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IN AN APPLK-OBCHABD.

I»

The house stands somewhere between Ply
mouth and Modbory, a good distance from 
the high road, from which it is approached 

hedged lawn.
surround it on all sides ; 

w, lnmriant orchards, in which every 
kind of apple for which Devonshire is famous 
is to be found. Thai are a few quince and 
pear trees interspersed among the apple tree» 
in what is called the home orchard on account 
of the trees in it encroaching more closely upon 
the house than in either of the others. But 
in the time of blossom the rose-colours and 
pinks of every shade put the snowy bloom of 
pear and quince entirely into the minority.

There is a court-yard, in front of the house ; 
a fine square court-yard, with a pond in tire 
middle of it, with a willow weeping over its 
border. The stables and coach-house are on 
one side of this ; the dairy and hen-hiousea 
are on the other ; and opposite the house, at 
the extreme end of the yard, are the cow
houses and pig-styes.

There is always a great stir of life and ani
mation in this yard. The hens seem to cackle 
with louder complacency ; the pigs give vent 
to more sonorous grunts of content ; the gob
bling turkey-cock, and quacking geese and 
ducks, lift, up their respective voices with 
more animation on this prosperona fannsteed 
than they do on neighbouring lands. Every
thing is scrupulously clean and bright, from 
the deep red brick pavement which ‘runs 
along in front of the house to the wooden cat- 
tie-troughs at the further end of the yard. In 
hunter carefully-trained holly-bushes, a pyro- 
canthus, and a scarlet japonicagive the desir
able tone of colour to the front of the house. 
In spring the delicate apple-blossoms make 
the sweet air Mush, and in summer there are 

of myrtle and clematis, of jasmine and 
«es, clinging about the eaves, and 
their white and crimson and buff 

hues' together in delicious hasmony.
The place is known as the Little Firs, farm 

and house, and it has been held by the Ainslie 
family for. several generations of Squire 
Ffolett. The present holder of the farm is a
^ fellow of about 27, who wisely follows 

economical footstepe of his forefathers 
in meet respects, but departs from the path 
they trod in peace and prosperity in the mat
ter of hunting.

“Ko tenant farmer, who gets his whole 
living out of the land, has time to go gallop
ing about after dogs and foxes ; leave that to 
the genfay, who’d be up to worse mischief 
perhaps 5 they weren’t trampling over the 
crops, and trying to spoil the hedges and 
break their own necks,” his mother, who 
lives with Richard Ainslie, and keeps the 
bouse with zeal and discretion, tells him. 
But Richard, though he reveres her opinion, 
disregards it on this one point. He always 
bas good horses in his stable, and his seat and 
bands are not at all inferior to those of the 
pliant old master of the hounds. Squire 
Ffolett himself. Moreover, though Richard 
Ainslie has cornered the field more than once, 
and is never known to be in a bad place, it is 
not after the honnds and the fox only that he 
tides so unremittingly and well 

The apple-blossoms are in their fullest glory 
just now, and old Mrs. Ainslie, sitting in her 
comfortable highly-polished-np parlour at the 
cnd.of the house, catches sight of dozens of 
the primest trees hang with sheets of rosy 
bloom. Her soul is glad within her this 
morning, for several reasons. ' Unless high 
winds and destructive rains come to blur it, 
the cider prospect is a fairer one than ever 
this year, and Little Firs cider always com
mands a high price in the market. This is 
me great cause of gratification. Another is 
that her favourite young friend, Janie Welbyn, 
bas come to spend the whole day with her. 
And yet another exists in the consciousness 
that she has a new cap just out from Ply- 
month, which will presently surmount her 
»wb kind, clear-eyed, soft-complexioned face 
most becomingly. Lastly, she is not indif
ferent to the fact that the Chickens now being 
tasted carefully at the kitchen-fire for the 
me o’clock dinner "are bouncing birds, weigh
ing five pounds apiece, being of a most sub~ 
^gymixed race which she has carefully

Presently she hears voices outside the win- 
low, and her face brightens as she looks np 
tnd sees her well-grown son walking along 

i by the side of a 
whoee dress of 

_ _ as accurately to
her rounded form by her own deft fingers as 
if it bad been the work of a Regent street 
milliner.
“They’re a handsome couple, and glad 

shall I be the day I hear it’s settled that they 
ire to be married,” Mrs. Ainsley thinks as 
her eyes follow them ; for it is one of the pet 
schemes of her honest active brain that Janie 
shall succeed her as queen of the Little Firs 
farm-house.
“There’s nopinching, nor wasting, nor 

idleness m the Welbyn’s house,” she is telling 
herself in a self-congratulatory spirit, when 
her reflections on this agreeable point are 
tat short by the sound of a horse’s hoofs clat
tering over the stones in the court-yard, and 
af a bright bell-like voice ringing out a de
mand to know if “ Mr. and Mrs. Ainslie are 
at home ?” The old mother’s face grows curi
ously perplexed and flushed as these sounds 
greet her ears, for the voice is the voice of 
Miss Ffolett, the Squire’s daughter, and intui
tion teaches Mrs. Ainslie that Miss Ffolett’s 
visits bode no good to her sou.

But she cannot retain a touch of vexation 
in heart or manner when the room door is 
iwung open and Miss Ffolett comes bounding 
In, sweet and full of life as are all the spring 
Influences around her, and beautiful with the 
beauty of youth and high breeding and gen
tlest courtesy. She is in her hat and habit— 
ihe is rarely seen out of these garments until 
nightfall, indeed—and as she advances, her 
I lender, willowy figure clearly outlined, her 

i eyes sparkling with high health 
see, her fair face bright and clear 

in hne as a' monthly rose, Mrs. Ainslie feels 
tbit her Dick would be blind indeed if he did 
dot see something in her that thrilled him 
mpre than Janie’s more substantial charms 
will ever have the power to do.

“ I come with a message from papa, ” says 
this dazzling yonng Diana, shaking the old 
lady’s hand heartily. “He hasn’t given a 
tenant’s ball since tne year I was bora, and 
bow he’s going to give one ou my coming of 
xge—the third of next month, you know. I 
would come and give the invitation to Dick 
and you myself, and IT tell you what I’m

i given me on my birthday, and of all 
js I would like Dick’s brown colt ; but 

he musn’t tell, and you musn’t either, that 
I’ve said anything about it, for I’m supposed
jut to know.”

She laughs delightedly as she says this, and 
•Mm. Ainslie is beginning to say how she is 
sure that the Squire would give this apple of 
hi» eye all that her fancy desires, when Belle 
Ffolett catches sight of the couple out in the 
orchard.

“ Who’s that witn Dick f" she asks, quick
ly advancing to the casement and opening it. 
“ What a pretty picture they make under 
ihe apple-trees. No ! don’t call them ; I 
like to took at them. I wish I could sketch.”

“It’s Janie Welbyn, Miss Belle,” Mrs. 
Ainslie says, coming and standing by the side 
»f her yonng visitor. .“ Don’t you remember 
her ? She’s grown away a fine girl since 
«he’s been at school in Plymouth.”

“ And is Dick going to marry her ?” Miss 
Ffolett asks with quick interest “Yes, I 
know her again now ; isn’t she pretty ? IT 
tap to them, and make them look foolish 
and she tape with her whip on the window- 
pane, and rings out a clear merry “Good 
morning, Dick !" without hesitation.

Jame looks round from under the green 
leaves and pink blossoms happily and undis
turbedly as Eve might have lookedin Para- 
flise. “ It’s Miss Ffolett,” she says simply, 
“Oh ! im’t She pretty, Dick?”and in her 
absorbing admiration for the pretty young 
lady of the land, the girl does not see the 

at
about to overwhelm Dick. Even

minded Janie has no understanding of the 
“ desire of the moth for the star.”

“ Cotoe in, both oi you, " cries Belle, with 
the gracious peremptoriness that is in her 
manner to all alike, from peasants to Prinoes ; 
“ come in and hear my news. ” And the pair 
obey her ; the girt glad to go and "be question
ed and shaken hands with bar “dear Miss 
Belle again,” and the man sick unto death 
nearly at being so near to her, with such an 
impassable gulf between them.

“Shall I congratulate them ?” Belle asked 
hurriedly, as the young people pass eat of 
sight on their way round to tite entrance door, 
and Mrs. Ainslie ahakee her Bead and says :

“Dick hasn’t spoken yet, Miss Belle, but I 
know what her answer Will b» Bless the 
child, she worships the ground he walks on, 
and sheT make him a good wife ; no wast- 
ings and no pinohings for the Welbvns ; 
they’re all through of apiece. I couldn’t 
abide a coverslut to come here in my place."

“ I think I should like the man to worship 
the ground I trod on,” Belle says ; and just 
then Dick and Janie come into the room, ehd 
Miss Ffolett proceeds to tell them about her 
birth-day ball, and to ask about the brown 
colt without delay.

Have him ? Of course Ihe shall have him • 
there isn’t a question about that.

Dick’s eyes dance with pleasure at the 
thought of seeing her on the colt he has bred 
so cleverly and nurtured so tenderly. His 
soul burns with the ardour of his desire to give 
her the colt, but he does not dare to do this. 
He almost winces as he thinks of the surprise 
that would flash from her bright blue eyes if 
he proposed such a thing, and he almost hears 
the sternly grave tones in which the Squire 
would refuse the offering for Bis daughter.

“ I had him out in the low meadow, and 
took him over some timber this morning, and 
if I’d had a cup of water in mv hand there 
wouldn’t have been a drop spilled. He’s as 
clever at his fences already as his mother, 
Beyleaf, was, and you know /what she was. 
Miss Ffolett ? you’ve seen her many a time.”

“Yes, and you rode her so splendidly,” 
the young lady says, frankly complimenting 
him, without a thought of the way in which 
her words made the Mood leap along his 
veins. “I should like to see the colt, Dick.”

“ I’ll bring him out,’’the young fanner says 
promptly ; but Belle says :

” No, no, IT go to the stables and look at 
him ; and, mind, not a word to papa or any
one about my having asked about him. They 
want to surprise me,” she laughs joyously, 
“ so you must help me to keep the secret I’ve 
found out ; but if you hear of anyone from 
our house wanting to buy a horse, mind you 
offer the brown colt.”

She is going out to the stables with Richard 
Ainslie as she says this, leaving Mrs. Ainslie 
and Janie in the parlour.

* ‘ What a pretty girl Mias Belle has grown. " 
Janie bursts forth with enthusiasm. “ I saw 
her in Plymouth the other day, riding with 
her pa and Lord Charles Collingford, one of 
the gentlemen on board the Admiral1» ship. 
They say in Plymouth that Lord Charles is 
after her.”

“ Now, do they ?” Mrs. Ainslie responds 
fervently. With her whole heart would she 
rejoice to hear that every nobleman’s heart in 
the country was laid at Mies Ffolett’s feet. 
All the better for her son’s peace of mind, the 
old lady deems it, that fair Miss Belle should 
have many ardent and gallant and suitable 
adorers. Right glad will she be when one of 
these is chosen. “Then Dick’ll settle him
self,” she . thinks ; “ settle himself with 
Jauie.”

The brown colt “ is a picture,” and deports 
himself faultlessly. Miss Ffolett, standing by 
him in his stall, flings her arm round his 
strong shiny neck, presses her fair cheek 
down on his satin skin, and vows that “ he, 
and no other, shall be her own dear horse.” 
Dick, standing about somewhere between the 
colt’s heels and. the harness-room door, 
watches the group with curiously compound
ed feelings of pleasure and anguish. How 
good she is to look upon ! How graciously 
she permits him to look upon her ! How 
closely she seems to approach him in her 
liking, and sympathy, and interest in the 
eolt ! How far she is ayay ^qqi him in 
reality t * " .

The young farmer hates his petition, and 
despises himself for so hating it, as he stands 
watching her. It is useless for him to at
tempt to remind himself that the “ rank is 
but ,the guinea stamp, the man’s the gowd 
for a* that. ” What’s the use of the man being 
gold, if he is such » rough nugget that this 
lady’s eyes cannot perceivehii value ? Would 
that he had the rank—aye, and with it the 
thousand and one traits and characteristics, 
habits and manners, and tricks of hewing, 
that mark the difference between those who 
wear the rank from mere “men”such as him
self. And while these thoughts go surging 

;h his brain, she lifts her winsome, 
ly gracious little time away from the 
colt’s near shoulder, and save :

“ I mustn’t selfishly give all my thoughts 
to the colt, Dick. Your mother tell» me that 
Janie Welbyn and you—” —

She pauses abruptly. The man’s face is 
charged in a moment with such passion and 
such grief that she can say no more.

“ My mother shouldn’t trouble you with 
the nonsense she thinks about Janie and me, 
Miss Ffolett.” Here Jim,” he calls sharply to 
the stableman, “ you haven’t given the colt 
half the grooming he ought to have after the 
sweating I gave him this morning.”

He goes into the harness-room, and comes 
back a moment or two after, with a couple of 
fine brushes in his hand.

“IT give the colt a rub down myself, 
Miss Ffolett, he says, stripping off his coat, 
and taming to work with more than a 
groom’s ardour. He takes a savage satisfac
tion in showing himself at his roughest before 
her. His honour demands that he shall as
sume to be no more than he is, a working 
farmer, before this radiant, unmercifully 
friendly young queen of his soul, who, stand- 
ing by, says presently :

“I always wish to do that for any horse I 
like. The darling ! look how fie turns his 
nose to you, his dear fine quivering nostrils. 
How can you help kissing him ? I couldn’t. ”

“Miss Belle, will yon go in to mother?” 
he asks despairingly. “She’ll think so much 
of it if yon go and praise up the colt to her, 
because Bay leaf was my father’s favourite 
mare, and mother thinks too much’ can’t be 
said for the colt. ”

He looks haggard and harassed, but Belle 
Ffolett takes no special note of his looks. 
She merely gives the colt a farewell pat, and 
then steps across the yard to the house, daint
ily tapping her pretty little Hungarian boots 
as she walks, thinking pleasantly of how 
much somebody will like to look at her when 
she is on that brown colt’s back.

“ Dear old Charlie !” she thinks ; “ I should 
be just as fond of him if he Xadn’t a penny 
and wasn't his brother’s, heir.” Then, in 
spite of this asseveration, her spirit kindles 
within her at the prospect of being a Marchion
ess, and she goes back into Mrs. Ainslie’s 
parlour with a lovelier light than ever beam
ing in her eyes, and something in her step 
that seema like joyous spring itself.

Looking at the lirightness and the light
ness, and remembering that the girl has jnst 
come from the stable where her son is, the 
old lady says to herself indignantly i

“ She’s no business to go on like this, flat
tering him, poor boy, with looking so happy 
because he’s got a colt she Wants to buy ! 
And all her pretty ways make Janie seem set 
and heavy-like ; yet Janie’s the wife for him, 
and the wife beT have, and this one will be 
no more to him than the crowned Queen on 
her throne."

Belle lingers for a few minutes, babbling on 
in her happy unconsiousness, and then, with
out giving a thought to young Ainslie’s pro
tracted absence in the stable, she says good
bye to Mrs. Ainslie and Janie, mounts her 
horse, and rides away to luncheon at a big 
country house near Plymouth, where she is to 
meet many of her friends. Tp one of these, 
Lord Charles Collingford, she confides a little 
secret.

“Yoncan have that brown colt, Charlie,” 
she says, “ I have taken thp trouble to find 
that out for you this morning. Young Ains- 
lie, of Little Firs, bred her himself, so you 
can bring the colt in one hand, and de
mand me of papa with the other, on my birth
day.”

“I>e told Oocington, and prepared him for 
the worst beT meet in

=
ire to be on

..... , - • Proceed t” develop
of their own plans to One another, and 

to hope that Oocington and proa will fall In 
with them.
, Meanwhile, the chicken», a trifle overdone, 
for Dick found a tiresome lot of things to de- 
tain him in the stable, are served on the Little 
Firs farm-house table, and Janie surveys with 
secret grateful satisfaction the "well-worn table 
•*£*•*» hnei1'the glittering glass and fine 
old Wedge wood service, that will all he hers 
if matters go on as she and Mrs. Ainslie, to-

„ silent during dinner. It is the 
habit of her father and brothers, stolid 
farmers of a heavier type than Dick, to be 
silent during meals. Nor does it tround the 
vanity she has not, to find that Dick is alive 
and astir to get out oyer the farm after din
ner. There is always a lot to do on the land, 
and it pleases her well that the man lyho is to 
be her master and keeper should be en the 
alert in looking after his own interests. But 
it does ^oin her a little, when his mother 
leaves tt*m alone for a few minutes before he

of the 
_ er. 

papers, Dick?” 
she asks. Poor soul, if he answered her that 
the Kimberley Horse had joined issue with 
the Home Rulers,’and that the whole party 
had taken a tourist’s ticket to Rome eta Af
ghanistan, she would not be much the wiser. 
But he is very literal.

“There’s nothing that yon would care to 
hear, Janie.”

“I like to hear the news,” she says, perk
ing herself up. “One feels so silly it one 
never hears of anything that is going on away 
from our own place. What a lot Miss Belle 
most hear, to be sure ! all those gentlemen 
in the regiments and ship» in Plymouth go out 
to the Squire’s to dine, some of them every 
day.”

Dick has been religiously brought up, there
fore he tries not to inwardly curse both aer-

worse luck ; good-bye, Janie, youT be gone 
before I come in, I dare say.”

“Not if you’re in to tea.’i she says, 
modestly. *

“ IT say good-bye at any rate. I never 
know what may keep me when I get on to 
the farm, ” he says, a little awkwardly, for her 
eyes are bent upon him with such a look of 
entreaty that he can hardly bear to refuse her

ins having given one word of the promise he 
heart is teaching her to hope for from him.

She stays to tea with her old friend ; but 
the hours of the afternoon drag slowly, and 
the tea, to which Dick does not come in, is a 
dull meal. The brightness that had been 
about everything in the morning in Janie’s 
eyes hsa vanished, and she almost feels dis
posed to quarrel with fata for having made 
Mias Ffolett’s lot so much more brilliant than 
her own.

By-end-bye, aa the sweet spring-tide even
ing shades are gathering, the girl fakes leave 
of Dick’s mother, and starts on her home
ward walk to her father’s farm.

“ Strange of Dick not to come and walk 
along with von,” the old lady says, as her 
favourite departs : “ but men who never ne
glect their business, even when they’re court
ing, make the best husbands.”

And with these comforting words ringing 
in her ears, Janie is fain to leave without get
ting another gbmpse ot Dick.

But he sees her pass out of the court-yard, 
and go on alone into the dying fight, from 
his post of observation in the harness-room, 
whither he has retired to smoke and think,

“f 
with
sigh. ”1 couldn't say 
night, not after seeing Miss Ffollet ; and I 
know mother thinks I ought to speak out to 
Janie, or have done with it.”

It is the day before 'Ôeflé Ffolett’s birth
day, and the Squire has his otter-hounds jut.

Everybody who knows anything of either 
otter-hunting or the Ffoletts is here, for the 
pool to be drawn ii the famous one on the 
Little Firs Farm property, dbwn at the bot
tom of the home orchard, where the river winds 
among the apple trees in one of ite most pic- 
turesque curves.

It is one o’clock when they near this point— 
the best for the purpose of luncheon that they 
will reach for the day. So the hampers are 
taken out from the waggonette In which Mrs. 
Ffolett is driven discreetly to see ftle sport, 
and the Squire’s friends, and every stranger 
who likes to do so, draw near to be regaled.

Belle is'here with her long otter-pole in her 
hand, in a dress and hat of grey serge which 
suit her to perfection, and by her side—al
ways by her side—is Lord Charles Collingford, 
whom she addresses openly now aez*‘Charlie,” 
and to whom it is generally understood she is 
engaged.

‘‘ Where is Ainslie ?” the Squire asks aloud, 
aa they settle to the serious work of the day, 
and leave a couple of wise old Bounds to watch 
the hole from whence they know the otter 
will emerge by-and-bye. “ Where is Ainslie? 
It’s the first time he has not been oat with us 
for two years. He most come and drink my 
daughter’s health with the rest Hia family 
are the oldest tenants on the property, ” be 
adds, in an explanatory tone, to the Marquis 
of Oocington, who is down here to-give his ap
proval of his brother’s choice in the most un
mistakable way on the morrow. Bonnie pret
ty Belle is going to be a very great lady ; but 
she feels a heartier pleasure this day in show
ing her father’s tenants and friends how her 
father’s daughter is appreciated than she will 
ever feel in her more dazzling triumphs in so
ciety by-and-bye.

Out. . y ..-J,,
“And lit come with yon,” Belle says. 

“And have a look at the brown colt,” she 
adds in a whisper. And the handsome pair 
suit the action to the word, and walk away 
through the orchard to the house to fetch out 
Ainslie, and look at the colt.

But Dick is not at home to-day. His mo
ther thinks he had business in Plymouth. At 
any rate, he went away early this morning on 
the brown colt.

“And is it settled with pretty Janie Welbyn 
yet ?" Belle asks, standing up proudly by the 
side of the young lord, her lover, who is so 
soon to take her away from her own people.

“ Yes, thank God !” his mother says rever
ently ; “ Dick has made a wise choice, and 
will have one of the best and most prudent 
of girls fora wife.”

“I’m so glad ! and Lord Charles and I 
will go to their wedding ; won’t we, Charlie?” 
Belle says buoyantly, and then she whispers 
a few words to her betrothed, and he says :

“Will your son, Mr». Ainslie, be kind 
enough to send the brown colt up to the 
Squire’s to-morrow morning ?” And then he 
langhs and adds gallantly : “ He's to be the 
first present my future wife wifi deign to ac
cept from me, Mrs, Ainslie, so I’m anxious to 
secure him—at your son’s price, of coarse. ”

Mrs. Ainslie makes the handsome, jolly- 
looking ..young naval nobleman one of her 
daintiest mixtures of bow and curtesv ; and 
he goes back presently to the group "by the 
river-side with Bello, declaring himself to be 
quite enraptured with the Ainslies and their 
surroundings.

“ If I were a girl, I should fall in love with 
that fine young fellow and this old-picture 
holm,” he says jolfily. “ Belle, why haven’t
ÎOU found a pretty girl for him to marry ?

"ou neglect your duty. Upon my word, I 
shall have to brush you up, and make you 
keep your eyes open when I take you to our 
place -’’ and then he call» his brother to his 
aid, and they both begin chaffing her charm- 
ingly about her future duties as queen regnant 
of the house of Occington.

“ Mr. Ainslie has found a pretty girl for 
himself,” Bello chimes in. 11 Papa, you 
ou<ht to arrange that your two old tenants’ 
children should be married on the same day 
as your own daughter ; I should tike it of all 
things, fer the brown colt (K*f r$ pine now, 
*VSe Charlie ? wQl always be a bond be- 

Dick Ainslie end me. *

Ee her fellow-creatures glad

young engtdjed amide are here 
n these Belle Ffolett’s interest is

n’t forget the ways of 
mood, you see," the Squire says 

_ to Lord Oocington, and he replies : 
A pity she should, aa they’re such pretty 

wavs. I think Charlie’s one of the luckiest 
fellows in the world, and—”

There is a cry that the Otter has come out 
and gone down the stream at hia juncture, 
and the whole party throw off their luncheon 
lethargy and prepare to follow him. He ia a 
wary old dog-otter, conversant with every 
twist and turn of the river, and with every 
hole inthe bed of it accurately mapped out 
in nia head. He gives them a lively lead for 
half an hour, and then, just aa he is twisting 
himslf round the trunk of a tree that seems to 

Out of a stone by the river’s edge, Dick 
i suddenly ' • • - ■ ■ -

He is

has checked his_____
“ Bitten you in the thumb, has he, Dick ?” 

Miss Ffolett says, eagerly coming forward ; 
“ let me bind it up ! Oh ! is it nothing ? I’m 
so glad : I waa afraid he had hurt you.

“ Will you have hia skin se a foot-warmer, 
Miss Ffolett ?” Ainslie asks. “ Do, You 
will, wont you and-he swings the otter, 
who is dead now, round him, and olears a 
circle a» he speaks. , ,

“ Young Ainslie will jump into the river 
and get bitten by hunted beasts once too often, ” 
two or three of young Ainslie’s friends say to 
one another, as they jog home after tho otter- 
hunt ia over “ There’s something queer in 
his family. His grandfather hanged himself 
after the best year he ever had on the land.”

“ Hanged himself in Jibe home-orchard, 
didn't he ? I don’t know that I’ve heard right
ly tell, but they say the Ainslies in every 
other generation coma to à bad end."

“ Dick’s end will be to marry Miss Janie 
Welbyn, and that wont be so bad for him.” 
They laugh, and while they are settling his 
fate thus comfortably, Dick stands in the 
apple-orchard alone. .

“Ther’sthe spot. 7 he says to himself. 
“ They cut the tree down, and dug up the 
mold around it, but there’s the spot where
------- 1-* —’--1 J;-* ■*— *■-—elf. Thaf----

der dear

to a place with the stain of self-drawn blood 
on it." Before he goes to bed this night 
Dick makes his, mother very happy.

“I shall settle it with Janie at Mias 
Ffolett’s ball to-morrow night, mother,” he 
says.

“ And get married before harvest, Dick,” 
she says earnestly. “ Lor ! what a help 
Janie will be to nie at that time. ”

It is a very brilliant affair, this birthday 
ball of Belle Ffolett’s. In the first glow of 
her happiness, her engagement openly ac
knowledged aqd approved of by the heads of 
both houses, the girl feels as if she could not 
do enough to make 
and happy too.

Another ; 
also, and on 
soon concentrated. Richard Ainslie and Janie 
Welbyn “ have made it up between them
selves,” and blushing Janie is hardly second 
to Mias Ffolett this night in the intensity of 
her satisfaction at having won the love she 
prizes.

“ Yon must be married the same day I am 
—the third of August.” Miss Ffolett says to 
Dick in the pauses of the quadrille she is 
dancing with him ; “ and I shall ask Janie to 
accept her wedding dress from me, and it 
shall be made by my own dress-maker. What 
a pretty wife you’ll have, Dick—the very 
prettiest girl about here : won’t you be proud 
oi her ?” ^

Dick looks a little wildly at her, but says 
nothing, and Belle goes on :

“LordCharles thinks the colt perfection. 
We’re going to call him Golden Pippin, after 
yonr famous apples,, and I hope to be often 
down here in the hunting season after I’m 
married, and then you’ll see him.”

Golden Pippin ! It is not an auspicious 
name to mention to an Ainslie, for it was on 
one of their famous ,golden pippin trees that 
the grandfather of this present man hanged 
himself. But Belle haeasither never heard of 
this fact or it has entirely escaped her mem
ory. I *aitt : honor a **090 Wild)

“ Now, leok>here if says Miss Ffoletts “ If 
Janie and your mother agree to it,^rill you 
be married when Lord Charles and I are. 
Dick ?” a.

,‘LYea, Migs Ffolett ; aa well then as any 
tin»,” he says, hopelessly, and she looks at 
him in surprise, and asks :

“ Is it too long off a date ? It’s only two 
months from to-day, you know—the third of 
August I shall go and tell Janie it is fixed. ’’ 

Presently the two brides-elect are holding 
sweet converse together in a comer of the 
room. i 4

“ Are you very fond of him ?” Belle is ask
ing. “ I’m sure yoa are, and he and you will 
be such a dear, nide, happy couple ; I shall 
like to feel that two other people are just as 
happy as ourselves'down here the day Lord 
•Charles and I are married. It will be another 
bond between us. I look upon the brown 
colt as one already.”

The next morning Richard Ainslie receives 
s cheque from Lord Charles Collingford for 
the brown colt, which is about three times as 
much as he would have asked if he could have 
been persuaded to name a price. He does not 
say anything to his mother about it, but takes 
it into the home-orchard and tears it into 
little bite aa he stands meditatively under a 
tree. >

Then he goes about his daily work. The 
wedding day is definitely fixed for the third 
of August, and preparations for the reception 
of the young wife at the Little Firs form- 
house proceed apace under old Mrs. Ainslie’s 
able management. Janie will find everything 
in the most perfect order, and the admirable 
manner in which she haa been brought up 
justifies Mrs. Ainslie’s most sanguine anticipa
tions of happiness resulting from the match.

But Dick does not seem happy. The third 
of August is a golden summer day, and num
bers of people from the adjacent villages are 
assembled about the entranlte to the church
yard to seeithe two wedding» about which so 
much talko-has been made. Mies Ffolett’s 
long train of friends have arrived, and now 
Miss Ffolett, leaning on her father’s arm, 
walks up the little pathway through the 
church-yard, and looks round eagerly for the 

.Other bridal party. As she advances to the 
altar-railings, and the service which is to 
unite her to Lord Charles Collingford begins, 
the Welbyns'bring their daughter in, andtwo 
or three scouts are sent off to see what makes 
Richard Ainslie a laggard in love tbia morn-
ing- .

His mother is waiting for him in the old 
oak parlour, looking happier than she has look
ed since her husband’s death. Her plain col
oured silk dress and bonnet suit her well ; Miss 
Ffolett has chosen them as well aa Janie’s 
dress.

Where can Dick be? The friendly messen
gers come in breathlessly from the church 
where his bride is awaiting him. And there 
is a search made, gleefully enough at first, 
anxiously after a few minutes.
Ïhen they find him.

here in the homd-orchard, near to that 
same spot where -her husband’s father had 
died by his own hand, the poor mother sees 
Dick, her sqn, lying ià his wedding clothes, 
senseless, cold, dead.

They find no mykrf of violence about him 
his face is peaceful enough, poor fellow, now; 
and the doctor who is hastily called in declares 
it to be “ heart disease,” and no word is said 
to the bereft mother and the poor little girl 
who loved him so well of the fataHy condemn
ing little bottle which they find empty in a 
tuft of grass close by.

“Itis so sad,"Lady Charles Collingford 
says when she is down for the hunting season 
the year of her marriage, as she rides Golden 
Pippin surpassingly well after her father’s 
hounds over the Little Firs Farm ; “ he was 
such a nice young fellow, such a friend of 
mine, and so happy in the prospect of being 
poor Janie’s husband : it almost makes me 
shudder to pass by this apple-orchard now 
after such a tragedy. ’

So he lives for six months at least in her 
memory.—All the Tear Round.

“Seth," said Mrs. Spicer, “t wish you 
—” — and see to the furnace ; that iLtto 

‘‘in coal as if sh> was firing a loco- 
remarkedAnd when S 

perhaps a 
warmer thaï)

-—-ied i
-cinder-I

Sir William Harcourt and the 
Parnell ite Party.

AMAN NOT LIKED BUT FEABED,

The Eraeutiofl ef Candahar and the Pree- 
poets ef the Beer War. Î

London, Mardi 6, v 
ecretary, Sir William Har

court, is the principal figure for the moment 
in the House of Commons. His speech on 
introducing the Peace Preservation bill irri
tated the Home Rulers beyond measure, and 
another speech, in which their favourite or
ganization, the Land League, has been criti
cized in the person of Mr. Dillon, has kept 
their wrath at fever heat.. It was owing to 
Mr. Forster’s absence in Ireland that this 
duty devolved upon Sir William Harcoûrt. 
Had Mr. Forster discharged it, the Home 
Rulers would have been quite as aggressive 
and irreconcilable, but they would not have 
been quite so angry. They cannot but feel 
that the measures proposed by Mr. Forster 
are really proposed with reluctance, and in 
obedience to what he sincerely believes to be 
a necessity. He has done much for Ireland, 
and however greatly he may be disliked now, 
his sacrifices for Ireland cannot be ignored or 
forgotten. Sir William Harcourt has no hesi
tation in saying exactly what he thinks, and 
it is his outspokenness which hss carried 
consternation into the Home Rule ranks. I 
have been told that, till they listened to his 
speeches, some of the Home Rulera themselves 
were ignorant of many things which had been 
done in thsir name. Since then Mr. Dillon 
has frankly avowed that murder and rebellion 
are among the objects which the Land League 
has in contemplation. His plain speaking has 
had more influence in reconciling the Liberal 
party to a coercive policy in Ireland than all 
the speeches of the Ministers of the Crown. 
Something decisive will have occurred before 
this crosses the ocean, so I shall not enlarge 
on the subject. I may add, however, that 
Mr. Shaw, whom Mr. Parnell displaced from 
the leadership of the Irish party, told me the 
other day that he saw a great change in Ire
land during a recent visit. The people were 
giving more attention to cultivating the ground 
than to agitation. The Irish-American Fenians 
who have been busy stirring up strife are leav
ing the eotintry. As many aa 2,000 suspected 
characters have moved away, and there is 
still a hope that the exceptional powers with 
which the Lord-Lieutenant haa been armed 
Will not require to be frequently exercised. 
There is a general and, Ithink, swell-founded 
belief that if the Irish magistracy had been 
a little less cowardly last autumn, and had en
forced the ordinary law with vigour, there 
would have been few outrages and less need 
for special legislation.

“ IIISTOBICUS” IN PARLIAMENT.
leaving the Irish question for the present, 

let me tell you something about Sir William 
Harcourt. He haa been a member of the 
House of Commons since 1868. He was ons 
of the new men in the vast majority elected 
to support Mr. Gladstone, and he entered the 
House with a reputation for great ability. 
During the civil war in the United States he 
wrote a series of letters in the Time», to which 
the signature “ Historicus” was affixed. 
These letters displayed an amount of learning 
which surprised the ordinary reader. Much 
of it, however, was collected for the occasion, 
and was not the outpouring oi a richly-stored 
mind. His first speeches in the House of 
Commons were disappointing. His misfor
tune was to be too bumptious. The House 
will submit more quietly to the impertinence 
of Mr. Biggar than to be lectured by any
body. However, Sir William, then Mr. 
Vernon Harcourt, improved considerably, 
and he came to be regarded as a speaker who 
waa certain to temper bis harangues with 
many clever and amusing remarks. Indeed 
there ia no. qpestiPU. plwDt .jhia, cleverness. 
Like many very clever men, he is more de
sirous of shining than of making himself 
agreeable. Three months before the dissolu
tion of Parliament in 1874 he was appointed 
Solicitor-General in Mr. Gladstone's Govern
ment. During the Administration of Lord 
Beaoonsfield, he took an active part in Opposi
tion, several of his speeches being the ablest 
delivered in condemnation of Lord Bescon- 
field’s policy. He and Lord Beaoonsfield 
are on terms of personal intimacy ; 
ho has often been a guest at Hugh- 
enden Manor, and Lord Beaoonsfield 
has a high opinion of his capacity. He once 
counted on getting him as a recruit, but the 
days of Sir William's hesitation are over and 
his fortunes are now linked with those of the 
Liberal party. Both he and Sir Henry 
Jamee, the present Attorney-General, were 
desirous that Lord Hartington should, be the 
head of the present Administration. Sir 
William has a notion, which is entirely un
founded, that he can manage Lord Harting
ton, while he knows that he haa little if any 
influence over Mr. Gladstone. When the 
present Administration was framed. Sir Wil
liam intimated that he would not accept a 
legal office, having no ambition to be Lord 
Chancellor after passing through the grades 
of Solicitor and Attorney-General. Here he 

' is right. He is not a bad counsel, and can 
conduct a criminal case before a jury quite 
as well as others who know more law than 
he, but hia purely legal attainments do not 
rise above medjocrity. His ambition ia to be 
Prime Minister ; perhaps if he had the knack 
of making friends, he might' have a better 
chance. A story is current about a number 
of gentlemen agreeing that each should, in
vite tq dinner the hiost disagreeable man with 
whom they were acquainted, apd it waa found 
that each had invitai Sir Willjaiu Harcourt. 
There are many men of unpleasant manners 
who have risen to high WO in the State. 
Nothing could exceed the frigidity of the 
great Sir Robert Peel and Sari Russell,^ 
yet the former was the trusted leader 
of the Conservatives and the latter of the 
Liberals. Neither the Earl of Beaoonsfield nor 
Mr. Gladstone is gifted with geniality of 
demeanour. Many public men owe tneir 
success to making themselves feared. Sir 
William Harcourt has developed a capacity 
for this which will stand him in good stead* 
hereafter. Hia sharp tongue is a potent in
strument for his purpose. He has a fine 

s of six feet in height, 
powerful and flexible. 

There are few among the younger generation 
of speakers who can impress an audience 
better than he ran, and he is decidedly the 
best speaker in the present Government, 
with the necessary exceptions of Mr. Glad
stone and Mr. Bright.

the withdrawal from candahar.
The large majority by which the House of 

Lords has expressed an opinion in favour of 
retaining possession of Candahar will have po 
effect on the policy of the Government. The 
ablest speech in the debate was that deliver
ed by Lord Derby. In conversation one 
hears more frequent references to it than to 
any other. The troth is that the problem of 
Indian policy is not how to extend the area 
of the British possessions, but how to regu
late the finances of the country. If money 
were no object it would be comparatively 
easy to maintain a force at Candahar ; but 
the late Government would have found thq 
financial difficulty an insuperable one in car
rying ont their policy. What Lord Derby 
forcibly stated, and what the persons most 
intimately acquainted with lndi^ regard 
with apprehension, is the posai bili^ of the 
country becoming bankrupt. At any mo
ment the eight millions sterling derived from 
the cultivation of opium might cesse to be 
available, and there is no other source from 
which the like amount can be raised. I un
derstand that the withdrawal from Candahar 
is but a part of a scheme of policy which 
has been adopted chiefly for financial con
siderations.

THR SITUATION IN SOOTH AFRICA.
The same consideration will, in due time, 

have great weight aa regards |he policy to be 
pursued in South Africa. It is ecaroely 

' " that the oost of the war with the
l not fall abort oi ten million» eter-

presence, bring upwarc 
and his voice is both

ling. I have convened on the subject with 
gentlemen who have lived long in South 
Africa, and they assure me that that the con
quest of the Transvaal i» hardly possible. 
Unless the Boer» succumb after a defeat, and 
agree to accept the favourable terms which 
will be offered them, the war may continue 
for years. A desultory warfare is what they 
can "wage to the best advantage, and is the 
kind of fighting which can least easily be con
ducted by regular troops. A hope is enter
tained, while I write, that a battle which 
may be fought by Sir Evelyn Wood, before 
the arrival of reinforcements, will be ac
cepted aa decisive, and will be followed by 
arrangements for peace. If this should prove 
a mistaken forecast, then nothing will remain 
but to trust to the large battalions which are 
being forwarded to' the theatre of hostilities.

sm ALEXANDER OALT.
I am Sony to have to state that the High 

Commissioner, Sir Alexander Grit, has been 
out of health for a few weeks. He has had a 
severe attack of influenza which he finds it 
hard tp throw off. He has been working very 
hard, and his labours have told upon him. 
The last time I saw him he waa evidently in 
need of rest. A short visit to the seaside 
will doubtless set him up again. ,

ECHOES FROM HA JUBA HILL

Gathered from the Correspondence of 
the London Papers.

Story of Major Fraser’s Wonderful Karans
—ConUdeuce Inspired by General Weed’s
Assumption ef the Command—Comman
der Bomiliy’s Death.
Aylward, the renegade Irishman, acts ae 

Jonbert’s Military Secretary.
The garrison at Mount Prospect now con

siste of 1,212 foot and 146 horse.
The 68th arrived in the Transvaal 600 

strong, and now numbers about 230.
It is computed that of the men who re

mained on the hill until tKe'last, in the late 
fight, not more than ope in four escaped. 
Only eighteen out of one hundred and twenty 
Highlanders returned to camp.

Although the Volksraad has observed neu
trality, the burghers of the Free State are 
said to lend aid to the Boers of the Trans
vaal in every possible way, commandeering 
on all sides on their behalf. English resi
dents in the Free State find life almost in
tolerable.

At this moment many of opr readers may 
like to be reminded that the late Sir George 
Colley was the author of the excellent article 
“ Army ” in the new edition of “ Encyclo
pedia Britannica.” The article, which oc
cupies some sixty pages, was one of the few 
writings of the lamented general.—Athenaeum.

General Wood officially reports relative to 
the Majuba Hill fight “ All officers be
haved perfectly in action on Sunday ; two 
companies 92nd fought admirably, but our 
men (350 all told) were greatly outnumbered 
and attacked on all sides. Sir George shot 
dead in fighting line, Fraser and Hay close to 
him."

Commandant Joubert, on the 2nd of 
March, sent a message to President Brand, 
through Sir Evelyn Wood, as follows 
“ Your telegram has been received. In re
ply, the Government and the people of the 
Transvaal scree with you in wishing that 
there should ne no farther bloodshed. It is 
in the power of the English Ministry alone, 
against whoee attacks we are defending our
selves, to prevent it.. We are willing .to 
accept every effort made by yonr Honour for 
the restoration of peace so far as it ia not in 
direct opposition to our liberty."

The Time»' correspondent says :—“ It is 
hoped that the appointment of Sir Frederick 
Roberta docs not portend the establishment 
of a military despotism. South Africa is not 
Afghanistan. The arbitrary exercise of au
thority, which may be possible and perhane 
necessary in Asia, will only result here in" a 
general uprising against British role. The 
mamtenanoaiof the Queen’s empire in the* 
territories depends npon the discretion, mod
eration, and conciliatory temper displayed by 
her representatives. Should the flame of 
disaffection be fanned by administrative in
discretions, no one can say how far or how 
fait it will spread. ”

Commander Francis Bomüly, who died of 
wounds received at Majuba Hill, was the first 
officer wounded, bring shot at a great dis
tance. He waa standing close to Sir George 
Colley when hit. He was the son of Mr. 
Chari* Romilly, Clerk to the Crown in Chan
cery, and Lady Georgina Romilly, eldest 
daughter^ the sixth Duke of Bedford. In 
1858 he eltercd the navy, became a sub
lieutenant in 1864, and lieutenant in 1866, 
and in 1877 was promoted to the poet of com
mander on a “haul-down vacancy.” Com
mander Romilly served for some time under 
the Duke of Edinburgh in the Galatea. He 
was with Count Gleichen in the Raccoon, and 
was flag-lieutenant to Sir Jam* Drummond 
in the Hercules and Lord Warden on the 
Mediterranean station, and he served with 
the Naval Brigade in the Zulu war.

The stonr of Major Fraser’s escape is thus 
told :—“ When the 58th Regiment retired on 
the central ridge. General Colley stood in the 
right centre, with Colonel Stewart next him, 
and Major Fraser on his left. The firing then 
became so heavy that our men, by degrees, 
meltpdaway from their ground—hardly a 
matter of wonder, considering the tremendous 
volleys the enemy kept pouring in upon 
them. Colonel Stewart ran back to rally the 
men on the last ridge of hill, and succeeded 
well. Our fellows there stood shoulder to 
shoulder, and made a moat determined resist
ance, but to no purpose. They were flanked 
and shot down on all side*. Here it was that, 
qword in hand, General Colley fell, shot in 
the centre of the forehead. Major Fraser 
then moved to the south-west corner of the 
ridge, the Boers continuing their heavy firing 
at a distance of certainly not mor» than fifty 
yards, and our mon retiring towards the 
campj suffering severely beneath tho con
tinuous storm of bullets which the enemy 
poured upon us. Then Major Fraser sudden
ly lost his footing, slipped, fell, and rolled 
down the steep rocks about 300 feet, into 
some thickly wooded kloofs, where he lày 
until night came on. He then cautiously 
felt hia way towards where he imagined 
Mount Prospect was situated—a heavy mist, 
combined with rain, preventing all probabil
ity of finding the true path, but he hoped by 
some lucky chance to hit a road. He kept 
on all through the night, stumbling over the 
rocks, slipping into streams, and soaked to 
the skin by the rain. To make matters 
worse the compass he had with him got out 
of order, leading him straight towards the 
Boers’, position at Laing’s Nek. When day 
broke, discovering this, he kept do* in a 
donga to prevent his being observed, and to
wards night again moved in the direction of 
our camp, watching the Boer vedettes, and 
seizing every opportunity of concealing him
self. Although bruised and sore in every 
part, he managed to reach Mount Prospect 
about three o’clock on Tuesday morning, 
having suffered great hardships, and having 
narrowly escaped falling into the hands of 
the enemy. He had been about forty-eight 
hours without any food.”

A Good Thine.
German Syrup is the special prescription of 

Dr. A. Boschee, a celebrated German physician, 
and ia acknowledged to be one of the moat 
fortunate discovert* in Medicine. It quickly 
cures Coughs, Colds, mid all,Lung troubles of 
the severest nature, removing, * it do*, the 
cause of the affection and leaving the parte in 
a strong and healthy condition. It is not an 
experimental medicine, but haa stood the test

■PP*PP*PH* .. .. . _ ___ ,'Tl1
Beware of medicines of similar names, lately 
introduced. Boechee’s German Syrup was in- 
trod noedfotheUnitedStattein 1868, andis now 
sold in every town and village in the civilized 
world. Three doe* will relieve an’

WOMEN AND THEIB WATS.
A little love, à little glove,

A little rosebud for a token}
A little sigh for days gone by,

A little gtii heart broken.
Another man wo* Sarah Ann 

With bank-book well extended;
A social crown, a house in town.

And Sarah’s heart is mended.
Carlyle thought women were especially fit» 

ted to be doctors.
Fanny Davenport is to have » close fitting 

dress made for herself of glass.
Of all things that man posaewes, women 

alone take pleasure in being possessed.—
Malherbe.

The Massachusetts society for the highei 
education of women has a balance of 82 cents 
in its treasury.

Why do girls lass each other while men 
do not? Because girls have nothing better to 
kiss and the men have.

Two women were fined by Justice Wallace, 
of Chicago, for amoking on tha street, though 
they were neither drunk nor dieorderly.

Women of the world never use harsh ex- 
pressions when condemning their rivals. Like 
the savage, they hnrl elegant arrows, orna
mented with feathers of purple and azure, 
but with poisoned points.

Mrs. Mary & Poet has been re elected 
town clerk and Treasurer of Georgia, Vt. 
Her husband held these offices nearly thirty 
years. He died in 1878, and Mrs. Poet has 
acceptably filled them since.

A young woman belonging to a wealthy 
family at Atlanta, Ga., stepped into a railroad 
switch-house, removed every particle of 
clothing, and started ont for a walk. This was 
the first indication of .what is pronounced 
hopeless insanity.

Mi* Flora Torrey, step-daughter of Judge 
W. R. Wagataff, of Paola, Kan., haa just 
been admitted to the her, after a searching 
examination. She is a handsome blonde, 
highly educated, and accomplished in music 
and painting.

A delicate compliment is worth preserving 
and repeating. When a lady askedQuinwhy 
there were more worgeo in the world tbs" 
men, heat once answered :—“It ia in con
formity with the other arrangements of na
ture, madame ; we always see more of heaven 
than earth.”

In the year 1880 America issued seventy 
patents to women. And not one of the* was 
an indicator to be attached to a bed post to 
show if there is a man under the bed. And 
yet, think how much getting down on hands 
and knees such a thing would save women.— 
Boston Poet.

At Edwards, Mi*., recently, Mrs. Spauld
ing, a milliner, killed J. A. Maples with a 
revolver, and reported to the neighbours that 
she had shot a burglar. It was soon shown, 
by a notq in his pocket, that she had decoyed 
him to her store, evidently with the intention 
of murdering him.

“ Been vaccinated, Miss Black ?” ” Yea, 
indeed, Mr. White, I should just hate to die 
of that nasty smallpox. Why, they say that 
if you die of it you must be buried in the 
middle of the night and nobody goes to the 
funeral !” “ How very, very sad it is for the 
corpse, to beware !”

There is an International Society of Thieves. 
Two French women belonging to it, passing 
themselves for Americans, were recently 
arrested in Rome, where they “ lived in grand 
style, spent money like water, and were gen
erous to the poor. Their portmanteaux and 
trunks were all provided with secret recesses, 
in which they had already amassed consider
able booty in the shape of jewellery, deeds, 
bonds, etc.”

On a quiet, starlight night one looks upon 
the surface of a clear and placid lake, and 
there he sees, reflected from ite surf see, moon 
and star» and clouds, the whole of the in
finite expanse above. The heart of the true 
woman is such a lake ; in its purity, sym
pathy, tenderness, long-suffering, and self- 
sac rifioo there is seen on earth the image of 
the heavenly, of our Divine Mother which is 
in heaven.—Christian Union.

CURRENT HUMOUR.
Punch thinks that Victor Hugo, on Ms 

birthday, ahonld be re-christened Victor Ego.
The man who took a seat in the orchestra 

when his ticket was for the second balcony 
felt badly at having to change. In fact he 
was moved two tiers.—Boston Pott.

A tramp printer attempted to awry off 
bodily the library at the Patriot office, bnt 
his wholesale thieving was discovered, and he 
was compelled to drop the book.—Harrisburg 
Telegraph.

Pig-cnliar People.—The Germans examine 
every American pig to detect its trichinosis. 
Do they adopt a similar plan with the unof
fending Jews, and persecute the race on ac
count of its striking nos* ?—Punch.

It is said that two French philosophers have 
kept nine hogs drunk for a year, as a scientific 
experiment. That’s jnst the way some folks 
cast their pearls before swine. Why couldn’t 
they have let seine New York men have the 
fun of the experiment?—Boston Post.

An Englishman who went to see an Irish 
friend knocked at the street door and asked, 
“ Do* Mr. McGuire live here ?” “ He do*, 
sorr ; Irat he’s dead ! ” “ When did he
die?” “ If he’d lived till to-morrow,” was 
the response, “ he’d have been dead a fort
night.”

A girl heard her father criticised severely 
aero* * dinner-table. The carele* critio 
paused a moment to say : “I hope he ia no 
relative of yours, miss.” Quick as thought 
she replied with the utmost nonchalance : 
“Only a connection of my mother’s by 
marriage."

The steam-oars run so rapidly that they get 
way ahead of a child’s age, so that, the boy 
or girl who was fifteen when he entered them 
is no more than six or eight by the time the 
conductor com* along. Boast of our pro
gress as von may, but there’s no denying that 
the children are behind the age on railways
and at the entertainment ticket offices._
Boston Transcript.

When a man waa called before the justice 
in Marseilles for having cut his wits in pied* 
the judge asked him why he had committed 
such « terrible crime. “I’m just going to 
tell you,” he remarked, cynically, “I share 
their opinion with out noble deputies. I am 
violently opposed to divorce ; bnt, sir, I am 
a partisan to the cause of the total senaration 
of bodies.”

A story is told to prove that Donizetti was 
the inventor of the ulster. One day at Paris, 
* it goes, he sent for hia tailor to measure 
him for an overcoat. The tailor found him at 
the piano surrendering himself to the rapture 
of composition. Nevertheless, he was per
suaded to quit the beloved instrument and 
deliver himself up to the maw of tape and 
chalk. The tailor made the first measure-

on his

’ . j• -Mv»**», www, Mua un
composer in. » dreamy voice. The tailor 
brought the measure half way down the leg 
and paused inquiringly. “Lower, lower.” 
The tailor reached, the composer's ankles.

Lower, low*. “ But, sir, you won’t be 
able towalk." « Walk ! walk ! who want» 
to walk ? with an ecstatic lifting of the 
arma, “ I never walk, I soar.”

Efps^s Cocoa—Grateful and Comfort- 
mo.—“By a thorough knowledge of the 
natural law» which govern the operations of 
dig*tiou and nutrition, and by a careful a»- 
pheation of the fine properties of weü-seleoti 

Mr. Epps h* provided our break
fast tables with a delicately flavoured bever- 

®s,y many heavy doctors'
" 18 by *fr© judicious use of such arti

cles of diet that & constitution may be gradu- 
ally built up until strong enough to resist 
tvery tendency to disease. Hundredz cf cub- 
ele maladies are floating around ns ready to 
attack wherever there is a weak point. V/ s 
•“•y “cape many a fatal shaft by keeping - 
ourselvw well -fortified with pure blood and » 
Dronerlv nourished frame. "—Cieii Service 

only in packets labelled 
Co., Hommopathic Chemists, 

Epps's Chooo-
we essenoe tot stterooen use, 101-36

AGRICULTUllAL.
C

EDITORIAL NOTES.
/or the week ending February 26th, 18 

19,881 *nimala were shipped from Irel 
to'England, of which 6,695 were cattle,] 
542 sheep, 9,301 pigs, and 334 hors*, 
this return it would seem that the 
Leaguers have not yet succeeded in “ Beel 
ting" England, and it will be a bad day 
Ireland, judging from these returns, H 
they do. Few people, it is safe to a 
have any id* how thoroughly the comme, 
end industrial interests of the Emerald , 
iMU bound up with the welfare of EnglanJ

-An extensive land fraud,by which tho_
A settlers have been duped, has just 
laid bare in Missouri. It appears that 
Robert L. Lindsay of Iron ton, Mo., 1 

. ciated with himself a number ot pen 
who secured fraudulent till* to more th 
million acres of publiNlands, which were 
to innocent settlers, who now find t 
selv* without a valid claim to the land 1 
occupy. Lindsay has been arrested,] 
what action the Washington Governn 
will take to relieve the settlers from the 
astmus position in which they find 
Selres is not yet known.

One of last year’s settlers in the Tu 
Mountain district, North-West Territa. 
writ* : “ This is a fine section of counq 
plenty of wood, good water and good 
and will make one of the best settlement 
the North-West. There are a few grumh 
of epurae, bat did you ever see a place 
out them ? ” Our correspondent con 

i bitterly of the rates charged for the tn 
of freight, and, judging from the figi 
quotes, with good reason. It is to bd 
agents taking emigrants to the Nortu- 

> "ill do what they profess to do—look 
them to the end of their journey and 

i care that they are not charged exo " '
- rat* for anything.

The Ontario Government would be do 
good work if they had the Agricultural ( 
mission's report condensed into a handy 
practical volume. At present it is too b 
to be of any great use in attracting attei 
to onr farming resources and the fertilit 
onr soil Its very size, as it now is, is en 
to frighten any ordinary man. Still, 1 
who have had the courage to look into’it 
generally a good word for the work, 
edit* of the New York Scotsman, f< 
stance, says:—’“The report shows cl 
enough what a wonderful field for agricu 
Ontario presente.” If the labours ol 
commission are to have any beneficial’ r 
it can only be by,the report beihg emb 
in a convenient, handy volume. It 
great mistake fo issue it at all in its 
Shape. ^

The death-knell of American canned : 
would seem to be sounded when the 
papers are found warning people -, 
them. Recently it was the Maine Ft 
who declared some of the carcases p 
were unfit for dogs to eat ; now it is tb 
Moines (Iowa) State Register which 
“We have experimented wit* a good 
brands, ^ and found none uniformly 
concluding by pointing to three , 
deaths, one of a woman in Iowa from 1 
canned salmon, and the others of a ma 
his wife from lunching off canned cornei" 
The canning industry in Canada has 
made considerable headway, but if 
continue to progress—as w e hope it 
care must be taken to steer clear of 1 
ways of United States cannera No: 
the healthiest meat must in the first in 
be prepared, and then care must be 
that it is properly canned.

—1 _______
Mr. Ranch, secretary of the IHinme 

•f Health, says Since 1866 eleven 
have occurred in Illinois by triehiner 
in every Instance front rating ' taw" ‘ 
sausage. As a sanitarian I regard the 
to life from this source as practically ai 
ing .to nothing, it being so easily pre 
by cooking. No doubt more deaths 
from many other articles of diet that 
garded as banniras, no record being n 
the same. ” Mr. Rauch in his last sent 
speculating, and in his reference to c 
he belittles the danger from trichinoei 
the investigation of M. Vacher, a ’ 
scientist, is reliable, and there seems 
son to doubt it, ordinary cooking w 
destroy trichinae. He boiled a piece a 
more than the average time allowed : 
cooking, and found the temperature 
centre of the meat was not calculated 
the parasite. People, therefore, mu 
TOO away with the idea that the mere 
of the meat will destroy the danger. " 
be well and thoroughly cooked.

It has been commonly supposed
land agitation is confined almost en__
the south and west of Ireland, and so ia 
measure it is, but the north is not 
out grievances, as witness the fa 
petition which agriculturists in that 1 

of the country are said to be largely si;
“ We, yonr Majesty’s loyal and law-a 
subjects, tenant-farmers of the North 1 

land, humbly beseech thee to hear a i 
the grievances we, cultivators of tbi 
have to complain of. First, the milii 
money that are being annually sent 
the country to absentee landlords, w 
any return or circulation whatex-er. “
—That the landlords will neither 
fence, drain, nor reclaim land for us. (

- —0>vmg to a succession of bad seasot 
capital has melted away, our stock 1 
coipe less, our farpts barren and ste 
want of capital. ‘Eourtb—The flax X 
northeramen always depended on tb 
rente is unsalable, or, if sold, we 
submit to a price two-thirds less th 
we were receiving some years ago. ,
We have to compete with the Amerii 
their enormous produce exported here 1 
land. We are no longer able to 
present exorbitant rents. This is 
no fault of onr own. We consider 
as sober and as industrious as any „ 
Majesty’s subjects, and beg yonr Maj< 
nse yonr great influence with yonr 
ment to get us a reduction of rent, 1 
complete ruin awaits us. To rema‘ 
snd law-abiding we must have fair re 
sale, and fixity of tenure. By grant, 
our humble petition, we shall ever praj

Cheese Made from Potatoes.!
A foreign paper says that cheese ij 

froip potatoes in Thuringia and 
After having collected a quantity of 
of good quality, giving the préférai 
large white kind, they are boiled in] 
dron, and, after becoming cool, the 
duced to a pulp, either by means of 
or mortar. To five pounds of 
which ought to be * equal as 
added one pound of sour milk an< 
sary quantity of salt The whole ia 1 
together afid the mixture covered apl 
lowed to lie for three or four days, acf 
to the season. At the end of this t" 
kneaded anew, and the cheeses are } 
little baskets, when the superfluous i 
escapes. They are then allowed to à 
ehade, and placed in layers in large ] 
where they must temain for fifteen 
The older these cheeses are the mo] 
piality improves. Three kinds
The first snd most common is m__
tailed above; the second with four] 
potato* and two parts of curded mi] 
ihird with two parts of potato* a] 
parts of cow or ewe milk. These] 
lave this advantage over other ki 
lo not engender worms, and they ]
:or a number of yeara, provided 
placed ih a dry situation and in well

Sin* the clow of navigation abouti 
1 ofjÿWMd hy have hi 

Itheridnil


