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U4 hills of green, in faded sp'eodau diest,
Over the civer and the skies of ¢ 1,

The weary Summer sinketh down to rest .
And Aatumn comes her beauty to unfold.

U ct valleys green, and o er the pyae clad hesghts,
A faded gloy lingers lovingly.

And in the wo ds, in which no song deliphts,
The weaty Summer sinketh down to die.

The Jrooping flowers sing farewells i despair—
‘G ool bye, sweet Summer, from thy labours
Cease,’'—
And she teplie , whale glory fills the aur,
* If Life be Luve and Duyy, Deathiis Poace.’
=R M M, U. P Macazine

MB. HARLOWES LESSON.

¢« Helen.!

* Yes, dear.’

*Will you come up stairz immedi-
ately P

¢ Cerlaialy.’

And Helen Harlowe dropped her
towel and hastily laid down the silver she
was wiping, for when her husband spoke
in that tone some one had to hurry.

‘You'd hetter not try to make me
any moro shirts. This one is enough to
drive a man crazy. Just look atit?

¢ Why, what's the matter with it, Hor-
ace? asked Mrs. Harlowe, mildly.

* Matter? Why, everything is the
matter. Do look at these sleeves, they're
a mile too long. Neck is big enough for
a twenty-inch collar instead of a fiftcen.
Too high in the back and too low in front.
Guess you thought I was a delicate speci-
men of humanity, by the size of these
wrigtbands’ And Mr. Harlowe deris-
ivelyheld up to view a neatly finished

wristband, looking about the right size -

for an ordinary man. ‘1 repeat it, Mrs.
Harlowe, don't try to make me any more
shirts. This is the third time I have
been called on to endure such martyrdom.
1f you can ncither make a decent shirt
yourself, aor get any cne to teach you,
T'll go buy me onc; yes, 1will’

And Mr. Harlowoe slammed the dress-
ing-room door as he went in search of
another, and, let us hope, less offending
garment.

Mrs. Harlowe picked up the much
despised shirt, and spreading it out on the
bed deliberately proceeded to look it over,
and, if possible, ascertain just wherein it
failed in ity requirementa.  As shirts go,
it was a neatly finished and proper look-
ing garment cnough. Certainly it had
cost her much time and thonght.

When she had assumed the care of
her husband’s wardrobe a few months
since she had found a dilapidated state of
aflairs prevailing. Not only were shirts
much worn and fmayed, but worst of all
they were copspicuous by their absence.

Although Mr. Harlowo could not
truthfully be said to have * not a shirt to
his back,” still the ones he did possess
were but a poor apology for thn round
dozen with which tradition endows a
man.

Mrs. Harlowe bad straightway set
“herseli at work to repmir the deficiency.
At st there were some mustakes made,
but now she fondly hoped to suit her
husband. Poor thing! she had yet to

earn that a ‘prophet is not without
nionor save in his owan country nnd among
his own people.  Which being interpret-
cd mcans that a hasband's praisc isquite
fruquently very sparing when it is his wifo
that 18 conceracd, and criticism grows to
be hisalmost second natare

Mrs. Harlowe has been finding out

-
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things during her short married lifo.
Awmong them sho had found out that her
husband bad & temper. A fino thing to
carry to the world's work if a reasonable
one. A fine thing to help with all the
trinls of business, but a very pocr thing
to bring homo to a tired wife, and to
Join in the discussion of matrimonial
affairs.

Mr. Horlowe had avery disagreeable
way of presupposing one’s inferiority, and
espezinlly so was it the casn with his wifo.
Whother he really thought so or not, the
cffect was the same on Mrs. Harlowe, and
therefore she was exceedingly sensitive on
the subject, and inclined to almost doubt
her own ability.

Still, when the two traits joined hands
os in the present case, her combativeness
was roused. Ordinarily she was of fairly
even disposition, not one of the women to
fly into a passion or dissolve in tears be-
cause her liege lord expressed a contrary
opinion.

Nevertheless, sho was as nearly out of
temper as she had ever been, and as she
folded away the shirt she folded with it
certain resolutions it were well Mr.
Horace Harlowe did not know of. She
was sure her busbaud’s shirts were all
right, and just what course to pursuo she
counld not tell.

*Odear ! she sighed, *if his mother
bad made them they would bave been
perfect, and he would have praised them
to thoskies. Yet I am certain heloves
me, and I keow ho hasn't the slightest
idea bow terribly ho makes me fee). But
I'll think a way out of it yet, seeif I
don’t.’

And Mrs. Harlowe went back to her
silver, and if she rubbed the knives with
unnecessary vigor, why it was all the bet-
ter for the knives, and perbaps for the
irate Mr. Harlowe, too.

But the morc she tried to think her
way out of the difficulty the more ex-
asperated she became, and the little clond
of ill-fitting shirt bid fair to cover the
whole matrimonial horizon. At last a
happy thought seemed to strike her.

¢ Why hadn't I thought of Mabel be-
fote! she oxclaimed. ¢If any one can
help me out of this, she can.’

Hastily dressing, shc left orders for
Mr. IIarlowe's dinner, in case she should
not be home in time, and harried out to
catch the morning train to Elmwood,
where lived her friond, AMable Win-
throp.

Rushing through tho archway leading
to the Central Station, she nearly knock-
cd over a tall young Indy who was coming
towards her with equal rapidity. Tarn-
ing for the usunl apology, she recognized
the fricnd she was secking, who oxclaim-
ed:

+Well. Helen, I should think you
were ronning from fate. What isthe
matter?’

*Pm only hurrying to mecet you, my
dear,’ quictly answered our friend. *I'm
aore then glad to bave met yon, too, for
if I had gone to Elmwood I should have
been obliged to be awsy at dinner, and my
husband cspecially likes me to beo
thero then, if possible.”

*You poor dear, whata tyrant. Docs
he expect you to always sit behind the tea-
arn? Don't I wish Ihada chance to
teach him a lesson on tho rights of wo-
men, and his wife io particalar.’

And Mabel Winthrop laughed mer:
nlyasshe imagived horsclf training her
friend’s husbzaod.

PRESBYTERIAN.

‘Bat if you aro so anxious to boat
home and under the eye of tho awfal Hor-
aco, let’s sit down hero in this quiot cor-
ner and talk over affairs, for I am very
certain somo now home problem isthe
causo of that little pucker botween your
eyes.’

And Mabel critically surveyed Helen's
faco as sho flushed a littlo under her
searching oyes.

¢ Oh, it's nothing very serious, Justa
little matter that puzzles me,and Iam go-
ing tolook to your quick wit to think out
acourso to pursue.’

* Well, you certainly look as if it did
puzzlo you. I should think you were try-
ing to solve a problem in Ecclid.’

* Indead 'twould be far easier, I fancy,’
answered Mrs, Harlowe,

The fricndship of these two had been
of long duration, and was the result large-
ly of different natures ; for while Mabel
looked on the droll side of everything, and
never doubted her own ability in finding a
happy solution of every difficulty, Helen
wag more casily discouraged by things
thet go wrong. She grew to fear her own
judguent in decisive steps, and at the
presenttime she felt surethat Mabel would
seo just what to do, and could easily tell
her how to do it.

* As I gaid before, it's nothing, really.
Bat if you were fortunate enough to have
a husband, and had made him three sets
of shirts, tohave each in turn called worse
than the precedieg one, what would you
do?

¢ Well, I don't know as I can pass
Jjudgment without knowing more about the
particulars of the cas: Helen. How did
you got your pattern, and did you really
try your very best?

* Tos e first question I will say that I
had Mr. H.’s tailor cut him a pattern from
his measures. To the sccond you don't
deserve an answer.’

*I don't believe your hubby is any
more particular than most men, is he?

¢ Particular than most men! \What do
you know about men or their opinions on
shirts, anyway, Mabel Winthrop ¥

‘Enough to show you how to teach
this onc a lesson, I guess. You bave
beena longtime finding out your has-
band’s faults. I had about decided tbat
you had warricd a paragon of manly vir-
tues, when,lo and behold, he must be fitted
toashirt, and most breaks his little wifoy's
heart so he docs!” and Mabel laughed in
her merry contagious way till even Helen’s
features bad relaxed into a smilo.

* I should hato a paragon of manly vir-
tucs, and I think if Horaco has a good
wholesomo Jesson now it may open his
cyes to tho fault-finding way he has fal-
len into, for reallyit isonly thoughtless.
ness.’

So will wifely charity secek to cover
ap tho maltitude of her husband's sins,

¢ Well Helen, wmy dear, if you are
renlly in carnest wo will join hands and
raise 2 conspiracy for tho causs of woman’s
rights and the sakeof shirts’

For somo {ime longer did the friends
taik, and ovidently they camo to somo
satisfactory conclusion, for thore was
many a laugh as they laid thoir plans
against tho unsuspecting Mr. Harlowe.

When Mrs. Harlowoe took her car for
home tho little wrinklo botween her oyes
bad disappeared and in its place sho wore

a smile of amusement.

For a short time matlters ran along
smoothly at the Harlowes, no mention of
shirts raflling tho surface of tho domestic
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calm, Mrs. Harlowe not feolingit neces.
sary to treat hor husband like a Pariny
bocauso he had lost his tempor over a
shirt.
One morning at tho broakfast table,
when the coffec had been unusually good
and tho steak done to a turn, Mrs. Har
lowe remarked to bor husband -
‘I am go sorry about your ghirts, Hor.
ace; really I don't feel as if I could make
you any more; Iam not competent,}
guess. How would it do to ask your
mother to make you some ¥’
And Mra. Harlowo looked at her hus
band with every appearance of anxiety.
¢ My dear wife, you have come to s
very sonsible conclusion at last. I have
always told you that shirt making requir
ed a very superior ability. Mother will
be sure to mako something fit to wear.
Could you get tho cloth ready so that I I8
could take it in on my way to the store
this morning 7’ K
* Yes, indeed,’ angwered Mrs. Harlowe -3
as sho hastened up stairs to hide a smile.
Mr. Harlowo loft a large bundle at his
mother’s home that morning with a sti!!
larger bundle of directions and suggestions [
and if Mrs. Ilaclowe the elder had not [
been pretty well instructed she would |
have requested him to depart uato his
wife, bundle and all. As it was she
told him she would try and have the [§
shirts ready in a week, and with that be &
was forced to be content.
In the course of time the shirts cawe
home, and Mr. H. was as proud as & pea-
cock. Ho could hardly stop to eat hiv §
supper, and hurried his wife to come and @
gee his mother’s shirts! ;
Mrs. Harlowe purposely lingered aboot
the dining-room. and when at last she
came up stairs, she found her husband ar
rayed in his now garment and proudly §
surveying himself in the glass. N
*I tell you, Helen, these shirts are §
Jjust fine! Did you ever see a better HtV
craning his neck to get a botter view. .

¢ Thoy do scem to fit very well,’ said |
big wife. ‘Just exawine thesewing, will J
you? Perhaps your mother's cyes are
ailing. ~

¢ No nced of that.  Why anybody cac |
sco they avo beautifully mado ; just bean- §
tifully made ¢’

t Then they really suit yon, my dear! [
You would be perfectly satisfied to have
their maker do your shirts for all time? B
Auad Mrs. Harlowe smiled sweetly at her i
husband.

¢ Of course, what could a man want
when a ghirt fits well and is well made! §

t Then, my desr hasband, it becomes I8
my painfal duty to 1l you that the shin B
you are so proudiy displaying is tho same ¥
one you expended §0 much ire upon whea
last you tried it on. It has not bocz
touched or altered, and is the work solels
and entirely of your poor inefficient wie. [
The bundle iay untouched upon you
mother’s tablo until sho sent it home.' §

And Mr. Harlowo bad his lesson. Lt |8
us hopo he profited thereby.

WHERE STEVENSON LIVED 4§
EXILE.

Throo miles behind Apis, on a risint @
plateau that stands some 700 feet abone
the ocean lovel, lic the house and grounit [
of Vailima. * Ihave chosen theland |
ba my land, tho people to bo my peopln i
to live and dio with,” said Mr. Stoves J§
son in his gpoech Lo the Samoan chich i
and his great Jonely house boneath Vasl



