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and empty benches; but his heart gave an un-
mistakable leap when he distinguished one
amongst them, and saw that Miss Winter was
in her usunld place 1t tho extreme end of the
long room, and close to tho fire.

AMiss Winter, in  coquottishly slmpte gray
dross, trimmed with dollente fur, was warming
her hatds at the bluze, and, ns usual, neglect-
ing her enxel, on which stood o very imperfect
repeesentation 1o ehulk of o clussic hend crown-
el with acanthus Jeaves,

She looked up demurely when the master ap-
pronched, roturning s quict, ¢« Gowd morning,
Indiex,” with a greeting even nore carefully
guarded from nny particnine expression, but she
did not move from the fire.

¢ And how have you got on to-dny, Miss Win-
ter?" Mr, Moore asked, gravely, as be paused
before the neglected ensel.

1t Is so cold to-dnuy,” wans the youug lady's
reply, with a little shiver, nnd a swift upward
glanee from under hor bright halr,

« That is not an answer to my question,”™ Mr,
Moore obseeved, endeavoaring to concontrate
his attention on the hewd 1o chalk.

«f am sure 1L s, or would be, Mr, Maoore, i
you waere not so citluently practlcal, It means
that, belng so cold, my ingers were unturally
stHT; so thint when I began to touch up Bacehns,
or whovever he may be, I only gave him too
mueh eycbrow, That's all 've done to-day,
Mr. Moore.’

s 1 thought ns muel, Now iet e see how
industrious you can be, and whnt progress you
can malke before I return, Your fingers must
be warm now, 5o come from the lrce.”

Eve obeyed In silence, and the mastor Heft

her, nid went cheerfully through his duties,

with & word of encouragement and kindly
criticism for ench papil.

As I have sald, they were few in number to-
day; prinelpally red-checked school-girls, who
tluttered u little, and nudged each othier vaguely,
when Mr, Moore npproachied ; but whose sensi-
bilities were not too much excited by the unde-
ninble admiration they feel for this quiet and
rather languld youug man, to allow thew, after
he had puassed on, and wis unce more at Miss
Winter's side, Lo continue the erunching of bon-
bons, with which they were swectening their
iabours.

Eve was incorrigibly idle this morning, and
instead of trying to improve the perronal ap-
pearance of the injured god, she hadl been
drawing little sketehes from o rare searlet
tlower, which sbe had brought from the conser-
vatory at Lea.

Mr. Maore, seelng this, took the Liower from
her hand, and deslred her to attend to her
work.

Mixs Winter obeyed nguin, nud for five min-
utes she appearecd to be extremely busy. Then
she threw down her erayon-liolder, and ex-
¢laimed, goftly, Do be kind this morning, Mr,
Moore; never mind Bueehitus and his eyebrow;
but tell me sgomething about pletures, or paint-
ers, or show me somethiug protty, as you used
to do, on ralny days, when there were =0 fow to
attend to. [ coufess 1 nn idlo o-day.”

s« And that §s 50 unusnal In Miss Winter, that
I am to Indulge her in consequence?” The
master’s tone was severe; bul his eyes were
smiling down on the chunging rnee, aplified
engerly to them,  Well, what shall [ show
you " he asked, relentingly. Aud as bethought
of the skoteh In the portfollo, he thonght, with
n gtrange satisfaction, ¢ Rhe has brought it on
herself."”

¢ Whatever you think I shall like tosee,” Eve
answered, still softly, as though she feared to
attract the attentlon of the othar puplir, rho
were uncousclously crunchiag thelr Innocent
bon-bong with their backs turned on this ro-
mance of renl life.

So Mr. Moore proceeded to amuse Miss Win-
ter, and to that end, opened a portfoito full of
his own drawlngs, banding them, one by one,
into Eve's white hand, nnd listening to hoer little
chattering comment apon each, as she knelt
down by the lire to lonk at them, gianeing up
ocenslonally at the tall figure that stood beside
her.

i Ashy-Dene! Oh, how pretty! Do you re-
member what a pleasant pic.nic we hnd there ?
Yeas; there §s the witterfnll, and the great ches-
nut-tree. What a lovely little sketeh! Oh,
Miss Beresford, with her hatr dressed to death,
as usual. Poor Laura! she ought to be flatter-
ed, I'm sure, Mr., Moore, that you remember
her faco so well; or did she sit to yon? No?
Well, it :is a capital lHkeness. Of course, you
think her pretty ? 1 thought so; most 1en do
admire rosy cheeks aund black eyaes. 1Is that
our garden-walk at Len, with the fountain?
Whant charming little bits you make out of the
most common-pluce muterinls! What Is that
in your hand ? It 1s the lust, 1 see.”

« Parhaps you hnd botler not look nt this one,
Miss Winter,"” Lhe artisl sald, n dark flush rising
to his broad forchend,

A little petulant, ¢ S8how it to me,” was the
young lady’s answer, as sho took It from his
hand, smiling, and looked at it.

But the smtile died from hor lips as she look-
ed, and she grew very pale.

It was a pleture of young Laurunce and Lady
Clara Vero de Vere ; and on the henrtless
boauty’s breast, asshe rtood looking down care.
lessly on her rustic lover's despair, there
gleamed a bunch of holly-berries, and dark shin-
ing leaves.

Cuareloasly as it was done, Eve kuesw theface
in the picture for her own, and rend, with a
beating heart, tho fow words scrawled nnder the
skotch—

« I know you, Clarn Vere de Vore !

With a trembllng hand, sho gavoe it back, and
tried to speak, bul she broke down ; and with a
piteous look Into Grabum's cold fitce, she waited
to hear what he would sy.

Without nppearing to notice her emotion, Mr.,
Moore began to gather up the drnwings, and put
them brok iuto the portfollo, observing gnietly,
ak he did #n, « Youdont like the last one,
then ?” -

Something in his unconcerned manier—and,
ah ! how much it ¢nst him toassumo that man-
ner—stung Eve into replylng ns coolly. The hot
flugh faded from hor cheek. She rose, and stood
by his side. .

#Ah, yer; it is very good I” she satd. ¢ But
Iam afraid all my sympathics are with Lady
Clara, that quoen of coquettes. Veory improper,
1 know ; but, I dare suy, young Laurence be-
came £o'insuflarably stupld, after a time, that
slic was obliged to give him hls congé.”

« Or, pertiaps, she took fright at his thick boots
and hard bands—poverty | That 1s too much
to endare for the truest love—is it not 7

# Men are 80 fond of insisting on it, in that
amiably sarcastic tone, that I begin to think it
is trne—nat lonst, in-theolr oaso. 1t is they who
fear 'it' moat, aftor all. They dare ask o wo-
mnn to share her lifo with them — to glve her
best self into their keenlnz: but to enduro a
1ittle privation, they are not noblo enough—thoy
do not oredit her with nobility onough for
that ! Thongh, indeed, few moen would be worth
the sacrifice I”

Pale and agltated, Miss Winter turned away,

¢ and began to put on her gloves; all pleasure
was over for that morning.

.* , Graham's face had lost all its affeetation of

indifference ; eagerand glowing, ho followed her

. ‘impédtuous movemaouts with passionale oyes.

¥What hopes, and fonrs had not that scornful

i}istie spoech roused within him ! One kind word

Dee

would have declled his fitte; but he was not
wise to ask for it Just theu,

s« But you would have turned youns Luaurcucy
awny, Miss Wintor 2 he asked hreathlessly,

" She turned, and looked into his fice for ashort
momaont, Decldedly the youns huly's tetanor
haed been ramed s for though a sharp pang thrill-
ed throtgh her hewrt ot hils wisttal, limploviug
expresston, she replicd enrelessly, 4 Ah tnodoudbt
1 should ! Ddislike thick boots ! tinod mnorn-
fng, Mr. Moore I

Al ko she went away :an:d the master going
to the window, watehed her down the street,
nntil her golden hend wnd violet pettieont were
lost in the distanee ; then he returned to his
dutles, .

The scarlet flower that Eve Winter had worn,
lay on her casel still. Mr. Moore took it up, and
carried 1t home, and put it in n glass of water,
whence it shone, In his lonely pavlouar, n spot of
warm, living eolour throughout the dark De-
cember day, lonking as strange nmidits shabby
surroundings, Graham thought, bitterly, as the
youny lady might bave dons who had carvied it
on bor breast foe a little time.

CHAPTER 1V,

S the red hot-housr Nluwer hecame the text
of 1 loneg sermon to G Moore,  For the
first tmosince he had began tolove Bve Winter,
he dared tolook soberly Into his own heart, and
thinl of what he snw there.

o I will waste no more $ime indangling after
a practised coquette,” he sald to himself, in the
course of that dreary afternonn, ¢ I cannot al-
ford to give her so much ot my time, though she
vitluex it and me at <o little.

s And I have been deluding myself, liko ami-
serablo fonl, with the ldea that 1 conll rival
handsome IIal Chorluke, with nis London-made
clothes, aml nalimited supply of pale-coloured
gloves, sud hls great honse and fortune. I, »
disappointed man, whose pletures don’t sell, and
who wlll nevoer be nnythlag better than i bidly-
pald tescher of drawlng as long as T Hve! What
i lvely finoy remnins to me after my two-und-
thirty years !

«1 hive Invested constderably myself in pale-

coloured gloves during the last six months, be-

cause, forspoth, I must appear better off' than 1

any, I had better have spent the money on those

objectionnble thick-hoots : they wonld earry me

comfortably through the rain and the snow, to

my pupils  Thut is the Ufe to which I must ac-

ceustom myself, and I will begin from this hour.

I will shuat the eyes of my heart on that little

drawing room, rosy, nnd glanclng with tirelight,

where sho I3 nestling now, no doubt—that pretty,

graceful Indolence envelopinglher like . mist—

n very deslruble nttribute iu the wife of a strug-

glingman! What have I to do with a little

exotie Hke her . And Chorlake — of course he

will be there to-ulght, hanglng over her as she

sings, hroathing {n that vugue scent that always

c¢lings nhout her shinlng halr—looking into her

exvos ! Ol my darling P Aad here the unhappy

young man broke down with something ltke a
sob, < You wlill glve yourself to him, thoush

you belong to e, Oh, Eve!—my Kve ! — my
wilful love! If T did not know that you loved

me, ) could resign you to that kindly heart
without a single selfish regret. But, now, he will
give you shining gowns, and diamonds for your
pretty throat, and pleasant scents and sounds ;

but he will not make you happy with them, my
poor child ! He eannot; for, within the last few
months, you have become consclous of a deeper
want thanthese can satisfy. Oh, If I dared—"

The master's oye fell on the scarlet flower ut
that moment, and the sentence remained unfi-

nished,

Naturally enough, Miss Winter, too, had been

thinking matters over that dreary afternoon,
When she left thy school in the morning she
was decldedly angry, whethier with hersclf or
with Grahinm Moore the young lady could not
declde : so, Instead of golng stralzhi home, she
wandered along n crooked old lane which would
bring her to the xenr, she knew, though after
muny windings, in order to have a little tine to
herself forrefloction.

The snow Iny deepalong the road, and on the
bare hedges and trees by tho way, andyghe sharp
frosty wind blew koenty in her fn making two
great Llush-roses of her checks; yet, she lin-
gered over lier cheerless wallg, absorbed by her
own thioughts, and heedless of the eold.

#] wonder how he dared show me that
sketoh!” she was saylng to herself. « Andyet
Iliked him better this morning than I have ever
done, and Aunt Erroll would be shocked If she
knew how much that meant! Bat 1l deny, T
uttorly deny that I have ever‘trified’ with him,
as my charming sisterliood in Maonksholm
would say. I huve heen careful toavoid coquolyy
with him, whitever 1 may have done with poor
Hal Chorlake, T have shiown Mr, Moore, more
respecl, 1 know—boen more deferentinl, and so
forth ; but he Is so poor, and ko sad, how could

Ihelpit ? And the respect T have been silently
pying Lo his poverty and hix disappointed lifis,
he hns fnterproted as the wilfil manceuvre of
an {dle coquette.

s How clear-sighted these men are! Is it
worth our while, I wonder, to try to be better
than thoy think us !’ And how long am I to go
on rotusing my poor Hal, who does love me, for
a man of whom I have been wenk enough to
think a great denl too often ; just because he
has a melancholy face, and magnificent Innzuld-
looklng eyes, I suppose—for what do I know ‘of
him besides, excoptl that hie ovidently thinks
very lightly of mo ¢  Well, it must soon come to
an endd, this doabt and suspense. I don't think
I am romantic, but [ notice that of late I havo
henrd tho hours strike during the night a great
many ttmes—my sleep I8 restless—I wake tired
awd fretful. Mr, Moore's triumph over o would
be complete, indeed, If he could gness the reason
of all this; but he does not know of it, and he
nevor shall,

« 1 daresay he thluks my life & paradise from
morning till night : ho doos not know thatlam
dependent on Aunt Lucy’s bounty for the pretty
dresses, and bonnets, and gloves 1 wear; and
that she, kind as she Is, fully expects mo to
make a ‘good mateh’ i{n return for her patron.
agoe and ghelter,

#Ah! how Graham Moore would desplse me
if he knew that I only came down here to tant-
alize Hlal Chorlake, and make him follow mo,
and lerd him on toa proposal! I did; but then
I did not love any one. Now——-"

A honvy sigh ended the reverle, and Mlss
Winter, looking at her tiny toy of a watch, all
blue enamel and brilliants, quickened her paco;
for Mra. Erroll did ool like to be kept walting for
luncheon.

The rosy glow of the fire looked very fricndly
whon Eve reached home after her long walk,
and the comfortably sprend table was nota thing
to be desplsed ; so she submlitted with a smllo
to belng gontly seolded by Aunt Luoy’s well-bred
voice, and to having hor wraps removed by
Aunt Lucy’s plump white hands.

“'¢ Naughty chilld I” that lndy sald; ¢ you must
be starvod. I shall certalnly forbid your golng
to that drendful school again. As for me, Iam

hitve ‘ynu been, dear ? But there! you must
have a little wine beforo you tell me. What
protty pink cheocks your walks has given you,
ton; and Mr. Chorlake hus only just missed sco-
ing thom, poor fellow 1"

« Ho has boon here, then ? Eve asked, care-
lensly.

famished. Luncheon directly, Stoshens. Whero-

s My darling, e has been horo all the morn-
Ing. 1o declares—a little fowl, dear 2—that you
promisind to see him.*?

o ] believe I disd, anutle; but I forgot allabout
hlta, and my promise too”

oo LIS tempes s been something dinbollen!
in consequenae,  Hoe has divided his spleon be-
twaen poor Fio and moe ; but I think I bave huad
thir worst of i

s PPopr Auntie ! Eve lauzhed ; s and poor
Flo! There's o kiss for the prinelprt victim,
aml nowmerry-thought for the other. IBut what
has  Mr, Chorlake  been doing that is so vory
dreadrul 7

Mes, Frroll sizhe:d, Flo, beingonly a fut, white
poacdie, with very pink eyes, contented horself
witha punsive nttackon the merry-thought.

LEve finished her sherry, and went hnck tothe
fire. *Rellave your mind, Aunt Luoy,” she
salil, gally § ¢yon may be sure of iy doop-
est sympathy,”

o My dear Eve, T don't know whero to begin:
e has taugled every skaln of silk and every
recl of cotton it my work-hasket 3 he hins pulled
at laisst n handtul of waool ofl' poor IMlo’s unoflond-
fneg buek s he has pliyed the most feightfal dis-
cards on the plana; and when two o'clock came,
and there was still na sign of yoa, he looked so
wupzeronsty Inclined to eat me, that I thought (i
privlent o olter him somne hmeheon § but that he
evl lently Inoked upon as a serlons personal af-
front, for he rushml ofl’ like o whirlwind, to my
unspeakable reffefl”

s Poor 1Eal!” Bve exclaimed, with a silvery,
Hitle langh, ¢ We shall see him  to-night ol
Mrs, Bervesford’s, and then T will make my
pence.”

« 1 shall not be surprised if you have some
news o tell e, when wereturn,” Mrs, Erroll
siuld  sigultieantly, with o gentle pat on Eve's
curly heald.  « And Eve, doar, of course you aroe
not golug 1o b foallsh j there is no time to be
loit, remember. 1 am so weary of this place,
thatdirectly you are settled, I shall joln your
Aunt Emtly {n Paris—1 neced somao chunge ; so
be o gand girl, and put Mr. Chorlike out of his
paln at once.”

« Wil 1t be patting him out of pain to marry
bim when 1 nn just n little fonder of im than
you ure of Flo, Aunt Luey ' Kve spoke scri-
ously, looking up with anxious, beautiful eyes
tnto Mrs, Frroll's exlm face.

s My durling Fve,” that lady replied, with a
becoming shudder; ¢ don't be gushing, 1 im.
more of you ! Leave that to the girls who have
no other resource. You are a very charming
woman, my love, and you have just enough
heart to give tone and colour to your charms.
Pray don't let it interfere needlessly with your
advancemeont inlife, Sentiment is llke rouge:
it helghtens beauty only when Judiclously em-
ployed, and in small quantities,”

Eve laughed, and her aunt went on, encour-
uged.

“ You have played your eards very well, Eve,
like « thorough llttle woman of the world, aud
you don’t want to reslgn Mr. Chorlake and The
Beechos now that they are at your feet, to the
tender mercles of these dowdy Monksholin
girls, No! you will take your place sbove thom
all—thie pince to which your heauty and tact
entitle you, You wonld be very much out of
your eglement in o sphere that would suit them
exnctly—in the curate's shabby parlonr, for in-
stance or preshling over none o'clock dinner
us  Jittle | Dr. Golstone's wife. But, Indeed,
your own cipldish experience must have
taught you tfhie folly of an improvident mar-
ringe.” )

s 1t hus,

-

mtlo 3 for, surely, al] our
mlzery, '+l ‘on, was the result of pov.
erty. T éannotl think of my mother’s sufferings
now, without crying over thom.”

Mrs. Erroll nestlad comfortably §n the cush-
lony of her easy chalr.

“Your molher married for love, Eve,” sho
suld, drily.

«“ And, yot,” Eve wont on, «Idon'tthink be-
ing poor i< 5o very dreadful tn ilself, anntle : 1
eoulld marry a poor man, I I thought he would
not get to love me less when I wore the same
dress very often, and looked anxious, nnd was
sumetimes cross beeause, in splte of mysolf, I
cotuld not hielp missing my old comforts — my
bhaths, aund my silk dresses, and my little pony-
carringe. Oh, Aunt Lucy, it Is not we, but the
met, who chnfe unider the change; and then
they ceuse 1o eare for us, becnuse, for their
suke, we have lost the smile, and tho colour,
and the roundness, and gajvty that had at
first oharmed them into all they could feel of
love I

s [ittle cynic !” Mri, Erroll answered, fondly. |
4« My Eve Is uot golug to lose any of her protti-
ness ntall. That gray slik dress Is vory becom-
lug, dear. I, for my part, havo no desire to soc
it changed for a russet gown, such as wo used
to rend of [n sentlmental novels, when J was a
girl, or those very dimpled elbows reddened
by attention to domestic details,. No; bo a
good girl—avall yourself of that poculiar infin.
ence yot1 suem {0 exerciso over every mnn fato
throws in your way ; say ¢ Yes,' to-night, and
ask Aunt Luey to come nnd pay you a pleasant
visit, when you are Mrs. Chorlake, of The
Becchos,”

¢ Denr Aunt Lucy !" Eve answered, absently.
She was looking wlistfully into the flre; her
heart was beating with a strangoe trouble,

A vague sense of triumph at Mr. Chorlake's
evident subjection—of regret, almost remorse
for Grabam Moore's disappointment that morn-
lug—scemuer blent with a feverish conclonsnoess
thinat hor aunt's cnreless words as (o heor influence
over the feelings of tnost men, were true,

Two strong hiearts Iay in her woale little hand;
otliers might yicld as these had done—lifo might
havo somo strange romance in store for her,
sonic joys and sorrows deopar than those ofthe
women she met, every day, contonted with the
monotony of thelr unventfl lives. Sheguessed
wonderingly at the capabilities of hor own na-
turo for suffering or for delight, looking Into her
henrt’s future with enlm oyes, as though at
someothing apart from herself—somaothing to be
written about in paysionate snatohes of ver.e—
sometbing to give colour to her refinéd and nym-
pathotle pinylrg, and fervour to the ballads sho
sang with so much artistic feeling.

# Bettor to suffor, than to stagnate,” she
thought. Aund hore] her meditations wero in-
terrapted by n focble romonstrance from the
poadle, whichbegnn to constder itself negloctod ;
8o I'lo was lifted into Aunt Luoy's perfumod lnp,
and caressed by two pairs of protty white hands,
untll hor usual amiabllity was resiored.

(T'0 be continued.)

WOMEN'S FRIENDSHIPS,

Thore is scarcely anything in itsolf so nhso-
lutely trivial as the friondship which in a cor-
tain class of socioty ono woman forms for an-
othier, at the shortest posstble notice, and as
quickly ropudlatos. Gunged by fervency o1
outward demoustration, these statos or phasos
of mutual liking are woll worthy of the nnmo
ot friendship, but they fall when tested by a
more ablding standard. Satire desplses so In-
signifionnt a target. The habit (for it is nothing
moro) {s by most womon soon outgrown, and is
so antiroly barren of resulta for good or for ovll,
that inthe pauses of the mora serlous ovents of
life It meroly excites a paasing smlle. Those

who from n polut of interest nearer or more ro-

mote watch these ebbs and flows of affoction do
not Interfore, recognizing at once their folly and
thielr hmrmilessnoss. It 1s possidle, however,
that In traclng bieek theso effects to tholr cause,
we may find soino mora definlte ploco of useless-
nusy, which enn ant lenst be muarkad for do-
stractlon, If only this onrth wore troncher—
shaped, as some long-hended man had tried in
our time toshow, stauking maney on his opinion,
it woull then be ensy to eart away many nal-
snnees amd sheer absurdities of Jong stwiling,
anl tip them ovor the edge, lenving those who
mourned their 10ss to follow them ; but gravity
nots allke on the usoful and the useless, The
wiser plan is to lay our finger with whnt precl-
sion we ean on the unsound tree, and trast to
sme strong wooliman of a future generntion to
pnss that way with hisaxe. To ratur.: to our
subject, the ephomeral nature of what are
kknown as ¢ women’s friendships.,” Thoy are
seldom unworthily formod; the two womoen
who, for an infinitely small space of their llfe's
path are twinnad in thought and tastes, are in
general equarlly matcheld, wud 1t I8 rere for the
unlon to ho soverod by tho discovaery of base-
noss on one side.  On the other hand, we to-
member the ¢ase of 4 man who recelved the
sinish” of a University odueation falling in
with an Ameriean on the Continent, nml, after
an aequaintance of exactly four dayvs, bringing
him home to stop at his mother’s house. They
arrived kite nb nlght, after the Lindy of the house
had retired to bed; but when in the morning
sbo oxpecled tn make the nequaintance of her
sou's friend, it was found that he and the spoons
had vanlshe:d in the nlght. Such hastily-cement-
ed fri ndships are, however, rare batwoeoen men.
‘The characterlstic fontures of these brief
flashes of friendships, onses tn n (desert of com-
monplace, as some young ladiex would eall
tha:n, are the gush and fervour with which they
are sustalned, and the gquiet way in which they
Qo a ntural death, ¢ How i Saeall Joues ¢
«Oh,” siys Miss Smitth, « T haven't heard any-
thing of her for manths.” “ Bat you used to
wrlte to her every week "—(very stilly). ¢ Miss
Jones anl I used to correspond.” It would seemn
that there ix one common rool from whleh
spring all the hindrances besetting a womnn's
career. This shallowness, llke every other
characterlsiic fault, has its root in the fulse no-
tion of female education which, until lately, has
prevailed,

1By nature impuistive, the girl {s taught that
the muin object of her life ls to make herself o
showy und agreeable eompanion. She learns
her stock of little arts and accomplishments
with no idea of beneliting or himproving herself,
but merely to compel the admiration of others,
Thus, the honest metal of her heart is overlaid
with & coat of gilding, the more dazzllng the
better, As she grows up she discovers, or shie
is sann told, that these arts and blandlshments
must not be brought to benr dircctly on the ap-
posite sex,  Society will not allow any opeun use
of the weapons with which she has armed her
madden warriors, They must not, howevar, be
awfered to rust; so, by the way of practlce, ns
well as toawe the male foe by the sight of thelr
skill, these young ladies set themselves to fight
a way Into ench other's alfections. In this
battle she wins who {5 most demonstrative, and
80 the two beeome fast friends, sunid kisses nnd
mueans of victory. Before long the quick femnle
wlit sees exnctly how much of thly aminbility
has been put on, Both sides had bnen carried
away with the belief, half felgnod and half
renl, that two sueh sympnthizing natures had
never mat befare, that here wasr the penesls of
a life-long friendship; in cooler moments, the
artiflelnlity of the whold thlng dawns upon
them, and by mutual agreement It {s suffera:l to
drop. Such, we think, is the liistory of many
of these frieadships; certuinly no harm Is dane
by thomn, but with equnl certainty uo good.
Wiy should a girl be tnught that hor happiness
is moasured by her power of nmusing others,
and the minount of shallow atlectlon which upon
nceasion shecun make display - A truer tenech-
ing would tell her to be sineere In word and
deed, o make herselfl attraetivoe indeod to all;
but to reserve her deeper regard for those who
have some of the sieadfastness of purpose anmt
honesty of heart whiech mark # ronl fricud,
She need not be deticiont In those amenities
which make the wieel of life run smonthly;
but, baviog received from Nature the double
gift of a line instinet, and an Impulsive longing
for sympathy, she should let the Impulse be
guided by the instinet, and chonse only those
for hor frionds in whom she has discerned under
all outward gloss the trne metal. We have iu-
dicated the error which underlles those mlis-
called frlendships. In themselves barmless
onough they sorve tn show the sourco from
which spring others less harmless. It should be
no unimpartant part of a young girl’s education
to give her na distinet notlon of her eoalllng and
position In lfe. If she is taught to trond firmly
the path of independenco, she will no longer,
by her confldences llghtly placed and lightly re-
moved, cast a stur on that most beautiful and
enduring of passions—the love of woman,—
Social Review.

THE SELFISHNESS OF HUSBANDS.

No wifoe thinks herself aggrieved beeause her
husband, instead of a pony-carria zo for her and
the childron, keeps a hunter for hlmself, or
because he has hls own private dinner while
she sharves the family menl. On the contrary,
to a cortatn extent, tho English wile likes hor
lord and master ta be seltlsh, and oncournges
him Lo it she has always been taught that her
first duty 1s to her husband, nmd sho follows out
the Jesson Implieitly, and takes a plensare in
snving shillingz that ho may waste pounds, The
fret is n prrt of our nationsl charactor, and Is
hardly likely ever to be much altered, The In-
bourer's wife Is rather proud of the facl that hor
husband heats her at times when hoe s more
than usually disposed to realize that patriarchal
idaal which is the keynote of the English family.
And go the wife of the mtddle class is nlso so-
crotly a little proud of her husband’s self-indul.
gences. She grumblew, perhaps, but she would
not for the world have him glve up his club, or
his annual visit to the Derby and Oaks, or his
fina rogalias, or his cxponsive claret. Aud fora
kind word or two, or a touch of that old toador-
ness of whieh so little now romains, she would,
{udeed, endure almost anything without a mur-
mur, Hor one plensure is tho usual sea.sido
trip. And as long ay that {8 securo, she caros
very Uitle how dull and naked and choorless 1s
hor Uife for tho other eloven months, or how
many peily annoyances havo to ho endured, and
petty cconomlies praotised, .

The husband’s selfishness, ngaln, is grontl
dne to the faet thnt he spends so little of his
timo in bis wife's company; Solfishnoss such
as that of which wo spenk Is not innato; it Is
rather a bad hablt. ' What a man allows himself
once or twice as a trent, ho soon comos to re-
gard as & matter of course. But he yet may be,
and possibly 1s, a very gonorous fellow. The
solflsh man in esse is, indoecd, as ofton as not
the gencroua man in posse — tho link boetween
tha two belng that very good nature, whioh
when a man i3 alono, takes self for Its object.
Men sae fur too 1ittle of thelr wives, Tho «olub”
is far too important a faot in thelr life. They
leavo homa early and como home late, and the
gloom of the English sabbath ocasta itself over

all thelr home life. And who can doubt that
the indircet cnusoe of all this s that post of large
famlilies with which LEngland labours. It is
Mrs. Shindy snd % the ohildren” who are walted
upon by the girl in pattons, But let a man have
one chilld, or, nt the outside two, or, 10 he be
fairly well ol porbups three, hio Is alimost suro
to be a different man.  Ho will go nbout with
his wife, an{ gpond money upon o hundred it
tle eheap nuil pleasnnt mmmusements, It Is ng-
tonishing how mueh enjoyment enit be got out
of i few shillings judiciously spent.  But then,
whare it Is casy enough 1o take wbout o wlfe, or
n wife and child, it §s diMeatt, troublesome, amd
annoying to take nbout o family of a dozen, A
man bs in his henrt always a Hitlo ashamed of
playing Darby’ and Jonn. Aund—In Justice to
husbands—it must be admitted that thare Is a
wide difference betweon six boys In bluchers and
a wife with an alpnen umbrolin, and one nlecty-
drossed little givland o wife nn soanl-skin jncket,
Tt 1s a little brutal to sny so, but the pladn truth
Is thatl most poor menare more or loss ashamad
of the appenrance of thelr wives aud ehildren—
and that not altogether without renson. But
let & man bave a presentablo wife and ehild,
amnd the whole ourrent of hiy life Is fpso
Jacto, changed. He glves up Lis club, wint haunts
places like the Crystal Pinee and thoe Botanien]
Gardens. Tl tekes o prie in his home and its
surroundings.  And that he shoul! sitand drink
Latour and Levhle at the Arcopagus, while his
wife drinks heer at home, wonld seein to him
simply monstrous. Iet him have i dozen chil-
dren Instead of one, aml the Shindy clemont In
him developes atonce. A poor man witha
large family is unhappy, Amd an unbappy man
Is nlways selfish, Solilshnoss, indeed, isa man's
rellef from annoyance. It isa mora! callns Pro-
duced by the tight shoo of poverty,

There is somo renson to hope that the true
seeret of life s beginning to be Letter understood,
and that it will one day  be scon that the man
who had six sons, when he ought to have only
one, does nil the sixan Lrreparable {njury. Mon.
strous fiunllles of twelve amd fourteen children
are now usually the glaryof pure curates, whosa
views on the matter are, of course, ns mlght
have been expected, aptto be tinged by the
colour of their profession. It is, Indeed, lmpos-
sible to donbt that sounder ideas on the subjeet
are more previlent than s generally supposed.
Tt i« not, of eourse, 1t matter nbout which people
nre apt to tnlk, and the change ot public sunti-
ment ean only be gathered from its effects. But
the sheer cost of lving becomes dny by day so
much dearer, while the love of enjoyment and
refinement 50 lnereases, that to hundreds of
people the problemn must have long ago as-
sumed a practieal nspect. Ten years ago L was
u common complaint that young men did not
marry. We do not hear this of them now.
Marriages are plentiful enough, and a plensant
com panlonable glel lus seldom o walt long for
a husbind.  In the course of another denti-gé-
nération we shall four no more hant « the de-
sorted wife,” and the Buglish home will shako
o' Its present gentecel squador,  Soelal reforms
always commence from above.— Framiner,

FANNY'S MUD PTES,

BY BLIZABKTII Siil.

Under ths apple treo, spruading and thick,
) Happy with only a paa and a stiok,
*On tho soft grass in tho shadow that lios,
Qur little Fanny is making mud pies.

Qn her brown apron snd bright drooping head
Showora of pink and white blovsoins aro shod :
Ticd to a branch thatseoms onnt just for that,
Dances and Hattors her littlo steaw hat,

Uravoly sho atirs with a sorious loak,

‘. Making betlove ™ she's n trite pastry cook :
Smnlry brown splashes on forohioad and eyos
Show that our I'uony is making mud pios.

But all the 8oil of her innooont pluy

Cloan sonp anl water will soon wush nway :
M:ny u ploasuro in dnintior gniso

Loaves darker tricos than Fanny's mnud pios.

pmh. full of joy in thoe bright summor day,
ﬁ x:sl‘?usltytt‘:hlues ltha lrobins myay, he &

arks at the squirrels, or sunpy nt the flie
Allthe while Funny 1w 'mn.klngl m‘:ld l‘ﬁus.l *

Sunghine and sol summer broozes astir,
While she i3 busy, aro busy with her;

hooks rosy glowing, and bright sparkling eyes,
Bring they to Fanny while making mud pies.

Dallies and playthings aro all Iaid away,
Nut to comg out till tho noxt rainy day,
Under the bluo of those swaot suinmor skies,
Nothing’sso ploasant a3 making wnud pies.

Nursery.

[REQIRTERED 10 nocordnnoe with the Copynight Aet
of 1868.]

TO THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S BXCRET,’ BTO.

—

CHAPTER XLVII.
't WIIT BANISE TRUTH ? IT INJURKR NOT TRE DEAD.'

Ricuarp Renmayne was o prisoner in Maid-
stone jail. Very wenrisome were the examina-
tions and cross-exnminations which were necos-
sary before the indictmont against the actual
sinner was fairly made out, and the in-
nocence of Joseph Flood sv demoustrated as to
admit of his release from custody. Then, with
the scason of hop-gathering, and the long
October nights lit here and there by camp-
fires, came the assizes. Rick Redmayne, of
Brierwood Farm, the kindly master, the cheer-
ful open-hearted ycoman and trusty friend of
years gone by, stood in the dock to plead guilty
to a midnight assnssination, !

Never was there a profounder silence than
that which held the court spell-bound when,
after a verdict of guilty and a recommendation
to mercy, the prisonor was asked if ho had any-
thing to say,

4 Yes," answered Richard Redmayne quietly.
# There is something I should be thankful to
say, with your lordship's lonve, I should like
the world to know why 1 ashot that man.”

And then in very plain and simple words,
with a singular clearness and concisenoss, he
told Grace's story and his own., His return
from Australia, his séarch, his discovery—only
of a grave—his rooted comviction that the
revéalment of hor lover's villany had slain his
daughter. Ho told the judge, in a fow rugged
powerful scntences, what ho felt as ho sat in

and why he fired straight at that cnemy’s
breast. .

the moonlight watching his cnemy's approach, - .-
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