contractor for the erection ‘of the huildings for the
new cemetery at Keynsham.  About three feet below
the surface an ancient Roman floor was found intact.
All the stones, which are of the white lias format on, are
éxactly an inch square, and appear to have been laid
with a kind of cement, some of which is still adbering to
the stones.

———t -

HUMOROTUS.

ONE of the most common spactacles on the
street just now is & young man with a long duster, a
carpet-bag, and some borrowed money, speeding away
to spend his vacation in the country.

Tug gleam of joy that illumines a man's face
as he feels in his vest-pockett aud thinks he has ot just
one match left to light his cigarette with, is only equalled
by the look of dire despair that settlis upon his brow
when he finds that that match is only a seeond-hand
toothpick. : !

A sPLENDID item about a man getting kicked
all to pieces by a horse recently, was utterly spuiled hy
the carelessness of the man himeself, who climl-ed into
the haymow and stayed there until the horse quit kick-
ing, and yet .a cold world may Llame the reporter for
this. :

————
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The Canadian Illustrated News kceps up the mark
it has ,alrendy made as, not merely the only itlustrated
weekly published in the Dominion, but one of the best
in the world. The number for last week contains a full
tamily group, * Her Majesty Queen Victoria and the
members ef the Royal Family.”  FEvery one desirous of
P ing this mag picture should order the
1lustrated News of last week.—Sherlrooke Gazette.

““No need of having a gray hair 1 your
head,” as those who use Luly’s  Parisiun Hair
Rencwer say, for it is without doubt the miost
appropriate hair dressing that can be used, aud
an indispensable article for the toilet table.
When usiug this pre] aration you require neither
oil nor pvmatum, and from the halsamic yro-
perties it contains, it strengthens the growth of
the hair, removes all dangruﬁ' aud leaves the
scu}f‘) clean and healthy. 1t can bLe had at the
Medical Hall and from all chemists in large
bottles 50 cents each. Drvins & Bowrrtox,
Druggists, Montreal, have been appointed sole
agents lor Canada.

HEARINC RESTORED—Creatinvention by
one whn was deaf tor 20 years. Send stamp f r parti-
ulars.  JN0. GARMORE, Loek-box 903, Covington. Ky.



