MRS, GARFIELD ALONE WITH HER
DEAD.

'[he writer of the !ouowing simple tribute to
tho late President Garhield knows that wiser
snd abler pens will far better than her-
self “render in poetry some expressions of om
sympathy as Canadians in the late melanchol;
ocourrence.” Itis onlyin accordance with nu-
merous requests from both sides *of the border
that she lays these lines before her friends,
Only o fow brief weeks have phst,
And a noble man took oath,
To God and to his country's sons,
Duty to do to both,
Ah! who of all that trusty band,
Under the eagle's plume,
Could dream that in 80 short & time
Their chief should ask a tomb.

Banners are floating half-mast high—
Emblems of grief and woe

Droop down from pillar, roof and arch,

Dlriu are mourning low,

And thousands of the free-born pass
With ceaseless, noiseless tread,

To see their nation’s blighted hope,
The pale face of their dead.

But hush! keep silence, mighty hosts ;
Guards, elose the sacred door,

And leave the living and the dead
Together, just once more,

Until the fond wife bids farewell
Unto her loved and loﬂ&:

o migu nation! what t6 her
Hath been this priceless cost!

Knights Tempiar with their swords at rest
Have laid their tribute down,

And the glorious cress of Malta fades

'or him who wears a erown.

And the dead man's comrades thro' the war,
In heaven’s own white and blue,

Have left their “ old commander” signs
Of their allegiance true,

And fair, all baaital with love,
Amid that mournful scene,
Stands that pure circle of white leaves,
“rom Christian England’s Queen.
Oh | blessed bonds that bind two realms
In one unsevered chain ;
Two women's heartshave forged strong links,
Arching the rolling main.

For good Victoria, too, hath drank
Of that embitterad cup,

‘Which now her widowed sister holds
And to the dregs drinks up.

Oh! breaking heart! he is not dead,

e is not gone so far,

Look up! your people comfort you,
Behold ‘' the gates ajar.”

Al ! breathe that solemn, last favewell,
But only for a 2
Asleop in Jesus,” he hath woke
In Christ's own glorious elime,

And burning words of hope and love,
‘Words of the Christian faith

Hymns of the Christian, over him,
Full many a fond lip saith,

Thoworld in sorrow stands appailed—
Sons of the stripes and stars,

Ye monrn as one Elisha mourned,
To see the golden cars.
But children, mother, wife, beloved,
Oh! these are word fall.
And in your true and loyal hear ts
To tender memories call.
Why should it be? Hush, stricken ones,
God has His own right way,
And what to us seems dark and strango

Shall all be bright some day.

Oh! widowed'heart! Christ comfort thee,
For nll beneath the sod ;
Oh! vast heart of Al

A,
n God.
HARRIET ANNIE.

1
A GREAT MISTAKE.

It was a year, George remembered, since he
had first ecen Lney Thrale.

Then it was Christmas again, and the bells
were ringing acrogs the snow out at Gugen
Knowe a8 they had rang when he walked
across the fields with her to church on that
happy Suaday.

There was a brooding shadow of unhappi-
ness over his home, to which the young man
tried bravely to shut his eyes. Nothing could
have been kinder or more steadfastand manly
than his behavior to his wife. He repeated
to himself that she was not to blame—that,
since he had chosen to keep silence and to
make her his wife, it was his duty to see that
she at least did not saffer for another's mis~
taken sacrifico.

But, when the spring was breaking again
in the old square gardens, and George March's
little gon was born, Lucy hoped that a hap-
pier state of things wounld begin for the fam-
ily, and that the cradle in the house would
draw them all closer together.

Keep strong your fa

Coarraa L.

When Mre. March began to get aboub
again, the freshness of early summer was on
the little town and the old square gardens.

1t secmed to Lucy, in her brave hopeful-
nesg, that life might be beginning anew for
them all; but after a while it became evident
that Ada's old rest ess or discontent was
lurking under sall the young mother's pretty
forced smiles, and that she wae living not
in the tranquil present with her husband and
her baby and her simple round of duties and
pleasures, but in some vague future, which
was more real as well as more absorbing to
her than the actual people and things by

Dard I” said Ada, kissing him lightly on_the
forehead. * And I have often wanted to
step-mother,

k to you about your
g 4 not  mis-

I am sure you will
undgrstand my motive in  doing
80, You know, dear, it was all very well o
make her a handsome allowance and to charge
yourself with the education of her en
while you were single ; but, now that you have
an expengive little wife, and a little son of
your own to think of, it seems to me thas you
have a vor‘y“good exonse for withholding far.
ther l;npp! 2 P -~

“ But you see,” refurn rge X
“ghe is qﬁu alone in the world, and snnhu
always looked to me for help since my father
died. I could not forsake her now because I
am #0 happy as to have a home and dearer
tios,”

“ Denr George,” murmured his wife, again
kissing his forehead, * you are always so
good.”

Mrs. March continued however to bemoan
the necessary sizeof their house and the un-
neceseary expense it led to in many ways.

1 wigh George could be induced to give it
up,” she sighed in her confidential talks with
Mary Throgmorton. * And I wish that we
could delicately suggest to good Mrs Batters
that I am quite capable of maunaging our
simple establishment myself. She is a faith-
ful creature, I dare say ; but I do not think she
need be quite soobtrusively devoted to Greorge.
She always seems to be consumed with a
nervous dread that I shall neglect his tastes
and wighes. My dear old stupid George—as
if I would! Luoyis the enly person besides
* the master ' to whom the old dame conde.
soends to be decently eivil.”

“1 do not seo indeed,” agreed Mrs. Throg-
morton, ** that yon have any need for a house«
keoper now. But George is so foudof old
faces, I suppose he would not hear of parting
with Batters.”

“You cannot think I wonld suggest it!”
cried Ada prettily.

* And, as for Luey,” her friend went on,
with a meaning little nod.

 Oh, dear Lucy's home is with me, of
eourse I interposed Mrs. March quickly.
“ I have always insisted on that with George.”

“ And v sweet it is of you, my love,”
said the kind woman, beaming at the pale
young matron ; “ batl always think young
married folk are best alone ; and, if Luey
can find & home of her own, it will be better
for all parties.”

“I do not understand.”

Ada lifted her Iarge eyelids and searched
her friond’s face. Mrs. Throgmorton was
evidently full of a new idea. She
confessed now that she had heard from Mra.
Ackroyd that the Rector's i to Miss

gﬁi.nﬁolmmummmming
by and she had not a penny to
meet them.

 Of gourse I intonded to pay them out of
my own money,’’ she explained wearily. “But
that has always been absorbed by the house-
hold expenses. It would not have dove totax
dear George too heavily on ascount of my
family.” i

8]

“ No,” returned Jack, reddening again
bave changed my mind.”

Cikpras L. ;
Anothor of the olerks in the Minaing Lane |
office went to Bombay in Jack Throgmorton's
place, and the young fellow received an in-
timation from

Lucy made an eager exol !
checked herseif, and began to think with an
anxious face. When she had firat gone to
livein George's house, she had felt that it
would be impossible for her to remain with
her cousin unlees she was ngowtd to contrib-

Mua. Throgmorton was secretly relioved
o Tad dresded Uy

her son’s decision. e
ahe il Tk bes:

thought of the voyage
tion. Tt was not for

penace Y ey . e
, and she had spoken frankly on the
subject to Ada. Ada bad laoghed at first,
and then, when Luoy still persisted, had ap~
peared a little wounded.

“Idid not tbink .you were 80 ud,
dear " ghe said reproachfully, * Have I
not always said that your  home should be
with me ?”

But Luey had declared that it would make
her feel a great deal more comfoatahle if
Ada would take half her little income.

** George need never know anything about
it,” she said hurriedly ; “and I shall still
have more than enough for my clothes.”

And so it had finally been settled. There-
fore now, when Lucy ran for her little purse
and emptied it into Ada’s lap, begging her to
pay the bills and not to look so pale and wor-
ried any more, it was found that the help she
could offer was by no means sufficient. The
girl stared and turned pale when she learnt
the amount of the debta.

“Oh, Ada!"” was all she could say, in a
heart stricken voice. i

She was thinking of the kind fellow who
worked for them all, and how it was upom
his broad willing shoulders that this new bur-
den was to fall.

* I dare say it looks very tremendous
you, dear Luoy,” said Mrs. March, smilin
“I wish you could see what other women are
doing every day. Of course I could not come
to my husband in rags. It was absolutely
impossible to do with less than I ordered for
my humble little troussean.”

Luey did not answer; she was thinking
with all her might what wonld be best to_do.

“ Oh, Ada, tell 1" she at
“ He always said it was best to tell the
truth, no matter how disagreeable, and not to
be afraid. If you tell him I am suve he won's
be angry ; and you will not have to worry any
more.”

Mrs. March emiled again.

“ My dear Luey,” she said, not uunkindly,
* do you really suppose I need advice as to
my duct towards my husband ? If I keep

Thrale had becomo very marked during the
young lady’s lass few visite to Croome.

Tue kindly matchmaker felt that Lucy
had behaved remarkably well in the matter
of her cousin's marriage, and that she
deserved & reward. And no reward could be
more appropriate than such a handsome and
agreeable husband as Mr. Olifauns wounld
make, in spite of his five-and-forty years, to
say nothing of the charming, quaint old Rec-
tory, with its gables and dormer windows, its
wonderfully trim garden and hot houses, the
fruit of which was famous for miles around.

* Could anything be micer ? '’ demanded
Mary Throgmorton, with enthusiasm. * It
would be a splendid marriage !"

‘ Bat is it very probable ?" asked Ada,who
looked a little pale. ** The Rector is one of
the Olifaunts, you know, dear Mrs. Throg-
morton, and will doubtless expect his wife to
come of an equally good family, even if she
brings him no meney."”

“ My love, Mrs: Ackroyd thinks he ia very
serious in his intentions. His mother has
called more than onece while Lucy was at
Croome. Really she is a very lucky girl !
She would bo quite in society as Mra. Oli-
faunt —one of the county families, as you may
say.”

One day not long after this, Lucy was in
the nureery minding the baby while the
nurse went dewn to her dinner, She was
Lushing him to sleep a8 she sofily paced the
room,holding the little velvet cheek to her
own, and singing a drowsy tane in the sun-
shine, when Mrs. Batters came in, and said
that the Doctor wanted to speak to Miss Lucy
in the study.

Lucy was startled. It was the first
time George had ever sent for her. She
never went into his room, exsept to dust
it in the morning before he came down-
stairs,

The young man was standing at the win-
dow ; but he turned with a start and a some-
whas forced smile as she entered the study,
and pulled forward a chair for her.

* Bit down, child,” he said kindly. ** I want
to have a talk with you.”

Dr. March spoke wifh an effort. The
words he had to say would possibly cause
him to lose her who had been as bright as

which she was surrounded.

Lucy dered with a passi wonder
that Ada could not be" happy with her bsau
tiful boy, in whose nursery she herself spent
such long delightful hours. The chill terror
that had strunck to the girl's heart on her
return from Oroome scized her again as she
noticed her cousin's gentle ind:fference to the
little fellow's baby smiles, and her increasing
depression when George was not by to see it.

‘ Ada is not quite strong again,” Lucy
thought, uneasy, searching for excuses for her
cousin. ** When she is she will take more
notice of baby and be more cheerful. 8he is
happy—oh, surely she must be happy !" sho
would cry sometimes with sudden anguish.
*“ Bhe loves Georgg, and he is good and true.
His goodness is wonderful. I have mnever
heard him speak an unkind word. I amsure
he has not a thought that is not generonsand
loyal and manly. Oh, surely Ada at least
must be happy !"

It bewildered her tojce that the reatlessness
and discontent were on Ada's side and not
on George's, who had such goed cause for
unhappiness.

Coming home from her work out of doors,
her heart still thrilling kindly with the re.

membrance of glad child-voices, of dim eyes
brightening as she drew near to sick beds, of
hungry mouths fed, and of cruel paina soothed,

Luey would be met with Ada’s smiling stifled
yawns and listless attitudes, and would
feel that they were almost more than she
could bear.

It was cruel, she felt, to see (teorge’s wife
dissatisfied, longing vaguely for the unattain.
able, when she already possessed what would
have made lifeso beautiful to other women,
and for which they would gladly have given
the whole world besides.

Lucy bad known what it was to
look bright and indifferent, with a very sad
and sorry heart, for poor George’s sake; but
why need Ada, who had her desire, make any
effort to seem happy? |

“ Bhe loves George!” the girl insisted, with
A new access of terror. **Bhe told me she
did. It is only that she is not quite strong
again, It ¢an be only that.,”

Once she spoke $o Ada very timidly, and
with a burning face, and tried to find out the
reason of her long continued apathy. Ada
laughed and yawned. .

“ It is the Barlaston air,” sho said gaily.
I feel as il I were stifling in this little place,”

* But i} is your home !" eried Lucy, turning
very white. Your husband lives here—little
George will grow up here,”

* Pray don't utter any such dismal prophe-
cies, dear Luoy,” protested Mra. March, smil.
ing. “ Why should you suppose anything so
hopeless ?”

uoy looked at her cousin, with fright in

her blue eyes.

“Where do you want to go*" she asked
abruptly. * How could you bear to leave
this t:gu old home where George has lived so

'he Doctor's wife raised her blond eye-
brows in calm amusement.
It is & dear old house,” she said lightly—
* g very dear old house! I have been thinks
ing that a little villa at Green Knowe wounld
not cost half as mueh; and, if we moved
there, we & be near Croome, and have
some probability of decent society now and
then. I shall talk seriously of it to George.
He could have his ulting room in town,
and go in and out il. The country air,
I am sure, would be btter for baby.”
“ Oh, Geordie is thriving splendidly !" said

., Lugy. “ AndIam afraid George would not
hike te leave town, Ada, Would it not make
his work ali the harder ?”

* Dear Gaorge likes whatever I like,” re.
lied Ada gently ; * and I like ‘only what is
for his good, as you know.”

But, when Myrs. March did mention the
subjeot oné evening to her husband, she
found him for euce very unwilling to accede
to her fancy. He explalned that his expenses
just then were already as heavy as he could
very well support, and that the rens of their
house, roomy and eommodiouns as they found
the old p}nce. was, on account of the anti-
qnntpd situation, very moderate indezd. The
farnitare too, which he had bought for a mere
song from old Docior Featherstone, would be
sadly out of place in the bright modern villa
on which his wife had set her hears ; and he
did not feel justified for the present in in-
ourring the expendi which a 1
would certainly entail.

“ Try $0 be-happier here for a time, my
dear,” the young man eaid kindly,® and I
promise you that as soon as I can afford it
you shall make the change you desire.”

He explained farther ihat his step mother |
was a serious drain upon him, now that her
children were growing up, and neading to be
helped on their way in the world.

“ Indeed, dear George,

, you work far too 10DE

to him in many gloomy hours. He
felt however that it was a duty shat musé be
done. Mr. Olifaunt, the rector, had ken
to him of his regard for Luey, and his
desire to make her his wife, and George now
spoke to her freely of the offer.

Lucy started up, coloring violently.

“ Oh, George,” she cried indignantly, what
could have put such a—such a ridiculous
notion into his head?"

‘ Is it sv very ridiculous?”
Georgo.

“ Of courss it is,” proteated the girl, with
8weel angry eyes,
quite old—old enough to be my father "

* My dear, Olifaunt is a good follow, in the
prime of his life,"” George said steadily. *‘ I
think any woman is fortunate who wins hig
regard.”

“1 did not mean to be ungrateful.” Lucy
hung her head, blushing. ** But,” she broke
ont again impetuously, ** I have the dearest
home in the world already. I don't want to
go away, unless you and Ada send me,”

* You must go some day, I suppose, child.
We cannot hope to keep you always.”

“Yes, you can, il you will,” she urged,
with a tearful smile. “I am very much
obliged to Mr. Olifaunt ; but I do not want
to marry aoy one, and him less that any one
else, I think.”

There was a pause. George had taken up
the paper-knife again ; he did not look at
Lucy when he spoke.

#' Not even that man you once told me of,"”
he asked in a somevhat unsteady voice—
** the man who has your heart, Lucy ?”

She shook her head, coloring painfally.

*That is all over,” she said. ‘‘Please
do mnot speak of it again.” She
got to the deor. *‘ You do not want me any
more, George ? "’ she asked, smiling and look-
ing back at him. * We have had our talk
out—about Mr. Olifaunt, I mean?”

‘* Not quite,” he answered. * You had bet-
ter think of his offer, child. Sleep on it, and
give me an answer in the morning.”

She nodded cheerfully and went away. If
her heart was beating and her hands were
trembling, balf and hour’s quiet in her room
wonld take all that away. George Lad start-
led her by referring to that old untruth which
she had thought buried out of hearing for
ever.

* Why do women have to pretend so mach
in their lives ? " she wondered sadly. *“ Wounld
it really be beiter, as men say, if they told
everything straight out, without considering
the trouble it might cause?”

* What can you want?” said Mrs. March
wearily, when she heard of Lucy’s final an-
swer to Mr. Olifaunt, * 'The Beotory is a

of a | You would be in
m‘l)"l" —aﬁmg the county
people! ™ F

* Bus I do not care for Mr. Olifaunt,” said
Luoy simply, though with a blush.

asked poor

**Why, Mr. Olifaunt is,

any harmless secreta from George, it is for
his sake, you may be sure. I must tell him”
—langhing lightly—** how enthusiastic you
you were on his behalf.”

Luoy was silent, buk the hot color rushed
to her face as‘she left the room. From the
window on the great equare landing she saw
the nurse walking up and down the sheltered
gardens of the square with the baby in her
arms. She stood for a moment to watch
them both ; and just then she saw the Dootor
coming towards the house. He was walking
and he caught sight of the baby's white
cloak through the trees, and crossed over to
the iron gate to call the nurse. He looked
warm and dusty and walked as if he were
tired. Lucy watched him as he stooped
down to look at the little fellow’s face and to
kisa it ; and then she turned away, and the
old bitser pain was in her aching throat as
she went upstairs.

She knew afterwarda that some of the bills,
at least had been paid.

George took no holiday at all that year ; he
smiled and said he could not find time.
He had made arrangements to send his wife,
with the baby and the nurse, to Saltsea for a
few weeks, leaving Luey with Mrs. Ludlow,
who was not equal to the exertion of the
journey.

But Ada declined to go.

* While dear George has such heavy
burdens cn him, the least we can do is
to stay and share them,” she said to her
cousin.
uecy blushed at this implied reproach, and
the word or two which Ada had let fall about
George’s expenses haunted the girl like a
pain. She could hardly sleep at nigut for

she had spen$ daring the past year. It had
not been spent on herself ; she had wanted
no new clothes, and had felt free to lay it out
on poorer girls than herself, and to indulge
herself in the new delight of giving ; but
now it was evident that siic 1aust spend no
more, except what was absolutely necessary.
She even determined to give up her
reading and practising, and to devote
her spare time to writing a sauccessor to
“ BEthel  Delamere's Afonement.” She
langhed at herself and at what she wrote,
but she persevered ; and often old Batters,
coming in to tuck her in bed and put out her
light, would find the girl seribbling at her
waitting table, with flushed cheeks and brighs
wakeful eyes.

* You must not sit up so late, my dearie,”
the good woman would say, as she brushed
ont Miss Luoy's bright hair and braided it up
for the night. ' You'll be losing your roses
—and that would be a pity.”

But the story was ftinished and ready to
send away before long.

Ope morning, when Lucy began to dust
the Doctor’s study, she noticed n drawer in
lis writing-table which had been left wide
open all night, and George's keys hanging
from the lock. She was about to shut the
drawer and put the keys in her pocket to
return to him at breakfast when something
caught her eye. Ii was her own handwriting
on a roll of paper. She recoguised iin an
inatant. It was the manuseript cf * Ethel
Delamere’s Atonement.”

Of course she knew then that George had
been her editor, agd that the five-pound note
.of which she had been so proud had come out
of his kind pocket, Luey shut the drawer
and locked it, and went on arranging the table
quietly, though great heavy tears were falling
all the while on the open German book which
| the Doctor had been reading when be was
called away. Aud after breakfast she went
up-stairs and burned her story,

Suomer was drawing to a close. Nearly
every one was away. The town was atits
very dreariest, as Mrs. March declared to her
mother and Lucy. Even Croome was shut
up, and the Ackroyds were off to the Con-
tinent, to some baths which had been recom-
mended for Mr. Ackroyd's rheumatism. Ada
used to yawn until the teara ran down her
cheeks as she lay on the sofa in her shady
drawing room, too listless even to work at
her embroidery. Bee had tried very hard
to carry Luey off to Saltsea with her,
but Luey had declared that she must remain

at home.
* Saltsea | Good Heavens !” Mrs, March
** Why should one go

cried, with a shudder.

to such a place ? In Barlaston aileast one
can yawn unobserved. Do you suppose Bee
plays on the beach with a spade and a bucket,
Luecy ? There is nothing else to do there, 1
aax sure.”

Doclor March came in one evening and
told his wifé that Jack Throgmorton was
going to India. He bad just met William
Throgmorton, who had told him the news.

“ The firm has offered him a capital
chance, owing to the sudden illness of a
fellow clerk, who was about o sail. He will

havé a good berth in i aé Bom.-
. It will be a ood for the
boy’; lnd_hil_l')eoplo are glad that he should

go fora
* Poor Jack !" said Luoy,

* Every one cannot make I tches,”
replied Mrs. March, with smiling impatience.
“ Luey, you are a foolish girl ; you will think
better of it.”
*No,” Lucy said; * Iwill stay here as
long as you and George will have me.”
Mrs. March liftad her shoulders in the
faintest little shrug.
“I think people never know when
they are well off,” she said, sighing as
she turned away and flung herself on thesofa.
1 hoped for dear George’s sake, Lugy, that
you would have been more sensible.”
“For George's sake!"” repeated Luey,
startled, and making a litile olatter among
ker cups and spoons. -
“I don't understand you, Ada,” the girl
:uJ, fixing her blue eves wistfully on her
ace.

** The thing is evident enough however,”
reiurned Mre, March with gentle eoldness.
** The poor fellow is always complaining of
his expensés, and he works far foo hard,
Lucy. He is keeping three families really !
{“huoped you wourld have considered him a
e."
“ George wonld not ask me to marry a
man I did not carefor,” said Luey, biushing

I began to work for m kY
** You know perfectly well that Gaorge—
that we could not permit that!” ans
ber cousin  somewbat impatiensly. ‘“I sup-
pose things must only go on as nsual, Iam
sure I don't know how to tell him about these
miserable bills 1" ?
She took s little roll of papers from ifer
pocket as she spoke, and opesned them on
her lap, sighing,
“ Bills,” oried Lucy, with & sinking at her
heart, *‘Ob, Ada, for what »’
And then 1t came out that money troubles

had had something to do with Mrs. March's
continued depression,

“The bills for the

painfally. ** Bus indeed I think it iz time that |

heartily.
Ad:&hulwe_mhimbahnhoﬂhv"um

** No,"” the Doctor answered. He was rum-
maging for a book, and speaking in an absent
staceato fashion. “ It is quite sndden. I
believe he will start within & week."”

A day or two later Lucy, on going into the
drawing room o join her cousin, saw that
she was not alone. Some one was hold-
ing her by both ber hands and talking very
rapidly a3 he stood with his back to the
door.

Mrs. March broke into a little lsugh and
drew away her hands.
** Here i3 Lucy,"” she said gaily.
have you fergotten Jack "
The young fellow turned round.
** Oh, have you come down safter all, Mr.
Jack ?” eried Luoy, cordiatly. ** I am so glad !
"i‘h:ly you cdn see the baby before you go to
ndia.” :
ack laughed, but he reddened too, as he
hands with Miss Thrale,
course I must see the baby,” he

said.

‘The lad looked broader, older, more at ease,
His gray garments were well made and be-
ocoming, his dark moustache had arrived at
majarity,

‘X will go and bring him down,” Lucy
said. ‘He bas just come in from bis walk.
Hg is such a splendid littie fellow, Mr. Jack ;
and his yame is George Bobert Victor.”

*’ put in baby’s mam-
ol giel's enthusinem. * And
care. abies, I am afraid.”
“ Geordie is not like other babies,” ex-
claimed Lucy proudly.

‘* Buppose you give ussome tea, dear Lucy,”
Mrs. March saggested, as she 4

| as she wheeled forward
:‘l:'ohixluhmvhimr.

“ Luey,

“Jack can see-

*“ Nok going away ? You are noé going 4o
India?” asked Luoy in amagement,

thinking of them and regrstting the money |

the diphtheri t Tom

looked grim, and gave it as his o - that

]Jukwoumf»—hrnu.orin than,

idling his time away in a place like Barlaston,
Doctor Mareh too declared that it was high

time the boy settled to som or other,

ouly

like his brother William.

 Indeed it would have been wiser,” as«
sented the Doctor’'s wife gently. ** I have
been seolding Jack for his last freak ; but he
does not seem very penitent. He declares
that he wants to see a little more of the
world before undergoing banishment to
India.”

« And he begine by coming back to Barlas.
ton.”

“ Oh, but he speaks of returning to London
shortly.” £

« How much better off will he be 'there,
idling away the best years of his life, picking
up a little sham philosophy and fashionable
glang, and a host of bad habits, and fancying
himself a man of the world before he ig able
to earn his own living? No, Ada. You talk
to the boy, if you bave any influence over
him, and send him about his business. Jack
is & good lad enough, but he lacks ballast ;
and, if I were you, I would not encourage him
in dawdling about your drawing room.”

Ada raised her calm eyes from the auti~
macassar on which she was embroidering
an artistic bunch of blackberries in ocrewels,
and watched her husband’s face as he paced
up and down the room with his hands in his

have any objestion to his g

“ Objection ? None in the world,” declared
George, staring a little in his turn, * Idon’d
see that his coming can wmuch
difference—I mean that he ought got to be
in Barlaston at all, sponging on his father,
and making thet sweet mother of his un-
happy. He has cost them both enough
already.” g

After that, being convinced apparently that
her husbaud did not object to Jack’s pres-
ence, Mrs. March began to. see even more of
the boy, and seomed to have admitted him to
tho post left vacant sinco the days of Edgar
Bryer.

Even Lucy could not accuse Jack of being
stupid. He talked with great eagerness and
animation, and repeated all the gossip of the
London season with quite an air of authority;
he gave an elaborate deecription of the reign-
ing beauty, whom he professed to find less
beautiful than was asserted, and brought
Mrs, March a heap of the latest photographs
of this lady and of her rivals for the golden
apple.

It was ovident he had not neglected his
opportunities.

How he bad found time to become so well
acquainted with so many high sounding
names, with the famous pistures of the year,
and with the various comedies that had been
produced at the theaters he did not explain,
nor did Mra. March inquire,

It was enough for her that she could again
talk with some one who was fresh from
Loudon, and be agsared that net at Good.
wood, or at Coves, or in the Park, had he
seen any woman with whom she need fear
to compets when her time came to return
to the world she had leit three years before.

* Nonsense |” Ada cried, with a smile
and a sigh as she pushed away the photo-
graphs which she had been eagerly scrutinis-
ing. * Iam anold married woman now—I
shall never go back ! But yoa will of course.
It is right that you should. And then I
shall be very lonely again, but very glad
that you aro deing what will please your
mother best,”
| Jack did not seem in any hurry to go. He
contrived to epend his time very agreeably.
He rode a good deal, and fished, and read a
great many novels, over which he smoked &
great many excellent cigars. Somctimes he
met Mrs. March's pony carriage on the lesfy
roads outside the town, where Lucy, who was
once more her cousin’s companion, had
begged Ada to drive; and very often he joined
the family group in the old house in the
square, dining there somotimes, sometimes
goming in there later for a stroll in the dusky
garden under the elm trees, or a little musie,
or to read aloud to Mra. March and Lucy
while they worked, after the lamp had been
lit, and George was shat up in his study.

There were iimes when he sat with Mrs.
March alone, and the conversation seemed
to flow more readily when Lucy was not by.

Sometimes he walked with her to the park,
and they spent the afternoon sirolling about
together under the trees. Janet Bryer met
them once or twice as she trudged along e
outlying streets of the tewn in her thiok
boots, and with her baske$ on her arm, and
she i the ci to her
mother and to ons or two friends.

It was very dull at home just then, Jack
complained. Bee's piano was hardly ever to
be heard ; lus mother's time was altogetber
taken up in adoring and ministering to her
only daughter. Jack professed himself unable
to understand the change that had come over
Lis sister, who used to be quite the jolliest
girl in the world.

“ If she cared for Ted Ackroyd, why did
she send him away ?” he said to Mrs, March
one evening, when they had come in from
their drive and Lucy was up stairs in the
invalid's room.

The drawing room windows wera open to
the old square gardens. Ada, in a pretty
toilette of some blue clear stufl, was sitting
near one of them at work in a low chair, and
Jack hod pesrched himself on the broad
window sill just above her flaxen head, where
he sat with one hand in his pocket and the
other thoughtfully stroking Niniche's fat sleek

back. -

“And if she didn’$, you know, Mrs. March,
why should shé look so migerable about it ?"”

“ Why indeed !" Ada answered, smothering
a sigh. ‘' Why do any of us make mistakes,
Jack, and repent thom when is is too late?
What can a woman do when she begins to
realise that her life is over before it has well
begun, and not only her own perhaps, but

She paused abrupily.

* But some one else's ! suggested Jack,
his voice dropping almost to a whisper.
* Women do not eaze for thas, I think, They
areall cruel, Mrs. oh —avery one,”

The Dootor’s wife lifted her eyes from her
embroidery and looked with gentle reproach
at the boy's agitated face.

“ Do you eay that, Jack ?” sho added. “1I
thought that you at least ocould judge us
better.”

“ I mast believe what I see,” Jack returned
in the same constrained low voica, “ Women
take a fellow's love and play with it and cast
What is that but eruelty ¢
It waas like a scene from a modern comely

dows giving a pretty
nHunhuvi:;tu-;
his well-

skilfally
little speeches.
Jack's veins were

well not to go to India.

“ What is that but cruelty ?" he repeated
fixing’bis dark young gaze on his com-
on's downcast face.
little tremor passed over it, them the

kindnesd, a poor woman has to bestow.
Wouid y&u have her harm the man she
loves, Jack) by estranging him from his
friends and' bringing poverty to his
hearth? Ah, no! Not if she cares for
him. She will rather go on suffering and
enduring herself. A little pain more or less

tar?

g
f
s
i

tion that takes such

returned, shrugging his bat 5
ing in spite of himself with suppressed agita-
tion. “ The grief thal consoles itself by
marrying another man, for instance —yon can
hardly except the —the fellow who has

been
refused to app! 80 great a sacrifice !
* Yes,” mﬁh deelared —and in her

head of the firm that his |
garvices would thenceforth be dispensed with |

“Dear George,” she said adftly, *if you |
coming here 44

—the artistic drawing-room, ﬂugon'h :
evening |

to a woman in this world—what does it mats |
"
“ One finds it hard to believe in the devo-
strange M

iR

but she half turned

quickened breathidg to

attern of her embroidery as it

- went on feverishly—and for

’ h llen't.iet hand that

to see mamma '’ ssid
the Docsor, holding the baby with mas.
culine clumsiness in his strong and tender

Jack started up, looking considerably an.

1 must be going,” he said, taking out his
—hl-hbgko hands as he spoke with
George—** I had no idea 1t was so late.”

The dreamy of the hour and the
scene had been with a breath, The
room was fall of nothing now but baby talk
and lsughter and the mest commonplace
jokes and kiases. :

# Don’t let baby frighten you away, Jack,”
said Mrs. March, ng, and hyzzg aside
her work. * This is quite against the rules,
aud ho is going back to the nursery. Naughty

! You know the drawing room is for-
i ground for this young 1 We

the rest of the young beauties,
morton was always very glad

THE BUOK LAKH MURDER.
Fallure of tlie J#ry ﬁo. Agree Upon a

Kixasron, Oot. 1,—~Thoe court opened this
moruing as 9.30. The room was crowded
with people eager to hear the verdiot that
was oxpeoted to seal the fateof Vankoughnet.
The prisoner was placed in the dock, and re-
mained ding with his han to his
faco looking steadily at the judge. He was
greatly agitated, and sobbed aloud at short
intervala. His wife and daughter, who were
sitting & short distance in front of him, were
crying bilterly. The jury, who had been
locked up all” night, were summoned and
asked by his Lordship if they had decided
upon & verdict, James Curran, the fore-
man, replied, ** No, my Lord, we hl.vo not ;
it is an imp ility.” His Lordship, after

with Bee, so there was perh

 Champion ?  Nonsense !”
redd ., “ Mareh is too busy

in 1 i of

them. Vankoughuet did not understand
what had been done, and as he was being re-
moved to his cell heasked the attending con-
stable what they were going to do with him.
On being told that he would have to stay in
jail six months longer and then have a new
trial he bust into fresh tears, and muttered

and broken of surp:
While the court was waiting for the jury to
como in last evening soveral gentlemen,
moved to compaseion by the utter d

of the prisoner's family, collected in the
crowded court room over ten dollars and pre-
sented it to Mre. Venkoughnet, who silently
but patheticall d her de. The

angrily [
Why

naturally to look after his wife's enjoy
and I hate all that provincial rot ?

must a woman bary herself alive becauge she
i jod—the very time in London when

must keep one place in the house safe against
you two baby worshipers. Please, dear Lusy,
ring for nurse.”

Bus Lucy had baby in her arms already.

“ will come with me,” she said,
meortiied. I did not know Mr. Jack was

The little talk in the window was effectu-
ally silenced, George looked so moody as

closed behind

u send him to the rightabous ?”

|+ Yon must not bz too hard on poor Jack,"”
Ada said, emiling; and them Luoy came
baok, bringing George's gray shooting jacket
and his slippers, in which 1t rested him fo
lounge about for a while before going $o dress
for dinner. His wife stood up to help him on
with his coat.

“ What are all these new ideas,” she asked
lightly—* slippers and babies in my  draw-
ingroem? L tHink I must- fine you, desr
George 1"

“1 thought George looked tired,” said
Lusy, hurriedly, ‘¢ It was to save him going
downstairs—"

« 8o thoughtful of you, dear Lucy |” mar-
mured Mra. March, prettily, as she guided
her husband's arm into the arm hole ot his
jacket.

“ Look out for the lining !" cried George,
smiling. My old friend is wearing out at
last, I am afraid. [ put my arm into the
wrong place last night. Oh, I see, you have

mended 1t, Ada |  Thanks, dear, for think-
ing of it. I have a wenakness for this old
coat.”

* No doubt it was dear Lucy who did you
that charitable office,” said his wife, after a
momentary pause. ‘I had no idea of course
that it needed mending. But Luey has a
wonderful eye fortunasely for your comforts.”

“For every one's comfort but her own,’
said George loyally. ** What should we do
without Lucy ?”

After that evening Jack Throgmorton
came less often to  Beaudesert Gardens per-
haps ; but Janet Bryer met the pony carriage
again two or thres times on its way to the
park.

Mies Bryer was nob thieonly person who
began to talk about the young fellow’s devo-
tion to the Dootor’s family. His mother had
& serious talk with him one day, which re
sulted in her driving over to lunch with Mrs.
March, when she confided to her, under a
promise of the strictest sccrecy, the news
that her second son had hinted at a budding
fancy for Miss Thrale. There was nothing
like marriage for steadying a young man, the
anxious mother declared ; and even she was
obliged to admit at last that Lucy s behavior
since her cousin's marriage had been abso-
lately without reproach.

Ada repeated this convorsation to her hus-
band the same evening, who received it with
every mark of disapprobation.

“It would be like his impudence to think
of Luey,” he growled from his dressing room
door. ** A young scamp that cannot keep
himself, let alone a | wife.”

George looked rather white and savage,and
inelined to fling things about.

““Well, you ecan judge for yoursell this
evening,” returned Mrs. March ly

Luoy carried off the child, and dropped 8o 1oliin.

into & chair that ’0“5, Trogmorton

took the hint and said ** Good~bye.”” :
 Is $hat boy, toidle all his life away ?”
the lazy seorn a8 the

is
she begins to enjoy herself ?”

The lad was Lnonﬁnl the balls about
savagel he spoke ; he looked s if he

back.
what & yoman who has a huskand and a baby
and a house to look after wants amonga
crowd of girls. She has had her turn; it is
theirs now. I don't profess to be fashionable,
Jack, and that seema only fair.” .
++The women are all jeslous of her,” said
Jadk, shrugging his shoulders and walking off
in a huff. And it seemed as if, either out of
bravado or out of pity for Mrs, March’s lone~
liness, the young fellow began to devote
himself to her more openly from that day.
Ada renewed her intimaocy to a certain ex~
tent with Minnie Bryer—poor Edgar had left
Barlaston some months before to join a
married sister who was settled in Australia—
and made a vigorous attempt to rally round
her the little party of which she had 'been
the queen in the early days of her
married life. It pleased the Doctor's wife to
assert that the town was divided into iwo
factions —* The White and Red Roses” and
« The Houses of York and Lancaster,”’ she
had dubbed them —and that Bee Throgmor-
ton was her rival. Mrs. March now declined
all invitations from the Red Roses, poor Bee's
party, though she still remained on terms of
smiling civility with the pugzled family in
Upper Brunswick Street ; and she took pains,

failare of the jury to agree upon a verdiot
has, not without good eause, excited consider
able comment amongst the people. The divi
gion was at first six to six, but by the morn-
ing three more held the opinion of guilty,
leaving three who stoutly adhbered to the
prisoner’s innocenoe.

e i
THE AYLMER RAILWAY DISASTER

Gonductor and Hngineer Guilty of
Manslaughter.

Avinar, Sept. 80.—Dr. McLay opened an
inquest on the bodies of the victims of yes-
terday’s terrible acxident on Thursdsy night
at the freight shed at the Great Western
wae eworn in,
My. John W, Gillett a8 foreman. The
y bodies were viewed, and the inquest ad-
j‘;::.mad till to day. Shortly after 10 o'cloek

— em——

into-durance vilo, there to mouldet among
gray vaults until the dollar is paid. Thick

fogs hang about the town its 1
abound with shipwrecks and other mm
romances, Everybod in their vernaou.

ly here

Jlar drops the b, givivg yeu 'and for hand and
il for hill, in—a barbaroas strange custom.
They are veryloyal to the Queen, but whether
the Queen is  woman or & msn they can
searcely tell, Y'eryl(lew:l! them have ever
socn England, but thoy imul Eoglish

The h charges ten
cents a pair for socks, and sends them home
fo yon wet and muddy, and blue as indigo.
The resources of Ha.afax sre lumber, fiish
and nasal eatarrh. The people talk through
their noses, all the way up from Jenkins’,
the fish.monger, to the major genereral of
the citadel (McDougal), and that antique
speoimen of human bric-a-brae, his wife.
There is an old anathema ; ** Go to Hades
or Halifax.” There used to be a stronger
word than Hades, but the proverb is moditied
bom‘ﬁ tl:;Ox!wdrll'eviun. It will not ba
safe for the Amerioan pen-phot to
revisit Nova Seotia. * e htid

—_—
A Frontier Incident,

Calamity ie the name cf a man who lives at
the gold camp of Bummins City. He has
ancther name, but no body eeems to know
what it is. 1t has been torn off the wrapper
some way, and 8o the boys call him Calam.
ity.
Laet spring be had a little domestic treuble
and his wife made complaints that Calamity
had Worn out an old long handled shovel on
her,trying to convines her about some abtruse
theory of his.
Tho testimony eeemed rather against
Calamity, and the miners told him that
as soon 88 thoy got over the rash a little
:?d Liad the leisure they would have to hang
.
One evening after the work of the day was
done and the boys had eaten their suppers
one of them suggested that it would be a g
time to bang Calamity. So they gos things
in shape and went down to the Big Laramie
Bridge.
Calamity was with them.
ready for $he exercises to
asked the viotlm if he had
| He loosened the about his
with one hand, so that he could
aud holding his pantaloons on

They got things
begin, and then

» tile.
speak with

P were d in
the Town Hall.

more d
with the other he said :

After taking iderabl id the
Coroner summed up quickly, and said that
no blame could be attached to the officials of
the road or to its management in any way.
The conductor and engine driver of the freight
train were also completely free from blame,
and the whole evidence pointed to the fact
that Maxwell, the conductor of the special,
abd Walmsley, who had already paid the
penalty of his careleasness with his life, were
alone at fault,

After some consultation the “jury brought
ix the following verdiot :

« That the said parties came to their death
by a collisicn between freight train No., 32
and epecial exoursion train No, 79 on the Air
Line of the Great Western railway, two and
& half miles west of Aylmer, in the county of
Elgin, on the forenoon of Thursday, the 20th
day of September, 1881, caused through the
gross negligenve of John Maxwell (conductor)
and Richard Walmsley (engineer) on the
special excursion train No. 79, in nct carrying
out the orders of the company; and we
further consider the said John Maxwell and
Richard Walmeley guilty of manslaughter.”

Cheeseborough, the engineer who was inw
jured by the accident on the Air line, was
d to his home,in St, Thomas Satur-

when any enter or was

ized by the L to retort with
another, from which all but her faithful
White Roses were excluded.

Beo would have laughed at all this but for
the distress it caused poor Lucy, snd some
one still dearer even than Lucy. For some

ioi been
ton's

time past now a chill of suspicion had
creeping through kind Mary Tl
heart that Doctor March's marriage had not
been productive of the unmixed happiness
sho had hoped from it. Bee could not bear
to talk to hor mother just yet about the
household in the square. It would have been
so much like saying * I told you so,” and
could have done so little good. And it was
utterly useless, as ho had more than once
proved, to remonsirate with her brother.
“It March dees not object to my in-
timacy with his wife,” the boy would answer
with somewhat insslent quietness, * I don’t
see that anyone else need. I like Mrs,
Murch's society—she is the only woman
worth speaking to in Barlaston—she is gfod
enough to like mine. Is there anything im-
preper in our singing together oecagionally in
her husband’s house, or in our walking a fow
yards side by side when we meet each other
in the street ?"’

Mrs, Maroh, in her character of Queen of
the White Roses, had, of course, deelined Mrs,

to tha birthday-ball at

she was standing before the glass 1
on her bracelets and putting some roses in
her belt, * Jack is coming to dinner. I asked
dear Mrs. Throgmorton to send him to us on
purpose,”

(Graorge made soma inarticulats reply, and
Ada’ turned to go down stairs. The
candles on her dressing-table shone upon her
charming white dress and smoothly-braided
hair, and on the collet necklace of dead-gold
and large turquoisys which she wore round
her slender throas.

* What a pretty necklace !”” said tha Doe-
tor, wishing to racover himself and to atone
for his little outburst of temper. * I don't
remember seeing it before.”

“ Not really?” returned his wife, puiting
up a white hand to towch it. *“Why, it is
one of my few relies of old London days!
Oh, you must have seen it a hundred times |
Will you have one of my rosebuds for your
coat, dear, George?”

Jack b ht with him the intellig that
Ted Aokroyd had come home that alternoon
quite unexpeetedly and to his mother's un-
speakable rejoicing.

“Beo is staying with Mrs, Ackroyd,” he
said. *“ No doubt there is fatted call for
dinner to-night at Croome.”

Bee had felt it to be her duty to spend a
fow days whenever called “upon with the
lonely mother whoso patient face always
seemed a silent reproach to her for send-
iug her boy away. They used to talk a greas
deal about Ted ns they sat by the wood fires
of an evening ; and Bee went every morning
to see the young man’s favorite horses and
feed them with appled from the pockets of
her apron. 'And, wierever she went, Rip

llowed jealously, having transferred his
fidelity during his master's absence.

Miss Throgmorton was coming in from one
of these excursions on the afternoon that
young Ackroyd came home, Sha had her
homespun dress turned up over & crimson
skirt, and was oarrying into the house a round
flat basket filled with new laid eggs and
another of ripe plums, It was 8 mercy, she
subsequently declared, that she did not drop
all the eggs when she lifted up her eyes and
beheld a greas sunburnt giant standing in the
doorway and holding out both his hands.

+ You are jii#t in time o take the basket,”

8 * O, Ted, how, could you stop away
solopg? Did'mot you. know how we all
wanted you?”’ = _

wDid you " Ted answored.

Ho was still standing, a burly bronzed
ghape, with his arms fuil of eggs, and Bee
was looking as him and rejoicing in him and
laughing at him as of old.

« Of course!” .

“1 would h“e"eoma back sooner if I had

| known that, Bee,

dod blnsh

 That ? what? "’ she d

she said, with theleast bii of a tremble-in hep.f

Btira, o » !
e S

yd's
Croome—the invitation which Ted and Bee
had had such hard work to obtain : and Lucy
remainad at home with her cousin in spite of
George's expostulations. The Dostor's wife
was heard to say afterwards, with a pretty
laugh, that she was sorry poor Mrs, Ackroyd’s
ball had been such a complete failure.

This having been, as she chose to consider,
the latess sortie on the part of the Red Roses,
Ada resolved to head®s sally of her own fol.
lowers and to $ake the town by storm with
her appearance at the annual Infirmary ball,
which she knew Mrs, Throgmorton had never
attended. Luoy, when she heard of her cou-

day evening. He is doing as well as can be
expected from the severe injuries received,
and hopes are entertained of bis recovery.
The funeral of Richard Walmele and his son
the engineer and firdman who were killed
took place Sundsy at 2 sl
HOW TO SWIM A SAVE LIFR.
As$ Harlem Beach, 116th street, Professor
Bibburo gave the firss of a series of six daily
swimming exhibitions, in which he pracfic.
ally illustrates the proper rales to be used in
caee of ship k, ete. Her is that
all travelers carry as a part of their baggage
a cork jaoket of proper balance, fastening as
near the neck as possible, To throw off
superfluous clothing while in the .water, in
case of shipwreck, a person must lie on his
back, moving the legs, striking the calves al-
ternately, thus keeping afloat while the hands
are used to remove the clothing, In swim.
ming a long distance the proper method of
breathing must be observed. To inhale open
the mouth when above the surface of tho
water and the lungs will inflate themeelves.
The best way to rest is to lie on the back,
extend the arms at full length abovae thie head
with finger points bent tly back, body
and legs perfectly siraight; breathe naturally,
and if water comes into the mouth spit it ont.
In breakers, dive under them and come up
for breath, Ifa cramp is felt in one limb
use the others, Professor Bibbero compares
the body to a four-oated boat;if one oar
breaks uee the others to save yourself with,
Those who cannot swim ‘try to catch at
something in the air, struggle and move
about until the air leaves their lungs and
water rushes in, causing drowning. To save
themselves from drowning they should keep
their lips closed, bend the head back, with
chin as tar up as possible, lie flat on the chest,
arms twelve or fourteen inches under thesur-
face of the water, with the palms of the
hands down and extended flat, The etroke

sin’s determination, begged Mrs, Th ton
to take Bee too for that once.

“ Of course it does not really matter,” the
the girl said cheerfully, though the anxiety in
her blue eyes belied her words, ** but it will
look go much better if we allgo. Barlaston
is not ltke London ; and Ada does not think

George had taken Bee into his confidence
and charged her to procure for Lucy the
counterpart of the dress she had worn at
Croome two yesrs before. Lucy’s eyes filled
with tears when she saw it. Custom had not
dulled the swoetness she found in-his kind-
ness—in being considered and’ cared for and
indulged. 1t seemed to her that he was never
too busy to think of what would give her
pleasure, .

The girl looked like a spring morning, or
anything else  that is fresh and young
and sweet, when she came into his
study in her white tulle and daisies
to show herself with Ada before they set off
for the Town Hall. It nearly broke the poor
fellow's heart to look at her—at her shim
young figure, at her blueeyes, with their dark
and delicate eyebrows and lashes, at her
pretty rongh bronze hair and her ohnmixllu

of a good is in easy strokes from
the body, with the arms and legs in unison.

A poor swimmer loses confidence from a
jerky, stiff and uneven stroke. To save a
person from drowni pproach from behind
and take hold of his'Whste. If he flounders
very mueh and endangers your ownlife loose
your hold until he is partially oxhausted and
take hold of his wiists again, place his head
on your chest, taking good careto keep his
mouth above the surface of the water. To
lvose the hold of a drowning person, disloca~
tion from the thumb, a sort of slipping from
the grasp by bending the thumb up, is the
best method. If he oatches you around the
waist put your fingers in his nostrils and
bend his head back until releaed.”

——

THE LAND QUESTION.

The London Times says: *If the adyice
of the Irish bishops is followed their prayer
for the release of the suspects may be safely
granted ; though it bardly appears why the
bishops should be so tender about members
of a gang whose yroceedings they have de-
nounced,” Forty landed proprietors and land
agents of'oo}xnly Cgrlow have passed resolu-

happy smiles—and then at she quisi
dressed listle woman who bore his name and
was the mother of his ohuld.

tions their i to give effeot
to the Land bill in a epirit friendly to ten.
ants, and asking their oo-operation in re-

blishi d and good feeling. The

Mrs. March had devised a black
quite as startling as the memorable whiteone
she hiad worn at Croome on New Year's Eve.
1t glittered with jot like s starlit nighs, and
defined with startling frankness the grace ftl-
outlines it was supposed to hide. She bad

. eabin
shoes ; her flaxen hlq was siudded with dia-
.

girl she had, of course, been unable to wear
them ; but now “ dear mamma” had gladly
given them up fo her, and she hoped he
| thonght them becoming.

{ro B8 mn) :
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HYDROPHOBIA’S HORROR.
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was bitten on Augast 15 in the cheek by a
small fox terrier. I8 was at first supposed
that she was only suffering from malaris, but
her aversion to water excited grave apprehen-
sion. Asshe grew more fovs con-
tinnally asked for water, but coon was un-
able to bear the sight of it. Early on Bne-

Earl of Derby, in an artielein the Nineteenth
Century on the Land aoct, contends that the
land question, as it regards Irish opinion, is
.unsettled nor ia likely to be settled, and if it
'were gettied its disappearance from the list
| eloentroverted topics would only bring on in
a direct instead of indirect form the claim
which really underlies it—namely, the de-
mand for an Irish Parliament. ‘*The Par-
nellites have obtained from Parliament what
would certainly never have

without To

that the utmost limits of just ocongession to
the Irish demands have been reached : but
we must not overrate the effect of what we
have done. We must not indnige in the
)! dream of & d, loyol people.
We are at the begioning of the atruggle, not
at the end.” The Dublin oorrespondnt of
the Ntandard writes : ** The Land League has
decided to appoint two tenants in each neigh-
borhood to assess fair rents, having strict
regard to the necessity of leaving the tenants

means for an improved mode of
living. The amount thus fixed is #o
be i d by the lccal branch of

day morning the first paroxy
whieh four hﬂu’[ll’q':le]lm

ocarnation red, but drawing herself up te her
fullest height. * Come ; let us go to your
jer. 1 want to sse her smile again—
¢mile. She has often tried for my sake
ilg you were away ; but now—""'

tall proud besuty suddenly dropped
melted, bmmdd?amm a passionate fit of
the mi of whick Ted, having

rid himself of the took her
his great gentle arms and her head
without speaking & word.
and sobbed in that faishfal

.
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upon his shonlder.

u sshamed of yourself?” the
tearing hersel( away and

him superbly. * How dare

"

id you would break the eggs,”
was cryma-' becanse your mother

ba 80 glad | " she asserted defiantly.

1 understand, dear.”

m.ﬂ#&m-imu}m

sl
FELE
E%%Ezi

i
4

‘Sho looked 8 him agaia out of her joyful

other, Hypod inje were given,
but theee enly partly' quieted her. Boon she
began to,exhibit those terrible characteristics
of the malady ing and ling like a
dog, which continued until death relieved her
of hor sufferings. - Theve were other peculiar
accompaniments of the case almost as painful
to witness ~— frequent vomitings of large
quantities of coagnlated blood and froth, the
most trightful distortions of connsenance ax

a complete change in the color of the skin.
In her rational moments she spoke lovingly
to her husband and children and told them
that she conld not live. A$ her request the
windows of her room ware and the
door barricaded, so that she could not escape

the leagne, and no greater remt is to be
rld." The correspendent says il. this plan
universally adopled it must pave the way

for general di with the
of the commission. The Daily Nows' Dublin
t says: O icati are
reaching the Land Cowmmissioners from all
parts of the conniry—almost entirely from
tenants—asking to have rents fixed,” Father
Sheehy arrived yesterday at his native town,
Kilmallock, where he was i with en~

thusiaem,
: —_—_—

A SPIOY PHOTOGRAPH OF HALIFAX

A traveller from the Btates photographs
the capital of Nova Seolia in the following

and hurt any one, but in a p
nll«ﬂor&s:: restrain her she
} B the: Bainead Af
own request, she was tied to her bed, but she
burst the bonds asuader, mdinooimnnl

aons to hold her, Shortly before death
gh«elmﬂﬂ sembiance to humanity, her
skin became a brownieh red, her eyes were
bloodabiot, the pupils besame invisible ; her

despite
nearly broke
d, at her

ance resemblod thatof an animal. It was &

y siyle :

There are a few long, crooked sireets, on
either side of which are rowa of dingy hbrick
and stone buildings, strangers to painé, now
asinfhe past, and will forever be, The
men, a8 1 rule, wear red, bunchside whiskers,
Billyeock hats and pepper and salt suita of
Scoteh or English goods, and in every case
their trousers are too short, and a big New-
foundiand follows them as they go bobbing
abont from place to place, The woman are
all afflicted with large feet and wear no
bustle or tawdry ornaments whatever. If a
man owes another man & dollar the creditor
oan seize the debtor as sy time and oast him

the ion, I call you
to witness that this public demonstration
toward me is entirely unsought on my part.
L have never courted notoriety.

* Plugging along in comparative obseurity
is good enough for me. Thisis the firat time
I ever addressed an audience. Thatis why [
am embarrassed and ill at ease,

“ You have brought me here to hang me
because I seemed harsh and severe with my
wife. You have entered the hallowed pres-
ence of my home life and assnmed the pre-
lrpgnt.i\'a of subverting my household diseip.

ine.

“Itis well. I do not care to live se long
as my authority is qnestioned. You hdve
already changed my submissive wife to an
arrogant and eafe reliant woman, -

I have always been kind and thoughtful
to her. When she had to go up into the
quloh in the winter after firewood, my coat
shielded her from the etorm while I sas alone
in the cabin throngh the long hours. I
gould name other instances of uneclfishness
on my part, but I will not take up your time.

** Denth with its wide waste of eternal
calm and its shoreless sea of rest is a glad
rehef t> me. I go, but I leave in your
midet a ekittish and able bodied widew who
will make Rome howl. I bequeath her to
this camp. Sheis yours, gentlemen. She
is all I have to give, but in my giving her to
yon I feel that my untimely death will always
be looked upon in this guleh as a dire
calamity,”

“ The day will come when you will leok
back upon this awful night and wish that I
was alive again, but it will be too late. I will
be far away. My soul will be in & land where
domestic infelicity and cold feet can never
enter.

* Bury me at the foot of Vinegar Hill
where the sage hen and fuzzy bumble bee
may gambol o'er my grave.”

‘When calamity had finished an imprompin
caucus was called, and when it wasadjourned
Calamity went home to his cabin to surprise
his wife. She hasn't fully recovered from the
surprige as we go to press,—Bill Nye.

——
Saved by a Bonnet,

The other day Col. Figzletop, of Austin,
took his wife out for a drive. He was driv-
ing a very high-spirited horse, when it oo-
curred to Mrs, Fizzletop, that she should
like to drive that kind of an animal. Bhe
remarked

I have often heard you eay, Colonel, that
a woman did not know how to drive ; I want
to show youn how badly mistaken you are,
Give meé the reing,”

* Not with this buggy,” replied Fizzletop,
trembling all over, “1 know yonu can drive
splendidly, but wait until tosmorrrw, and
then I'll borrow an old second-hand buggy
from a friend for you to practice with. I saw
where & woman in Galveston esmashed up a
new buggy, so that it cost forty dollars to
repair it, 8o that it could be used for kindling
wood. Let us keep this buggy to go to our
funerals in.

** 80 you think Loan’t drive #”

“I know you can drive well enough, but
before going down the avenue let's drive back
and kiss the children and your mother good-
bye, and then go over to the marble yard
and pick out a tombatone, and then down ta
the u'udunukcr and get measured, and then

*“Out to the Lunatic Asylum and leave
you there for awhile. You are talking like
you didn’t have good sense.”

* All right. Just teke the reins and give
the people a chance to fresco the wheels with
their brains.”

“ You are in nodanger of losing any braina,
Get up,” said Mrs. Fizzletop, as she took the
lines,

* How polile people are to get out of the
way,” ehe remarked,as the near wheels
seraped the bosom of a flying drummer’s
pants, the end of oue of the shafts knocked
the hat off the head of a prominent banker,
while a life insurance agent was acting as a
bmkf for the off wheel, without intending it
at all.

Just at that moment when Fizzletop had
given up all hope, just as the buggy was
about to telescope a street car full of passen-
geors, just as the drivers of other teams were
whipping up their teams to escape from the
Fizzletop avalanche on wheels, Mrs. Fizzletop
saw a new hat in @ store window, and in
spite of the frantic efforts of the frenzied
auimal, held him as in & vige, uniil Fizzletop
had puronased the hat, and thus the danger
was averted. When a lady has made up her
mind to have a new bonnet, two locomotives
cannot pull her past the store window.—Texas
Biftings,

—_———

SUGGE'S LAMP.

A Prediction that it will Put an End to
the Electric Light Furor.
(8t. Louis Republican.)
The 8. Louis Gaslight company recently
roceived from London six of the new Sugg
lamps, which are now in use in front of the
House of Parlinment, The burner is &
recent invention, and in use in London has
been saccessfal, though ithas been as yet not
used there except on that single street, where
it comes in competition with the
Brush electric light: Having heard very
favorably of the lamp, Mr, Bacrates Newman
of the 8t. Louis Gaslight company sent the
inventor an order, in answer to which the
Ilamps were received. They are the first ever
brought to America, aud- results given by
trial were very satisfactory. The lamps are
of $wo sizes, 150 and 100 candle power, the
former being about twice the dimensions of
an ordinary sireet lamp. Rach contains four
burners arranged in a square at a distance of
of about three inches ono from the other.
The light is very brilliant, and Mr, Newman
thinks that with them gas can more than
hold its own against electrioity.
g s L

—The Boycotting prineiple hes found its
way into Bussia, where it is being applied to
the Jewe, The Germans residing ina district
near Odessa have decided, by formal resolu-
tion, that any member of their communify,
letting lodgings to the Jews ehall be fined
fifty roubles.

—A new Chiocago theater has two * fashion
boxes,” containing twenty chairs, each direct-
ly in front of the ocustomary proscenium
boxee, nad 8o arranged, with the rails slightly
above the floor and the seats rieing sh-r;:ly,
that a clear view of the ccoupants can be haa
from the other parts of3 the house. Ths
idea i8 to let handsomely dressed women ex- .
hibit t lves, and the ishing fact
in the matter is that they embrace the op«
portunity.

—In Savannah the annual death rate for
1,000 whites for the year 1880 was 19.85, and
for the colored, 45.47. In the Mayor's
opinion-the disparity is due fo a non-observ-
ance of sapiiary laws on the part of a portion
of the evlored people, and to their uninten-
tional neglect of the necessities of the sick.
The authorities provide medical attendance
and dispensaries for them, but they have not

i:_lumzd to tahefull advantage of the city's
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