HOLMBY HOUSE.

Men inhabit a room as an Arab nmhll
tent in the desert,careful only for immediate
mmmmm, a8 "t‘glm that,when
they have left it and done it, shall kno
them no mors. Women, on con
at loast somte wonibn, and these; we think, are
ot seldom $ho gentledt and most loveable of
theif #ox—seon to pervade it, as it were,with
their iufluence, though for the time they miay
be dbsent indeed in the body; shedding,
0 t0 speak, an atmosphere of beauty and re-
finement about them which clings dround the
place when they are gone. 'Tis an old hack-
neyed quotation, though none the worse for
that, about ** Thé vase in which roses have
oneé boen distilled ;" But it describes as po-
etically and aa adequately as language’can,
the charm we all know so well, the spell that
a loved and loving womun casts upon the
threshold ¢f her home.

Mary Oave possessed this faculty in a high
degree. Any one whé knew Mary intimately
conld toll at a glance on entering a room
whetheér ghe was in the habit of stationing
hersell there ; aud the something that George
recognized here in the London lodging, which
he had learned to appreciate in hié Oxford ex-

erfences, was but one of the many attractions
longing to that lady of which he had nevir
made any acsount. Lover-like, he attributed

Poor Loid Vaux, sadly weakened and
broken down, had listened courteously
and with a well-pleased air to a man for
whom in his heart he had always entertained
a high respecs, and to whose kind offices he
had often of late owed his own wellare
and security. He bowed his head feebly,
and said ** he was glad to hear it ;” then
looked wearily around as though to ask when
his d draught would be ready, and

it all t6 Grago, and looked roaund the apart-
ment with a softening eye, believing that it
was here she sat and worked and pondered,
thinking perhaps sometimes, and not unkiad-
1y, of him.

Poor Grace | she was generally too restless
now to sit still anywhero. When not occu-
pied with the invalid, to whom both the
women devoted themselves as only women
ean, she spent most of her time in wandering
to and fro about the house, looking out of
all the windows that commanded the street,
and turning away from them as if she ex.
pected somebody who never came, varying
this dreary amusement by long political dis-
cussions with her friend, in which she sought
te prove the Parliament not so farin the
wrong, shocking that Cavalier lady much by
the disloyalty of her opinions, which seemed
to- incline daily more and more
towards Paritanism, and as Mary told her,
almost with indigination, *flat rebellion.”

George E 0 his, p

T ood bend hi heat!

rapier absut unconsciously in that sacred

apartment. No ; he was a bold man, George,

and be leved her very honestly. It would
have made him more nervous still.

In his stirring and eyentful eareer he had
faced as much danger as most men, not only
the open dangers of the battle-field, which
to one of his calibre were indeed no great
tnal of courage, but the more thrilling haz
ards of advanced outposts, night attacks, and
such uncertain dutiee, when & moment's re-
1 ion of vigil a t's loss of cool-
ness, might not only have destroyed himself,
but imperilled the very existence of the army
for whose safety he was answerable. Never
in his whole life however —as George
once confessed many a long day
afterwards to certain  individual,
who received the confession with happy
smiles, melting into happier tears—never be-
fore, on picket, with Rupert hovering about
his flanks at midnight, or detached with a
handful of men to make his way in broad day-
light between Goring's keen-sighted vigilance
and Astley's unerring tactics, no, not even
when he stood face to face with old Bir Giles
at Naseby, and bore the brunt of that impet-
uous charge in which the stout knight fell
wounded, had he felt his lips blanch and his
heart leap up to his mouth as they did on
this eventful day simply to hear a light foot-
fall coming along the passage, and a gentle
hand lifting the latch of the door.

To him entered no more important a per-
sonage than his friend Faith, whose sense of
the ludicrons, damped, yet not altogether
smothered, by the grave realities of matri-
mony, was sorely tried by George's open-
mouthed expression of countenance, denoting
anything but coolness or self-command.

“ My Lord prays the General will excuse
his waiting on him in this apartment,” quoth
Faith, demurely, ** and begs the favor of
his company in the sick chamber to which
his Lordship is still contined ;" with that she
bade him follow her guidance, and make
as little noise as possible, in consideration of
the iovalil—an unneccessary injunction to
& man who, tlum_\h conscious of no evil
intention, felt nlready like a convicted thief.
George, however, was too experienced a sol-
dier not to recognize the inspiriting influcnce
of locomotion ; his courage came gradually
back as he advanced to the attack.

Someone was in the room. Hejknew it some-
hiow seeing her. He was conscious of a pres-
ence, and a grave, formal courtesy and the
old stupifying sensation, that was yet so fas-
einating. He was conscious also of another
lady, pale and faded, who greeted him with
stately coolness, and of the suffering noble-
man himself reclining languidly on his
couch.

Poor George Effingham ! they were drawn
up in battle order to receive him, horse, foot,
and dragoons. Foran instant he was coward
enough to wish he hadn’t come !

There is nothing like a plunge at once in
medias res to brace the nerves for an en-
counter. To his Lordship's distant saluta-
tion and somewhat baughty inquiry as to
the cause which had obtained him the honor
of the Geueral's visit, though he could pot
forbear adding, courteously enough, *that he
trasted it was to give them some opportunity
of returning the many favors they had re-
ceived from the Parlinmentarye officer,”—
George replied with manly frankness at once,
“that he had come to sce his old friends,
in order to do himself justice.
He had but few now,” he said, “and
could not afford to lose one of them. He
was no longer in a position either to ask or
to confer a favor. He was neither a general
now, nor an officer in the service of the Par-
liament."”

The party looked from one to the other in
some perturbation. Grace turned very red
and very white againin less than a decond.
Lord Vaux feebly signed to the ladies to with-
draw. One of them conld not, and the other
would not, see the signal. An embarrassing
silence succceded ; the three were at what is
termed a ** dead lock.”

Mary was the first to break it, He quite
started at her voice, it was so changed from
the full, steady tones he remembered; he
looked attentively in her face, and was sorry
to see how time and grief had altered her. It
was a beautiful face still, but it had lost for
ever the rounded outlines and the bright
ecomeliness of youth.

“ Wo are glad to know that it is 80,” said
Mary, assuming for the nonce the old
queenly air that sat so well upon her, ** You
can understand our feelings. You see that
our loyalty in no writ shaken even now.
Mourning for him as we do, ay, even in our
outward garb” —she glanced as she spoke at
her own dress, for all there were in the deep-
est black—** how is it possible for us to for-
give his murderers ? Had you come here with
the Kimg's bilood on your hands,, George
Effingham, not one of us could have spoken a
kind word to you again.”

Grace looked up at him with one rapid,
glance ; the next instant her eyes were fixed
intently on the floor. She at least would
listen fo his justification with no unfavorable

ear.

In a few manly, simple words George told
his tale. Addressing himself to the old Cav-
alier nobleman, he detailed his early exper-
iences of the royal army and the royal party,
his soruples of conecience, his change of faith,
the moral obligation he ‘felt to join the
champions of liberty, and the contagious en-
thusinsm kindled in his mind by their relig-
jous zeal. Without dwelling on his own
deeds or his own fselings, he confined
himse!f to a simple narrative of facts, relat-
ing how he had served his country and his
party at once ; how he had mitigated the

ige of the Parli towards
the Royalists, as indeed they themselves
knew, to the utmost of his power ; and how
even at the very last he had gone to Cromwell
with his commission in his hand, and pro-
testing against the sacrilege which he was
erless to prevent, had thrown it at the
iotator’s feet, and stripped off the uniform
which he bad resolved from henceforth he
would never wear again *‘And now,” said
George. kindling as he spoke, and fixing
his eyes unconscionsly on Grace, who sat
blushing and trembling, drinking in every
word, ** I see, too late, the error into which
we have fallen, I see that we have trusted
too little to the people, too much to the
sword. I see that we have ourselves built up
& power we are unable to control ; and that,
setting aside every question of right, we
must return within those limits we ought
never to have overstepped, resume the alle-
giance that we have never intentionally
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when his visitor was going away. Mary
alone remained obdurate and uncom-
promising.

“You bave justified yourself,” she said *‘of
the Blessed Martyr's blood but you can never
deny that you, and such as you, have been
the unconscious instruments of this odious
sacrilege. You are nol of us, George Effing-
bam, aud you must not be with us. We are
glad to have heard you in your defence ; to
have scen you onee more ; to thaok you for
your favors we have received at your hands ;
and to bid you farewell. We wish you no
evil, we bear you no malice ; but between us
and you etands the seaffold at Whitehall, It
is & barrier that can never be removed. I
speak for Sir Giles Allonby’s daughter as well
as myself. Come, Grace, you and I have no
business here ! " A
How could she say such hard, cruel words ?
Wkhat was this impulse that bade her to do
violeuce to hér o bitter feelings, and
 tramplo o0 ruthlessly on those of her friend

braine ‘ nd h D hi
bogom, as if in physical pain.
He had bent his head down, down to his
very sword-hilt while she was speaking, but
he raised it more loftily than his wont
when she had done, and Grace observed that
he looked sterner than usual, and had turned
very pnle. Her woman's heatrt was rising
rapidly ; her woman-nature rebelled fiercely
against this assumption of authority by her
friend. She sat swelling with love, pride,
anger, pity, a hest of turbulent feelings. It
wanted but little to ereate an sutbreak.
He rose slowly, and bade Liord Vaux a cour-
teous farewell. He bowed to the ground be-
fore Mary, who acknowledged his salatation
with one of those miraculous courtesies which
the dames of that period performed to such
perfection, Then he turned to the door, and
in doing so he must pass close by Grace's
chair. How her heart beat. Once she thought
he would pass without speaking: For more
than a minute she had never taken her eyes
off his faco, and a sad, hopelesa expression
crossed it now that made her thrill with pain,
He stopped before her chair, and took her by
the hand. * Farewell,” he said, ** a long fare-
wel', Grace I” There was a world of quiet
sorrow in the tone with which he spoke that
last word; a world of hopeless love in the
deep eyes that looked down so reproachfally,
yet so fondly, into hers. The girl's heart was
full to suffocation. She could bear it no
longer ; the room seemed to swim before her
eyes. The next moment she was sobbing on
his breast like a child.
Effingham walked out of that London lodg-
ing perhaps the happiest man that day in
England. He was npo accepted suitor, no
affianced lover, it is true; but for the first
time he knew now beyond a doubt that the
blessing for which he had pined so long wus
his own ; that even if she might never be his,
Grace Allonby loved him dearly in her heart;
and the light which the poet affirms ‘‘never
was on sea or shore,” but without which both
sea and shore are but dull and dreary wastes,
began to shed its golden gleams on a life that
only too joyfully accepted this ona boon in
lieu of everything eise which it had lost.
Trembliug, weeping, agitated, horribly
ashamed, yet by no means repentant of what
she had done, Grace retired to her chamber,
whither, from the sheer force of habit, she
was followed by her friend: and where, in
broken sentences and frequent sobs, not un-
mingled with smiles, she told her how she
had loved their enemy so long, ever so long,
even before she had entreated him to save
Bosville's life, only she was not quite sare ke
cared for ber ; and how she had nevertheless
always belioved it was for her sake Effing-
hom had been so kind to the Royalists; and
how proud she always was, though she knew
it was very wrong, of his prowess and
his  successes; lastly, how she had
feared she must never see-him nor speak to
him again ; and how to-day was the happiest
day in ler life; ** for, you see, Mary, he is not
a rebel, after all—he says so himself—not a
rebel at all; and even, if I never see him
again, I shall always love him better than any
oue else in tho world.”
And Mary listened, aad soothed her, and
remonstrated, like a confirmed hypocrite as
she was. (All good women are, far, far more
80 than the bad ones.) .Aud even urged the
olaim of another, with a pale smiling facs too,
and dissuaded ler in every way she could
think offrom what she termed ** this wicked
folly;” and Grace, cheering up rapidly,
laughed at the latter argument, and said with
a mocking voice, ** If ever he turns up, you
will bave to marry him yourself, Mary. You
have taken charge of him ever since we have
known him. It is very carcless of you to have
lost him now !"
They reached home, those unconscious
friendly stabs, dealt so innocently by a loving
hand —home to the very quick, every one of
them. Grace could not guess why her friend
bent down to kiss her so assiduously at this
moment, and talked on so volubly immediate-
ly afterwards ; bat the conversation was re.
sumed again and again; the argument agains
marriage, 8o resolutely urged by the elder
ady, becoming weaker and weaker at every
fresh attack.
The contest ended as such contests usually
do when the one side isthoroughly in earnest,
the other fighting against its own convictions.
Lord Vaux, an easy, good tempered man, de-
votedly fond of Grace, and in the intervals of
his malady only too glad to make every one
happy about him, wae soon brought to think
that George Effingham would be an extremely
fit person to tako charge of his dear Grace,
provided always they would both come and
live him 1n the old hall at Boughton. With
much reluctanca—so much indeed as to seem
more feigned than smcere —Mary withdrew
her opposition; and the spring, gloomy and
disastrous as it proved to the Royalist party,

the despondent and ruined Cavaliers.

CHAPTER XLIV.
“COMING HOMBE."

Mastor Dymocke sat basking J; the beams
.r." L) on terrace at

‘n.ghm. e mu:ﬁm in trustworthy
charge of that establishmens for several
months, as was indeed well known to the in-
ferior domestics of the household, on whom
his military strictness and somewhat peevish
disposition, by no means improved after
i y, had produced an impression the
reverse of agrecable. The males held him in
considerable awe : the females, excepting one
or two of the prettiest, to whom he relaxed
considerably, opined, and, womanlike, freely
oxpressed their opinion that he was “‘a thank-
less old curmudgeon.” Perbaps as he was
now altogether ont of the game, the single
ladies may have regarded him with a pecul-
iarly unfavorable eye.
He eeemed, b , thoroughly satisfied
with the ourrent of his own reflections. The
family were expected to return that very day,
and although he was iently habi d
to his pretty wife's absence to bear it with
conjugal composure, he had wo_objection on
earth to see her smiling face again. Though
firmly convinced in his own mind that he
had paid too high a prica for that treasure,
Dymocke, wo need scarcely repeat, was a
philosopher, and the last man to be guilty of
such an absurdity as that of undervaluing a
urchase because it had cost him pretty dear.
0. Faith belonged to him, and that was of
itself a very considerable merit. It is only
right to add that the little woman
raled  him most  thoroughly, and
tyrannized over him as only such
a little woman can.
e aff was rapidly verging towards

shaken off, and re. a

eave our country. I may have gone too far;
but in these times there has been no middle
course. I have borne arms not against my
sovercign, but against those who would have
persuaded him to be a tyrant. No!
There is not a drop of Charles Staart’s blood
on my hands, aud I have never been a rebel,
my Lord, never arebel, asl am a living
b=y 80 .

wet boon obtained, but several Indians have
deolared the story to be true, and even that
Gedde has not only in a drunken quarel

evening, and the sun was already beginning
to shed that golden haze athwart the distant
valleys which makes our English scenery,
dotted with timber, and clotbed with copse
and hedgerow, like a dream of fairyland, and
yob they had not arrived. Well! It was
three good days’ journey from London fto
Northampton for n-horse litter, and thankful
they might be that tay Lord was sufiiciently
recovered to come haAme at all, and a merry
home-coming it would turn out, with Miss
Grace's happy face,~as pleased with her dark
grim lover as if hé had been a bran-new gal-
lant from the oh Court; and Mistress

killed one Indign, but laid another at death's

emiled on at least oue happy heart amongst |

Mary, whom the poor old felk for many a
mile round had missed sadly during her
absence, aud his own little vixen's saucy
smiles, and my Lord's calm weary approval of
all that had been done whilst he was away.
Dymocke had imperceptibly —usarped the
aathority of every other functionary n the
establishment, and had constituted him-
self batler,  gardener, groom and ste-
ward, with a grave tenacity pecu-
liarly his own. It was now most gratify-
ingto reflect thatthe house was clean, the
garden trim, the stable in order, and the very
pigsties arranged with military method and
preoision ; also to be inced that he, Hugh
Dymocke, was the only man in England who
could so completely have eet everything to
rights.

Thus absorbed in his self-satisfied - medi-
tations, honest Hugh rose from the bench

forth a thousand tiny buds, and strolled into
the park to catch the first glimpse of the ex-
pected cavalade.

Dazzled with the slanting sunbeams, he
shaded his eyes with his hand as he peroeived
the fizure of a man in the park apparently

vation.

Something wrong,” thought Dymocke.
“Some one here for mischief, I'll be sworn.
'Tis ‘t‘oo tall for old Robin the
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ast time, a prick g

some poaching scoundrel looking after the
young fawns, 1'll raddle his bones for kim
if I eateh him, I'll warrant; and I can run a
bit still for as old as Iam, and wrestle too
with here and there a one.”

Thus soliloguizing, our veteran, in whom
the pugnacions propensity was still strongly
developed, hastened towards the intruder
with long swift strides, craftily careful, how-
ever, to keep every advantag ‘ ground in
case his new aequaintaace sho ke fright
and make a run for it.

This, however. seemed to be the last
thing in the stranger's mind. He leaned his
back against a tree, with his eyes fixed onthe
ground, as though the young fern_springing
up beneath his feet were a study of absorbing
interess and importance. If he were really a
botanist, he seemed a most attentive oune,
and took not the slightest notice, as indeed he
was probably quite unconscious, of the sturdy
sergeaut’s approach.

That worthy's conduct was, to say the
least of it, remarkable. On perceiving that
the stranger's dress and exterior denoted a
gentleman, he had halted at a distance of
about a hundred yards and reconnoitred.
Then, without further preliminary, he sent
an excellent uew beaver spinning high into
the air, bounded three feet from the ground,
as if-he were shot, and with a howl of
mingled trinmph, affection and astonishment,
ran the intervening distance at the very top
of his speed, and seizing the stranger's hand
with famished eagerness, mouthed and
kissed it much asa dog would do a bone,
while down his brown cheek andon to
that hand, stole the first and only tear
the stout sergeant is ever recorded to have
shed.

++ He's alive and well ! he's alive and well !”
gasped the old soldier as if a giant's fingers
were griping his throat. * God bless
thee, Master Humphrey—my dear young
master "' and he burst out witha snatch of
one of their their jolly Cavalier songs in &
hosrse hysterical voice that would have
tempted a bystander to Jaugh had he not in-
deed been more inclined to weep.

It was sad to see how little Humphrey re-
sponded to the sergeant's affectionate wel-
come. He pressed his band indeed kindly,
for it was not in Bosville’s natuve to hurt the
feelinglf of a single soul, but his countenance
never for an instant lost the expression of
deep melancholy that had become habitual
to it, and he looked so sadly iu his servant's
face that the latter’s trimmph soon turned to
apprebension and dismay.

** What is it, Master Humphrey ?" he asked
eagerly, and using unconsciously the old
familiar appellation of long ago; ‘‘you are
safe here—quite safe ; surely the bloodhounds
are not after you now ? Oh, Master Hum-
phrey, d’ye mind how we gaye them the slip,
and what an example the sorrel made of them
that blessed day ? We've got his half-brother
now; goes iu my Lord’s coach; and I've
kept one of his hoofs. I went and cut it
off myself when he lay dead down yonder by
the waterside, and it's stood ever since
over the corn-bin against you should come
home !"

Humphrey smiled a forced, sad smile.
« Thanks, Henest Hugh,” he answered ; ** I
have not many treasures left. I should like
the sorrel's hoof, for your sake and that of
the good old horse. Go and fetch it me now.
I will wait here till you come back. I must
be in the saddle again to-night, and in a few
more hours I shali leave England for ever.
Hugh, you're an old soldier; I can trust you.
Do not let any of the family know you have
geen me here to-day."”

« Why, bless you, there isn't a soul of them
at home,” answered Dymocke, and his mas-
ter's faco fell visibly the while. ** They're all
expected back to-night. I was out looking
for them just now, when I saw you. My
Lord’s getting quite hearty again, Heaven be
praised! and you've heard the news? Our
young lady's going to be married, and to our
old Captain, too. Ah, Major, there wasn't as
smart a troop in the King's army as ours.
D'yve mind what the Prince said at Newbury
when he bid the whole brigade take up a fresh
alignement upon us? ‘Dress;’ says L, ‘upon
Captain Effingham's troop, and be d—d to
ye!'" He was a hearty free-spoken gentle-
man, was Prince Rupert; ‘for they stand,’
says he, ‘like a brick wall,’ says he; and so
we did, and a pelting shower we got from
Essex'q culvering before they'd done with
us; but we never broke eur line! Well,
well, it's a world of change ; and I'm mar-
ried, too, Major—married and settled and
all. Oh, my dear Master Humphrey. don's
ye be in too great a hurry ! But that's neith-

over which Mary's roses were already putting |

threading the old trees so as to avoid obser- |

necessity of his remsining incog.; could
fm it was really his m that

the family should be informed of

sence ; or could make him believe
was in sober earnest in the intention

that
he

mocke was even sorely tempted to Shrow
his own fortable an i

master to whom he had been always attached,
but the thought of his lately-married wife
and his fresh ties stified this new-born
pulse even as it rose. Dymocke it
this way—*'1f I should ouce get to my
bachelor habits, I should never be able to
settle down again. Perhaps I'd best stay as
I am. What's done can't be undone;
and maybe it's easier to keep the barrow trand-
ling, than to stop, once and again, for a fresh
stait 1"

« Not a word more at present Hugh,” said
the Major, after a fow further inguiries and
observations about old times bad e ;
I have good reason for wishing my visit
here to remain a secret. See | they are ar-
riving even now. Meet me to-night under
the cedars when they are all gone to
Bring the old horse's hoot with you for &
keepsake, and we will wish each other a last

the hall. 1

It was indeed a happy party. Theold lord,
benefitted by the advice of his London physi-
cian; and no longer harassed by the share he
had so long sustained in that unequal con-
flict, which for the present was terminated
by unequivocal defeat, had regained some.
what of his former strength and spirits, was
able to alight from his litter without assist.
ance, and gladdened Master Dymocke’s heart
with an appropriate jest aud a kindly swile
as he trod once more the threshold of his
home. Happy Grace, still young enough to
possess that elasticity of temiperament which
makes light of past suffering as thongh it
had never been, blashed and sparkled as she
did at sixteen, pressing her lover's hand with
shy affection as he ussisted her from her
hors2, but already beginning to treat him
with that playful tyranny which a young
wife is apt to.assume over a grave and supe.
rior husbanl in “whom she has perfect con-
fidenca, and of whom in her heart of hearts
she is immensely proud. George's dark
face beamed with a light which had been
a stranger te it for years. Happi is &

expressed of leaving England forthwith. Dy- |l
up

in ordar to follow onca more the fortunes of & | i

‘Lo8T AND POUND.”
jocke was uneasy and full om
8 b wrong,” mutte e
p ﬁm,_ ga went fidgeting
ces, putting every-
of seeing things

travellers, and Lord Vaux looked

with an air of thorough comfort

tobe at once more.

of sunset softening in the south to

green, but edging the light
old ball

t roofed the meridian flakes of
the r‘m in erimson
r very hues of the stained
e casements, wide to
Rinaleg s, A soBial
“atiile =
and b es of the old trees, not yet clothed
in their summer garments to their very tops,
cut clear and marked against the pale, onn::
eky. The rooks were drowsily cawing out
their evening song, and & young moon
peeping shyly above the horizon afforded
no more light to the outer world
than did the needless lamps burning on the
supper table to the domestic ocircle within.
Lord Vaux was a qmet studious man of ear-
nest temperament but of few words. He saw
Ius fine old home preserved 'to him, his oaks
uninjured; His fottune, though impaired, still
amply sufficient for his wants ; above all, his
old retainers around him, and the two last of
his kinsfolk left alive sitting at his board. He
stretched his hand across the table fo Effing-

m.

God help the Cavaliers!” gaid he in a
broken voice; “George, I owe all this to
you I”
1t was the first time he had called him by
his Christian n2me, and Grace thanked him
with such a happy, grateful glance.. Then
she stole a look at her lover, proud, radiant,

wonderful restorative, and already the lines
were beginning to fade from his rugged
brow,the harsh defiant expression was chang-
ing for one of deep grateful contentment ; she
dark eyes, no longer glittering with repressed
feelings and feverish excitement, shone with
the lustre of health and strength ; while the
swarthy glow upon his cheek accorded well
with bis bold, frank bearirg, and square
well-built frame. It was & manly, vigorous
beauty still, thought Grace, and none the
worse for the grizzled hair and beard. He
looked joyous and light-hearted, although in
the false position of a man *“‘about to marry.”
The practice of humiliating the lords of crea-
tion, when thus disarmed and at the mercy
of the natural enemies, is by no means pecu

liar to the present era. From time imeme-
morial, ay, since Father Laban imposed so
cruelly upon Jacob, the bridegroom expectant
has ever been discomtitted as much as pos-
sible by the bride and her auxiliaries, It
may be that this disheartening process is
considered a solitary purgatory, such as shall

1 the paradise of the bsequent
honeymoon, or it may be simply intended as
a judicious foretaste of conjugal discipline
hereafter ; but that it has exisced among all
ecivilized nations as a great social institation,
we take every Benedict to witness who has
found, hike George Effingham,that bodice and
pinners are a match, and more than a mateh,
for doublet and hose.

Dymocke's face as he lifted his pretty wife
from her horse was worth a mine of gald.
There were tenderness, self-restraint, a comi-
cal consciousness of shame, and a sly glance
of humor, all depicted at once on his rugged
features.

* Welcome home, lass!" he whispered,
winding his arm round her trim waist, ** wel-
come home! I can do well enough without
thee ; but it warms my heart like a tass of
brandy to eee thy bonny face again !"

This was a great dea! from Hugh, and Faith
stooped her pretty head and kissed him ac-
cordingly.

But ** some must work while othera sleep ;"
and although the majority of the party
were basking merrily in the sunshine, one
was drooping visibly in the shade. Kindly,
gentle and forbearing—trying to ferget her
own grief in the joy of others—purified and
softened by sorrow—there was yet on Mary
Cave's brow a weight of care which it was
sad to see in one still in the prime of life
and the meridian of beauty. Her tempera-
ment, like that of many who possess abili-
ties above the average, was impressionable
erough on the surface, but hard as adamant
beneath. In her younger days she was
quite capable of enjoying and even recipro-
cating the empty and harmless gallantries
which were the fashion of the Court; but
though it was always easy enough’to attract
Mary Cave's attention, none save Falkland
could boast that he had won her interest ;
and his attachment to an ideal, strong as it
undoubtedly was, had in his very nature a
false and morbid fascination which would
too surely pass away. When it was gone it
left her colder, hanghtier, more inwardly re-
served than ever. Then came the daily as-
sociation with one possessed of many winniog
qualities ; above all, of that which in the long
run cannot fail to be appreciated—a faithfal,
loving heart ; whom she had accustomed her-
sell to consider her own peculiar property ;
whose affection she regarded as neither ob-
taining nor expecting to return ; whom she
had taught herself to look upon as a devotee,
a slave—always unchanging, never to assume
any other character.  Little by little the un-

fall of i and trust. George blushed,
d, looked d d finally said
nothing. It was all he had to say—would he
not have given his heart's blood long ago for
anyone connected, however remotely, with
the name of Allonby, and never asked for
thanks? There was nothing to be grateful
for. he did but follow his nature. The three
talked quietly, but cheerily, not laughing
muoh, nor jesting, but in the soft, low tones
of those who havea deep store of happiness
within. For two indeed ‘the cup was brim
full, and running over.

Mary, too, joined in the conversation, but
Dymocke, bri in a ing flask of
Hippoeras, could not but observe her absent
manner and pale dejected looks.

+ There's something wrong,” muttered the
old soldier once more, and he fell to reflect:
ing on all the circumstances he could think of
which bore in any way on that lady's case,
for whom, like the rest of the household, he
felt and professed a chivalrous devotion. He
had obtained a few vague hints from Faith
that Mistress Mary was * sadly changed —
not herself, by any means—took the King's
death much to heart,” and * was over-
anxious also about absent friends ;" but Faith,
beaides holding theperson of whom she spoke
in considerable awe, was one of thoso women
who ate far more dicereetin entrusting seerets
to their husbands than to their own sex, and
Dymocke’s j h they might
be, were but little assisted by the penetration
of his wife. True to his profession, how-
avéf, his-idess naturally reverted to the sor-
rel, as indeed they were apt to do whenever
the old trooper fell into a despondent mood*
He bethought him how, although the two
ladies had beth been in the habit of petting
and fondling se good and handsome an
animal, Mistress Mary's attentions to that
chestnnt favorite were paid much more
secretly tuan her friend’s—how, on going in
and out of the stible at odd times he
had come unexpectedly on the latter lady
making her accustomed visit when the ser-
vants were at meals' or otherwise engaged,
and how upon one occasion, noiselessly de-
scending a ladder from the hay-loft during
the important hour of dinner, he had seen
her with his own eyes lay her soft cheek
against the horse's neck, and he could have
sworn he heard her sob, though she walked
away with a statelier step thau ever when she
found Lerself disturbed, and as the stoat sol-
dier confessed to himself, he dared not have
looked in her face for a king's ransom. Then
he remembered sundry little weaknesses of
the Major's, which, being his personal at-
tendantand valet, he had not failed to re-
mark. How he had often been surprised at
the value that careless young oificer seemed
to attach to the most insignificant srifles.
‘What a foss he made about & worn-out riding-
glove, which had been unaccountably lsst by
one of the ladies on a journey to Oxford, and
and as unaccountably found with the thrust
of a rapier right through the palm, a few
hours aiter the duel with Goring; also hew
his master's usually sweet temper had been
rufiled, and he had sworn great oaths totally
unwurranted by the occasion, when Dymocke,
in his regard for cleanliness and order, had
empiied a vase of a few roses, which had been
kept there in water till indeed by any
other name they could scarcely have smelt
less sweet. All these matters he revolved
and pondered in his mind, till at last, having
as he termed it, * put stock and barrel to-
gether,” he came to his own conclusions, and
resolved to act, soldier-like, on bis own de-
cision. It required, however, & good deal of
courage to oatry out his undertaking. The

yielding di ame d with
the insidi and deli d The

with which Mary inspired her sub-

er here nor there ; and you've heard doubtl

of Mistress Mary's good luck, and the fortune

that's fallen to her ?”

Ho had, indeed, We must be more than

estranged from those welove when we cease

to hear of them if not from thal;:. to make
dissale disavised ‘and- indirssk

about their welfare—to take an interest all
the keener that we are ashamed te own it in
the remotest trifles that can affect them. He
had heard what was indeed true, that by the
death of a relative Cave had become
pessessed of broad s away by the windin,
Avon, waving woods, and smiling farms mg
acres of goodly pasturage ; nor, though he re-
joiced in aught that was likely to benefit her,
could ho stifle a bitter and unworthy pang to
feel that this succession was but another bar-
rier raised between himself and the woman
from whom he felt he was hopelessly separat-
ed. If he had been voluntarily discarded from
her before, could he condescend to sue her
now that she was a wealthy heiress? Not he.
That at least was a folly he had done with
for evermore, and when his softer nature got
the better of him and he felt to keenly how
sweet that folly was, he woald fall te reading
the letter once more that ho still carried in
his bosom, thin and almost illegible now from
frequent perusals, yet perhaps scarcely so
frayed and worn as the heart against which it
lay. Had be known—had he only known !
Bus such is life. Can wé wonder at the
bumps and knocks we receive when we think
what a game at Blind-man's-buff the whole
thing 18!

And Mary's pleasure in her suoeession to
this heritage was of a strangely sober nature.
“ Too late—too late !" was all that lady said
when she heard of it. Too late, indeed! The
cause was irretrievably lost that had been
with one exception the thing nearest and
dearest to her heart, and he for whom alone
she feared she would have been capable of
abandoning that cause itself, was parted from
her for ever! She could not even gain tid-
ings that he was alive now. No wonder Ma'y
had grown so pale and hageard! No wonder
she was so altered from the proud, careless,
free-spoken Mary Cave who had asserted her
independence so haughtily while she flew her
hawk at Holmby with stout Sir Giles not so
many years ago. The wheels of Old Time
run smoothly enough, but they leave their
marks as sursly dinted on the barn sand as
on the fresh green turf, alike impartial
whether they grind weed aud thistle iuto their
besten track, or bruise the wildflowsr to the
earth never to lifs its gentle head again.

l It was with no small diflieulty - that Hum-

phrey could impress upon his old servant the

wilful heart, so difficult to tame, found itself
enclosed in moshes it had been weaving ig-

ibly for its own subjecti In time it
began to hint to her that she could ill afford
to part with her secret treasure ; at last it
told her that it must break at once if she was
to lose him altogether.

Then arose the feafrul struggle out of
which she came a victor indeed, but too surely
conseious that such a victory was more crush-
ing than any defeat. For Grace's sake,-for
the sake of overy one—nay, for his own sake
—she voluntarily gave him up; and while
she did so she knew and felt she gave up all
her hopes this side of eternity. Subsequent
events added but little to her despondeney.
The one great fact was ever before her—that
of her own free will sho had discarded the
man she loved ; and Mary’s love, ouce won,
was no light matter. She would look at her
hand—the shapely hand he used to admire
and praise with a lover's childish folly, and
wish it had withered to the bone ere it had
penned that fatal letter. - For, ofjeourse, he
could never forgive her now. Even his kindly
nature wonld be estranged by heartlessness
such as hers. He wounld avoid her and forget
her—nay, he had avoided and forgotten her.
It was all over at last—he was lost to her for
ever, and she had done 1t herself !

It was a mockery to see Gaorge and Grace
80 happy ; to feel how utterly she had saeri-
ficed her own fasure in vain. It was a mock-
ery to hear the joyous girl prattling of her
future household and her wedding dvess, and
to be asked for grave matronly pdvice, as
thongh she hersell were indeed without the
psie of the loving and the hopeful. Above
all, it was a bitter mockery to have inherited
broad lands and wealth that was valuelvss to
her now, since she might not share it with
the ruined Cavalier.

It was cruel work. What could she do?
There was but one resource—there never has
been but one resource for human sorrow
since the world began. When the burden
became too heavy to bear, ehe knelt beneath
it, and she rose agsin, if not hopeful, yet re-
signed ; humbled but consoled as M‘lﬂ“
rise who ask for comfort meekly heir
knees. She was often in that position now ;
had she never known sorrow, she had never
sought Heaven. Providenoce leads us like

hild hrough ~the wild many
# devious track towards our Home. Joy
brightens the path for one, and he walks on
thankfuliy and happily in his rosy light.
Grief takes auother by.the hand, and cluteh-
ing him in his stern grip, points with
wasted arm along the narrow wsy. What

and indeed her equals, was tem-
pered with awe. Therc are some natures
with which no one presumes to take & liberty,
some persons, often the most amiable and
best-tempered of their kind, who. without the
least effort or self-assertion, inspire general
respect. It required no little courage and
effrontery even for an old soldier to go up
and tell Mary Cave, if not in so many words,
at least in substance, that she was over head
in ﬁvﬂh;nﬂn«l Cavalier, and that if
she 't goout to-night and meet him under
the cedars, she would probably never set eyes
on him again !

{T0 BE CONTINUED.)

Number three of a series of prize questions

r b{ime London Whitehall Re-
view, is “Should adult cousing, male and fe-
male, be allowed to kiss each other ?” Some
of the answers received are as follows :

YES, BECAUSE

Jacob, after having personated Esau, kissed
l?“:‘:ﬂﬁlkuhu 1 as soon as he saw her, and

paren| ﬂtom.

"“-_ they care for it as little as gro-
cers’ boys do for sugar.

Shakespears says, Kiss me, sweet coz,”
and Tennyson says of himself and his Cousin
Amy:—*"And our lﬁiriu rushed together at
the touching of the »

Ase is d it must be
;:lif If she is married it canno

Brothers and sisters kiss, and their children
their example.

of nature makes the whole

a kiss being & touch of nature,

kiss to make them still more

affection is & tender and beautiful

eannot be too carefully nurtured

the great traveler, is writing

the Sword.” Sach a work will

the author having inspected

of swords in Europe.

in extromity. He is oblig-

living by writing for tne press,

his seventy-eighth year is about
“Memoirs.”

is gaid that Francis J. Dickens, a son of

tha late Chdrles Dickens, is an Inspector in

the Northwest Mounted Police Force, and has

been stationed for the past four years at Fort

L new English monthly magazine, the
Minerva, is to be started in Rome. It is an-
nouseed 1 appear an tho 304k of January.

5. 4% ﬁ
L .

PR

is an-
nounced soon £o a| in England.

Mr. Jenkivs, on'r’mb.mdot" of old, Had
decided to give readings of his own works,
after the fashion of Charles Dickens. We
have no doubt it would be a treat to hear him

“ A Trip to Manitoba,” by & In?,

‘| read “*Ginx's Baby," yet we donbt if he would

take like the great novelist, either in England
or Ameriea.

We knew George M. Bull, the veteran
journalist, but not intimately, having met him
casually, and been in his company for a few
days some years since. He was known as the
Albany —that is the legislative—corredpon-
dent of the Buffalo Commercial, and perhaps
no man living, if we except Mr. Thurlow
‘Weed, knew so much of the public men and
public affairs 1n the Stateof New York. The
aceasion of gar meeting him was a joyous one.
A number of journalists, Anteriean and Cana-
ian, hid accepted ot invitation fo , spertd
short time in New York, and there

sembled, spending their finié in ¥ ng the
sights and enjoying she hospitality the
New York Central Railway Company, It was
at the time of the war between the North and
the South,and we shall not soon forget how
bitterly Mr. Bull railed against the **Copper-
heads,” as the party of opposition were called.
Passing down to the ocean, Fort I‘ﬁmm
ot w]

out to the the
-u'-‘ nnyu

a copy of that
could have been & miore

EDUCATION.

Mr. M. Fenwick, B. A.,is

:l::m‘ of the Welland
, $600 pef sonum.

The following problem was given at the
last examination for admissiot te High Schools
mnd Collegiate Institutes :

+ T'ize forewheel of & waggon is 10§ feet in
sircumference, 4t1d Yarns 440 times more than
the hind wheel, which is 11§ feet in circum-
ference ; find the distance travelled over in
feet.” -

‘When it is considered that the average age
of candidztes for this examination is about
12 years, and that # is for pupils attending
the public schools only, it seems almost the
height of .b-:ml.ity to e;poet stich pupils to

3 3 hly the pri

ed as assist-
ight School;

prineiples involved
in the solution of a problem like the onegiven
above. Taking the examination as a whole
it ligs been an easy one, but this fact will
afford no justificn for giving probleams
that ate beyond the compreltension of young
pupils,and fhiat moreover afford no test of the
work done in a clasg; The defence always

juestions which char-

i b pation pupers pre-
pared by the Central Beard is that there is
on every paper a sufficient number of easy
questions to “‘pass” the ca . - Plausible
as this defence Te, a

idate at one of

. y puzzle over a on for
nearly the whole time ailotted to the subject,
and leave but a few minutes for

Unionist. He spent forty-five winfers inf at-
tendance in the Assembly at Albany, and a
short time sinco met with an accident by
falling from a train, which though considered
trifling at first cansed his death, which event
occurred in Albany on the 26th of last month.
Thus closed the career of an able and
faithful journalist in the seventieth year of
his age.

Another bright and shining literary light
has gone out, in the death of Mr. Hepworth
Dixon, an English author of great celebrity,
who wisited America, and had seen other
lands in order that he might be better pre-
pated to write the works he has produced.
He was first known as the editor of the
Atheneum, the leading eritical journal in Eng-
land, and afterwards wrote several books, the
best of which is ** Her Majesty's Tower.” He
was unexcelled as a public speaker, and did
his share of lecturing. We believe his last
work was on Cyprus; which he visited only &
short time since. He was a successful
writer, and his pleasing style found many
admirers.

The famous Pepeys, whose remarkable
diary has recently been reprinted, makes re-
ference to some strange occurrences. Among
them one in which Sir Charles Sedley, the
wit, courtier and poet of George the First's
time, figured somewhat disgracefully. Pepeys
says:

Pierce do tell me, among other news, the late
trolick and debauchery of Sir Charles Sedley
and Buckharst running up and down all the
night, almost naked, through the streets;
and at last fighting, and being beat by
the watch and clapped up all night; and how
the King takes their parts; and my Lord
Chief-Justice Keeling hath laid the constable
by the heels to answer it next Sessions, which
is a horrid shame.”

Speaking of the performance of Bedley's
play he says :

It being almost 12 o'clock, or little mote,
to the King's play-house, where the doors
were not then open, but presently they did
open, and we in, and find many peocple
already come in by private ways into the pit,
it being the first day of Sir Charles Sedley’s
new play, so long expected, . *The Mulberry
Garden ;' of whom, being so reputed a wit,
all the world do expect great matters. I
having sat here awhile and having eat no-
thing to-day, did slip out, getting a boy to

| keep my place ; and to the Rose Tavern, and

there got half a breast off the spit, and dined
all alone. And so to the play again, where
the King and Queen by and by come, and all
Court ; and the house infinitely full. But
theplay, when it come, though there was here
and there a pretty saying, and that not very
many either, yet the whole of the play had
nothing very extraordinary in it atall, neither
of language nor design; insomuch that the
King I did not see laugh nor pleased from
the beginning to the end, nor the company;
insomuch that I have not been lesa pleased
at a new play in my life, I think.”

To show the importance the late Mr.
Delane, of the London Times, attached to
politics, the Atheneum relates the following :
A eritic in the T'imes, noticing a perfor-
manee at Covert Garden, complained bitterly
of an obee player whose shortcomings had,
he said, been conspicuous. The oboe player
wrote to complain, and Mr. Delane sent for
Mr. Oxenford—in those days music was sub-
ordinated to the drama in the Times's ar-
rangements — and addressed him in a style
which may remind our readers of a well-
known scene in “*Rabelais : ' * I have no
doubt your assistant has been perfectly cor-
rect in what he says, but such and such
events are happening”—mentioning political
oceurances in various quarters of the globe
—vand all these the Times has to settle. We
cannot have our attention called off at such a
erisis to the complaints of an oboe plsyer.
I beg, therefore, that nothing ef this kind
may oceur again.”

Here is thelatest concert of Austin Dobson,
the English poet. It is a sonnot in dia-
logue :

FRANE, (on the Law )

Come to the Terrace, May —the sun is low.
MAY, (in the Houss.)

Thanks ! I prefer my Browning here instead.

NK.
There are two peaches by the strawberry-bed.
AY.

They will be riper if we let them grow.
FRANK

Then, the Park-aioe is in bloom, you know.

AY.

Also, Her Majesty Queen Anne is dead.
FRANK.

But surely, May, your pony mus’ be fed.

AY.
And was, and is. [Medhim hours ago.
'Tis useless, Frmk,——v:m sen I shall not stir

FRANK.

Still, T had something you would like to hear.
MAY.

No doubt some new f:ivolity of men.

FRANEK.
Nay, 'tis & thing the gentler sex deplores.

Chiefly, I think-
May, t‘ovm’ng to the Window.)
—What is the secret, then ?

FRANE, (mum.
There are no eyes more bea than yours
—_—
SWEETHEARTING.

“There's nothing halt so sweet in life aslove's
young dream.”

Truly ! and what a shock it is to a man,
when he is growing old, to think that he will
never more be the object of a pretty girl's ad-

iration; that t ted billets, and
stolen interviews, and the warm pressure of
dainty little fingers are no more for him !

1 see a great deal of love making going on
every day; and I have this remark to make
with regard to it generally—that it must be a
great happiness to be young and eligible at
time when the girls are so remarkatly pretty.
Ia this generation we seem to have cultivated
varieties of preity girls as industriously as we
have cultivated flowers.

1 don't want to be sentimental over this
subject, but as one who has only slightly de-
clined into the vale of tears, it is very pro-
voking to think that I am considéred too old
for sweethearting. Why is the line to be
drawn and the warning-off board to be hoisted
just at that time of life when a man begins
to know how to make love? ~ Why are awk-
ward, unappreciative boys to bhave the
menopoly cf the most exquisite pleasures of
existence? Look at yonder down-lipped boy
making love to the gitl in the corner. = You
or I could not tolerate his eonversation for a
moment
of art were in question, ¥e should never
think of asking his opinion upon it.
yet, by virtue of his very greenness and in-

pretty girl. O! those years,

from it !—Club Papers.
—_——

woman in a street car.

wink when there is anything to lose.

If a poem, or a pictare, or a work
And

capability of approaching true beauty, we
must yield to him a nobler, richer, more beau-
tiful thing than any work of art—that young,
those years,
leading us to bliss and yet dragging us.away

—A young maun in St. Louis winked at &
The girl worth half a
million to whom he was engaged saw the wink
andsevered the silver cord right away. Don't

g the q that afford the real
test of the work they have gone over, gnd of
the fraining to which they have been sub-
jeoted. Moreover, the import of the questions
set is frequetitly so much disguised by mmisty
verbiage, that time is lost in the vain at.
tempt to comprehend the wmeaning of the
examiniers, A glance at the questions for
teachers’ examlnations reveals a strange col-
lection of questions goizia sasy aud difficult,
others pretentious and absurd.

The attempt to centralize all power in
educational affairs in the hands of the Cen-
tral Committee is, we are glad to see, meet

ing with opposition. The opiunion is held by
the majority of edueationists in Ontario that
achange is demanded in the personnel of the
Central Board of Examiners. For several
years past this Committee has prepared all
the questions for teachers’ examinations, and
for High Schools and Coliegiate Institutes,
and, as thess examiners not only test the
work already done in the echools, but actually
give direction and character to subsequent
eduoational effort, a change seems neces-
sary. Itis very undesirable that the minds
of all the youth attending ovr schools should
be cast in the ome mold, even though the
model be an ample one. In 1877, after five
vears of experience of the working of
this Central Board, it transpired, that
many teachers professed to understand so
well the idiosyncracies of the different ex-
aminers that they could at any time forecast
enough of the examination papers to pass
their pupils. If it was possible then for such
a state of things to exist, surely in the inter-
terest of eduncation the relations subsisting be-
tween the teachers and the examiners it
should have been dissolved. It scems almost
incredible that, in the face of the admission
then.made, that no change has yet been af

fected, and that the eame men are retained
as examiners year after year in the subjects
in which certain teachers daclared themselves
able to foretell from 60 to 70 per cent. of the
very questions likely to be set at esaminations.
It is not to be expected that a teacher,whose
main object is the passing of his pupils.will do
honest work when the compilation of 20 or 30
quest.ons ou the subject of examination is
sure to cover the ground, and when all hie
work may be compassed by drilling his stu-
dents on these questionsinstead of teaching
the subject.

The practice of Inspectors to recommend
masters and teachers for positions in schools
seems to preveil to far too great an extent. Ab
this time of the year, when vu‘unmu.lre

most it not w q y pp
that sehool boards virtually leave the appoint-
ment to vacancies in their schools to Inspec-
tors. Were it not for the fact that the ree-
ommender is, in a degres, responsible for the
success of his man, no fault could be found
with this exercise of patronage. But when
we cousider that the office of an Inspector is
a judicial one, that he is expe cted to bring the
work of masters and teachers to a uniform
and, above all, to an impartinl serutiny, we
are justified, we submit, in condemning the
practice. An Inspector is not likely to bring
the work of his nominee to the critical test
indispensible in thorongh inspection ; and,
when we consider this subject in its relation
to High Schools and Collegiate Institutes, it
becomes utterly indefensible; 8o long as
+ Payment by Results" is the principle guid-
ing the distribation of the Legislative grant,
we cannot afford to allow this abuse of power
and inflnence to go unchallenged. Itis clear-
ly the duty of the Minister of Education to
bring to an end a practice incompatible with
the proper discharge of inspectoral duties.

It is of the highest importance in teaching
to exercise and develop the faculty of obeer-
vation in pupils.. Most great discoveries have
been the result of diligent and long-coutinued
observation ; yet if all the faculties of the
mind this is the most persistently neglected
in ordinary schemes of education. Papils
are told what other people bave observed, but
they are not taught to observe for them-
selces. In the teaching of science this ought
not to be ; and students onght to be shown
what to look for and required to make their
own observations. Objects are better than
broks to study. The points to be moted
should be few at a time, and very clearly in-
dicated. The pupils must know for what
they are to look. Questions should be sim-
ply. always such as a pupil can answer, yet
in no way indicating the answer. The ques-
tions should be frequently repeated in different
words, at different times and approaching the
subject from different sides. No one can be
taught to think correctly without extensive
and judicious questioning. Much of the
vagueness of modern adult thonght is di-
rectly traceable to either the inetficiency or
laziness of the teacher,who must be master of
every point e intends to bring before thepupil.
Ao unintell | home I too much
memorizing in the school, the absence of
mental tension while the mind is ostensibly

pied, and i ion to the sur di

world are the causes of the lack both of pos-
session of facts and tho power of reasoning
on the part of older pupils.

THE CIVILIZED CETYWAYO.

i\London Truth.)

Nothing has yet transpired as to the final
arrangements to be made with regard to the
ex-Zulu King Cetywayo. Heis still an in-
voluntary occupant of Cape Town Castle.
The other day he theught himself too old to
learn, and declived an offer to be taught ;
but he has since altered bis mind, and taken
some writing lessons, and now manages with
pencil and slate to make tolerabla copy lines
of the words *“Queen Victoria.” ~ Recent
portraits of him show a marked change in
his external appewrance. When his likeness
was first taken, after the arrival by the tran-
sport Natal, he was presented in all the
pakedness of primitive Zalu costume ; but
in $he latest photographs he appears meta-
morphosed into & very pleasant-looking col-
ored gentleman, dressed after European
fashion in a tweed suit, with white handker-
chief protruding from his breast pocket, and
gloves and cane in hand. The transition
from barbarism to civilization is so sudden
and decided asalmost to suggest adoubt
whether this can be the person who perpe
trated the acts of savagery ascribed to the
late Monarch of Zululand. The ex-King him-
self, however, soon satisfied the curious upon
this point. He makes little or no reservation as
to the sacrifice of human life, which was part of
the syetem of his 2Government, and which
be justifies on the plea that there was no
other way of enforcing his authority among
his people.

Most of the reported facts as to the mas-
sacre of the Zulu girls who would not conform
to the national marriage laws are confifmed
by him. At the feast of the first fruits, it
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went to
wayo's upon themoelves, and they and
the whole of their families ir some instances
were destroyed. Several womew, however,
saved themselves by seeking shelter and hid-
ing with friends; aod those who survived
lost no time in complying with the King's
snd marrying into the i ap-
peinted to them. Mr. Longeast, the inter-
preter now with Cetywayo, was in Zululand
at the time, and was himself instrumental in
saving the lives of five young persons, whom
he hid away.

This was not the only oceasion, however,
when the King eanctioned such slaughter of
his people. Shortly before, some of the sol-
diers #ho were summoned to assemble at
Nodwengo rade the excuse that sickness
p d them from di He ked
that he would save the doetors the trouble of
looking after the sick, and ‘*impis” of his
favorite regiment, the umecityn, were prompt-
ly serit in every direction to kill the offeriders
against his Royal commsnd. In some in-
stances the delinguents escaped from the
fury of these impis; and, by the law and cus-
tom of the country, suchy as thus escaped
were exempted from being agaim punished in
any way. - But for that law. says Cmyp.
there would have beea much more im
Zululand.

B
WEHAT I8 A “BLIZZARD.?”

“The papers wans to know what a ‘blizzard’
is, and they turn np their noses at the world,
b them as Las been thar’ ean’t see where
the joke eomes in. I've shook hands with
one or two bhizzards, and here’s the affidavies
to prove it! "

He drew off his boots. Three toes were
missing from the right foot,and the big toe
alone remained on the left. The fingers were
gone from the left hand, one ear shriveled
out of shiape, and his nose seemed to have no
life in it. He was arough-looking old chap,
and he was warming his heels on the steam-
pipe in the cabin of a ferry boat along with
geveral other passengers.

“wWell, what is a blizzard ? " asked ooe of
the crowd as the old man pulled on his

oots.

“+What's the weather here to-day ? "

+Twa below.” y

«Well, you add five or six degrees of cold to
it, take off your elothes and walk around for
three hours and you'll have a shght compar-
json. A blizzard hain't "zaesly a two edged
aword nor & bullet, but it lives next door to
em. You'd better twice over ba eotched in a
tornado. I'd take the chauces of outrunning
a prairie fire quicker'n living througit & Jin-
uary blizzard.”

“Tell us abont 'em”

«The fust ote 1 ever seed,’’ said the old
man as he held up the stamps of his missing
fingers, “war down in Nebraska, close to the
west line. I had a ranche and was well fixed.
The livin’ rcom fur me and three hevders was
abont twenty feet squar’, with a big stove im
the middle. On the 4th day of Janmary,
1850, there wasn't o flake of snow on the
ground, and at 4 o'clock in the afternoon it
was warm enough to goin my shirt sleeves.
Half an hour before the sun wens déwn tho
skywas clear and blue. I stood looking
off at a herd of horses, feein’ as if I wanted to
go bar'fut, when all to once a shiver climbed
over me. It was as if ice-water had been
poured down my back. Thar was a
moanin’, roarin’ sound away to the westward,
anotuer shiver, and next minit it  was dark
and the blizzard had come. Quicker than ¥
can tell you the sky turned black, night set
in, and mountains of snow come boomin”
along before a gale blowing eighty miles an
hour ?”

 Well 2 gaid some one as the okd man

11, there she was. That blizzard was
borm in she Hockies. She'd whirled ‘round
and round, gettin’ atronger every minit, lifted
hergelf out of some awful canyon, tore along
the cragd and peaks, and finally tumbled
down on the level and started eastward, mad
as & gnzzly and powerful asa million runa-
way horses! Them three herders weren's
half a mile away, and all mounted, but yet
only one reached the eabin. The other two
were struck as dumb and numb as if hit with
cannon balls, and they weren’s out of their
saddles a minit before they were covered with
gix inches of snow.”

+ Must have been cold ?”

«(Cold! Mebbe it wasn't! I didn't have
no thermometer to look at, but I didn't want
one. Our jug of whiskey froze solid and split
the jug in ten minits, Frost settled on the
tallow sandle within an inch of the light.
Every board in the ranch cracked and popped
with cold. We had a big stove, but the fuel
was mostly under a shed fifty feet away. I
thought to go after a load, but as 1 opened
the door I fell back as if ten thousaud needles
had been fired into my face. That one breath
of the blizzard froze my nose and ear.”

* And you were out of fuel ?”

 Yes, in halt an hour I burned up stools,
benches, table and all else that would burn,
but after midnight the fire went out. Then I
lost my toes —frost-bittén even when I was
dancing over the floor. Ours was a tight
cabin and yet there was a foot of snow on the
floor before daylight. The awful wind drove
it through every crevice. Did you ever hear
the gale which goes with & blizzard ? Well,
vou'll face a cannon sooner than bear it s
:u,‘*nlld time. The wind ecreamed louder
than a locomotive whistle. It raged and raved
like a giant in chains, aod it struck down
every livin' thing it came to. Allat once
it would stop blowin’ for half a minit, and
the stillness would be awful. Then I'd hear
a sighin’ and groanin’ afar off, a8 if poor
lost children were eryin’ for home. Then the
groanin’ would change to a screech—the
screech to a wild shriek, and the gale would
whirl 'round and ’round the cabin as if bound
to lift it from the earth in its teeth. That
gale knocked over trees a hundred years old,
and rolled rocks weighing a thousand fons
down upon the level!™

* And about your stogk ?”

“ When that blizzar®truck my ranch I
had 500 cattle, 2,000 sheep, and about 200
hosses, all alive and kickin’. It died away
about daylight, and after an hour's work we
got out out of the cabin and through the
snow. Far as the eye could react all was a

dead level. Gulches, ravines and dips had
been filled up with from five to thirty feet of
snow. Every horse, sheep and steer had
gone down in his tracks to die and be coffined
in white, and we too, frostbitten and frozen,
were filty miles from any white man. Don’t
sneer at & blizzard ! meet
thousand she tigers !”

e ——————
WHEAT AND FLOUE EX-
PORBTS.

ansed.
* Wa

. s

The following are the quantities of both
wheat and flour exported from the United
States from 1869 to 1879, for fiscal years end-
ing June 30 :

Wheat,
Bushels.
17,557,536

Wheat Flour,

Wi L. 122338,936
1579 (9 m'ts to Bept. 30) 107,802,254

The values have increased more rapidly
than the quantities, the total for both wheat
and flour having been $43,197,124 in 1869,
$130,679,554 in 1874, the highest in both
quantities and values up to that time ; $121,-
967,737 in 1878, and $150.268,788 in 1879.
In the first nine months of 1879 the values
were $140,406,861 to which the remaining three
months will probably add $40,000,000 more.
The valueof wheat flour exported has never
exceeded $30,000,000. It was $29,258,004 in
1874, and $29,567,718 in the fiscal year end-
ing June 30, 1879. The valye of wheat
reached the maximum in the same year,
$130,701,079 ; the highest previous year being
$101,421,459 in 1874. Twenty per centum

would be added to these values of gram by

converting the wheat into flour before expor-

tation, if that were possible.
——

—A woman at Ulysses, Neb., wrapped her
baby into a sheet and left it in the warm ashes
by the fireplace while she went to visit a

ighb and when she returned the infant

appears, he had given his tion to one qr
two of his regiments to put on head-rings,
| indieating that they had attained. to inde-
pendent mankood, and at the same time is-
eued & command that the young womenat the
various kraals were to marry these soldiers.
The women skowed no inclination $o comply

was burned to a erisp.
—At the Cattle Show: Young Farmer—
+ Are you fond of beasts, Miss Gusherton?"”
Miss Gusherton—* Oh, really, Mr. Fawer, if
i you mean that as a declaration, you must
speak to mamma | "y




