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The Family.

S HE GIVETIE HS BELOVED SLEEDR!
05 ) the thoughts of God that are

B.ane inwatd Into souls afar,
Atong the Paalmbst's music deep,
Now tell die {f that any is,
For pllt or prace, sorpassing this—
» le el Dis bed ved, steep*'?

What would we gire 1o our beloved?
The heru s heart 1o be unmoved,

The poet's stat-tuned harp Lo sw o)y,
The pa‘uor'l volce to teach and rouse,
The monsich s ctown, to hght the brows?

He pivah LLis belored, slecp,

\What 1o we pive to oot beloved ?

A utde (anh all undlsproved,
A Hude Jdast to overweep,

And bitter memones to make

The whole earth Llasted for out sake,
He giveth His beloved, sleeps

" Sleep soft, beloved ™ | we sometlmes say,
ftut have no time to charm Away
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep,
But neser dolefal dicam again
sball Lreak the happy slumber when
He giveth s beleved. Meep,
»

L

For me, my heart that erst did go
\last Like & tred child at & show,
That sees through tears the mummer’sleap,
W ould now its wearied vitien close
Would eintdhike on his Jove repose,
Who piveth His beloved, sleep.

And fuends, dear frlends, when it shall be
Tha: tbis low Lreath Is gone from me,
And round my bier yo come to weepy
Let One, mwst loving of you all,
“ay, “ Not a tear must o'et het {all ;
{Ie giveth iy Leloved, sleep.”
— Klissbeth Barrett Lrowming,
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LIFE AND ORGANISATION.

“DoN'T exaggerate,” s 2 piece of
advice that everybody seems to necd
Paul magnified his office, but he said
no more than the truth about it after
all, 'That 15 more than can be sad for
most people who have anything to teli,
for a good deal has to be taken off any

ccount they give.  \hat is the reason
of this? 1s it a secret consciousness that
nobody believes all they say, and that
therefore they must put on scmething
extta 50 as not to suffer too much by the
nevitable abatement?  Or is it by way
of counterpoise to exaggerations on the
other side ? Whatever or how many
socves be the reasons of the custom, it
is a custom more honoured in the
breach than the obstrvance. The fact
1s that exaggeration naturally breeds
disbelief. A plaia unvarnished tale
wins assent, while a narrative highly
colourcd and adorned is regarded with
sutmcion.  Why should every bio-
grapher try to make out that his bero
was the embodiment of all the wirtues?

Who beiieves 1n such parsgons as are
portrayed 1n the hives of a thousand
forgotten clergymen ?  Old grufl John-
son secures our confidence, because we
see him in Boswell 1n manner as he
llved—fond of veal pie with plums in
R; treasunng up orange peel in his
wadstcoat pockets ; drinking twenty-five
cups of tea when he was sulky, without
uttering As many, words, burawng the
front of hit wig at the candle in his
shortsighted anxiety to read ; losing his
temper when hegotihe worst of the argu-
ment, and udely putting down his op-
ponent with his atbitrary “No, sir.” So,
agan, at public meetings, why should
the mover of tach successive resolution
affirm that it 1s the most important of all
those subnmutted to the meettng?  Why
should every new scheme be heralded to
the wotld asthe last Rower of buman wis-
dom? Will the world have oothing to
do with anything that comes short of
the very best? Or 13 it a necissary
part of the advertising trade—as w: see
displayed, for instance, on the sidz, vt
railwaycuitings, where the Cassingtravel-
ler roay tead thst * Colman’s Mustard
18 the strorest,” ' Champion Mustatd
is the purest,” and * Keen's Mustard is
the best#?  Everything it seems must
be in the supetlative degree. 1f some

fucky tradesman were to advertise that
Eis goods were not the best, but yet
good in thewr way, such a piece of on-
ginality ought to secure him quite a
run of custom.

We have been heating of late a good
deal in praise of life. Thatis all very
well : but what 13 the use of poiating
that excellent lesson by dispraise of
organization? ‘The fact is that life and
organization go togetber. In the nat-
ural world, ali Wife 1s otganized ; and the
bigher the hife the more complex the
organization. What would human exist-
ence be if we had no cyes or ears,
neither hand nor tongue?  Or, to put
st diffcrently, what is the whole progress
of mechanical snvention, {iom the rude
implements of the savage to the most
complicated adjustments of modetn sci-
ence, but an organizning of material
forces? And 1 not the advance of
civlisation, to take 1t ail togethesr, simply
a fuller duvelopment of parts and '.IP“,
ializattons 1n the social system? True
it 18 that to Luman affairs, institions
may survive their uiility.  After the
form is perfected, the inner hfe may
decay, There may be machinery for
action while the motive power has
failed. The remedy however is not to
be found 1n having rtecourse to disor-
gAnizauion, as if that werea more excel-
leat state in nspiring the orgauiza-
tion again with new force and epergy, re-
modelling it, if necessary, so &3 to adat
it1o altered conditions, and developingit
stitl moto in nght directions, if that be
postible. ‘The 1dea that otganization
necessanly implies a decline of life is on
a par with the notion that the deselop-
ment of docttine 13 & step towards the
cxtinction of faith ; a nouon very frc.
quently put furward by a pretentious
set of shailow thinkers, one or two of
whow have conttived 10 ¢limb up to

RIDICULOUS 1I'OLLS AND PEN.
WIPERS,

Susax Crawery took the lamp and
photopraph albums from 'the centse
table in the patlour, and placed thereon
instead a square box marked BB,
 Atc you ready, Susy 2" her mother
called from the kitchen. *'The band
will soon be here.”

In fact the band was now coming ur
the village steect in the shape of a halt
dozen chattering school girls, cach
armed with her scissors and thimble,
This busy band and its work had fil-
led Susy's muind all winter, She had
talked, thought, dreamed of them Inces-
santly, But to-day she opened the box
and took out the dolls and pen-wipets
with a shtug of annoyance and discon-
tent.

#1 don’t know what Alice will say to
it all,” she said. * Cur whole way of
litle seemys so smal) and poor to her
She said this morning that *she had no
respect for religion that toak cheap and
goody-goody shapes.” ‘The band is
chcap and goody-goody enough, I'm
sure.”

Good-humoured, fat httle Mrs. Craw-
ley was not_given to abstruse specula
tions on religion.  She came up to the
table and turncd over the dolls and pin-
cushiony.

“*This seems the nght work for you
gitls to do just now,” she sud simply,
and then hurticd away back to her
baking

The Crawleys kept no scrvant and
had no time {or prolonged discussions.
In day time they were too busy, and at
night too sleepy. Mr. Crawley owned
the little store of the village, and
brought a whif of trade into the house
when he ran home for his meals. He
was a deacon n the church, too, and
the family were as much intercsted in
the Sunday school and Indian misiions,
as in the 1sse in sugar or fall in oats,

It all seemed miserably petty and
mean to their ccusin, Alice Woolley,
who was their guest Just now, Alice
belonged to a family of Hicksite
Quakers in Philadelphia, who had
shaken off all Quakerism cxcept an
occasional use of the *thee” and
"thou,” which gave a quaint, pictures
que flavour to their language. Her
younger kinsfolk formed a class, sui
generts, in Philadelphia society, They
had inherited wealth and influence, and
a leadership in reforms and chatities,
But they had tong age cut loose from
“meeting,” and wandeted about cach
at his own will, among all kinds of
cteeds and infideliies.  This cousin of
Alice was a High Churchman; that
toyed with spintuaism : & thuzd follow-
ed Madame Blavatsky; still another
was looking into Christian Science. By
natural force of teaction against the
bonds of their grandfathers, they were
zealous musicians, scholars and artists,
Alice herself had turned this way and
that, seeking development of her own
highest nature. She had been by turns
a disciple of Millet, of Wagner, and of
Browning.

"1t from some of these peaks 1
might but once touch the Infinite
above | she wrote to a friend.

She had naturally & sincere and de-
vout soul, and she thought and trlked
much of aspiration and of self sacrifice.
She was studying German now, that
she might more clearly comprehend
Jacob Boehm and the other mystics,
and had come to spend the summer {n

| this village in order that she might

study undiziurbed.

1..mead, Lowever, of reaching heaven
by airy, mystical stairs, she was dragged
down to earth by everlasting gossip
about the price of bacon, or the chance
that 018 Tom Duffy would stop drink-
ing, or that the Bond's black cook
(long possessed of seven devils) would
join the church. Sometimes her soul
waxed hot with rage within herat these
puerilities ; sometimes she only laugh-
ed. Today she was in the humour to
be athused. She came into the parlour
presently, offering a significant contrast,
with her pute, clearcut features, and
simple, talor-made gown, to the florid,
giggling children, gay in village finery.
She turned over the contents of their
box curiously. The whole stock was
not worth five dollars. She laughed.
 But, really,” she asked a chubby
little girl of ten, who was zealomsly
dressing a doll, * What is the good of
it?"”

Jane looked at her keenly.

*“There are men,” she said gravely,”
“‘who go about preaching for less money
than will keep them and their children.
The grown people in the church help
them. ‘This is all that we girls can do.
Most of us are poor. Some of us could
only put in ten cents to the fund at
statting.”

* But we expect to make enough to
buy a bartel of sugar for some poor
minister,” said Susy, loftily.

My mother says,” interzupted an-
other of the band, ** that once she was
given a barrel of ugar, and it was such
a help all the year 1™

Alice huried out in the fresh airn
The miserable pettiness of it all choked
her, Saving dimes to buy baneis of
sugar ) At she walked down the stireet,
she tried to recall some paltry common-
places. She had read this morning, in
the old Moravian graveyard, an epitaph
ovet & woman, * who had suffered lor
het fanh In three continents ; * who was
# descended from gencrations of (car
less confessore.”’

The words brought the hight into her
eyes hike the sound of a trumpet,  Abl
could she a0 live, 3o suffer, (or the help
of a great cause in the world |

She saunteted &lt the aRernoon

.highplacesin theChurch—Lredylerian
Messenger,

thtough the shady Janer, cheeting het

soul by fragments of magmificent poetry,
o1 the remembrance of the suffetings of

martyrs, while the Crawleys buzzed
chccrfuhy over their ridiculous dolly
and pen-wpers,

Miss Woolley remained but a shont
tinie with her cousins. She went to
Boston to study music, and, titing of
that, accepted an invitation to go with
some fricnds to visit Yellowstone Park
and the Ntack Hills,  Streogth, she
fancied, might rcach the soul through
contemplation of that wild and rugged
scenery ; besides the journey would be
maderrn a special car, with cvery lusur-
jous appliance 1o defend the travellers
from contact with the rough and com-
monplace world outside.

She induced the party, howevcr, to
stop at a mining cap in one of the
mountain ranges of Montana,

“ 1 have some cutiosity to see a Mt
Heron, a cousin of mine, who lives
here,” she told them. “A brilliant

oung lawycr and man of socicty when
f was a child. e was ‘converted’
according 10 the cant of the churches,
threw up his profession, and became a
missionary to the Indians. Hgy lives
among them, cats parched coff and
jerked vemison, goes hunting with them,
talks their diatects.  Sometimes, 1 have
heard, he does not sce a white face for
two or three years.”

“What suceess has he had 2"

#Oh, I believe he makes Christians
of them, if you caill that success I” she
said lippantly. “But one such man
as Will Heton would be worth more to
the world than a dozen savages spoiled
by civilization.”

They discovered the missionary, and
found in him a picturesque feature of
the landscape. He wore patched,
baggy clothes, and a hat of a fashion
of many years ago.  H1s skin was tan
ned Lo 2 coffec colour by his out door
life, but bis cye had retained all the
Gire, and his features the fine meanings
of his youth, The energy, the indom
itable putpose of the man roused Alicc
as nolE}ng had ever done before. s
God and his work for God were the
two facts of life to bim, But the strain
upan his body and brain was great and
exhausting,

One day he took her to the little hut
where he lived among the tribe. It
was scrupulously clean, but bare to a
degree which showed her how extreme
was his poverty. Much moved, she
spoke of the extent of his sacrifice.
“QOne groms used to any kind of dc-
privation,” he said cheerfully, * except
one. I have no companionship with
educated people, and 1 cannot afford to
buy books. You cannot imagine how
ternble this unsatisfied hunger of the
bran for its natural food becomes in
solitude year after year, There have

mad. But look hete "

He took from a locked box copies of
a teligious gnd a lit magazine, &
of a leading daily New Yotk paper.

4 These are sent to me regularly now.
They seem trifles to you, mere neces.
saries of life. But they ate windows 1o
me through which Ilook out on the
whole world, 1 have my hold on it
now. [ am one with my kind agmn,
since I have had them. I 52 1o my
work happy as I did at finst.”

Alice looked at the heat in the thin,
worn face, with & choking in her throat,
His fingers actually teembled as be
turnod over the penodicals that were s0
cheap and common to her.

“How ate they sent 1o you?" she
asked.

% Oh, by some children! God bless
them | They earneda little money by
their own work, and, their Jetter says,
thought these would give me more sat-
isfaction than a barrel of sugar. Here
is the letter, aigned Susan Crawley.
Satisfaction! They have sent cordial
to a dying man." .

The party drove that evening to the
station where their special car waited
for them. As Alice looked back at the
lonely mountains through the quick
falling night, and remembered how a
solitary soul, struggling for his Master
in these savage widernesses was
strengthened by a kindly act of child:
ren at the other side of the continent,
it seemed to her as if all noble, hicipful
souls in the world were bound together
as by golden links. What matter how
smal) the link? They were bound to-
gether.  But she felt strangely shut out
from this linked brotherhood. Why?
she asked hervelfm Congregationaliss,

SACRED CATS IN EGYPT,

Axciest Egypt was Indeed & ¥ cats’
panadise” The goddess Bast, ot Pasht,
was a cat, anid being under her protec.
tion and types of her, all cats wete sa.
cred. During ife tbey were treated with
respect, and their personal safety was
guaranteed by tigorous laws; when dead
they were butied with solemnity.  They
wore earrings and necklaces ; but whe-
ther 1his honour was accorded to all
cats, or only to those of high degree
and cxceptional sanctity, is uncerialn,
as only some of the staluettes show
these oraaments, while some have also
a jewel on their forcheads.
But not only individuals were dedi-
cated to Bat; we know that she had
a town of her own (Bubasiis) especinlly
devoted to her worthip. Cats were
sometimes sent to the tacred city to be
buried, especially those that had been
enerated in the temples of Bay,
Some authonities give the cat's name as
Mau, Mat, Maay, and some Egypiolo-
1sts have read Chaou, but it ought 1o
e read Maou, and 1s one of the exam.
ples of onomatopreia, or names formed
jn Imitation of sounds, of which * cuc

been days when I felt that 1 was going |

d | chamber of a boy's heart,

koo" is the most familiar example in
onr own tonguc.

The father of history, Hcrodotus, has
something to tell us about cats. He
says: “When a house caught fire the
only thought of the Egyptians was to
iresceve the lives of their cats. Rang.
ng themselves, therefore, in bodics
round the hotse, they endeavoured to
rercue these animals from the flamer,
totally disregarding the destruction of
Ithe property itself, but notwithsand
jail theyr precautions, the cats, leaping
rover the heads and gliding between the
'legs of the bystanders, rushed into the

flanes as of impelled by divine agency
I tosclf destruciion,and when an accident
1of thig kind happened a deep sorrow
| took possession of the Egyplians,

[ "“When a cat dled 2 natural death
,thc people of the house shaved off their
cychrows, but if 2 dog died they shaved
the head and the whole body” Al
the provisions in the house too, were
thrown away as having become unlaw.
fu} food.

As we have saud, there were some cats
kept especially for vencration in the
temples of Hast, and Herodotus tells
us of these, and of sacred animals gen
crally, that not only were necessary
provisions given them, but luxuries also,
which they were incapable of appreci-
ating.  They were bathed, anointed,
perfumed ; they had rich carpets, and
|orn:|mcnlal futniture, they were fed on
bread sopped in mulk, and on Nile fish
cut nto stps; and when dead they
were enbalmed with oil of cedar and
spices.

Any onc who killed a cat or an ibis
was condemned to death, and it was
(ound impossiblc to save the life even
of a Roman citizen who had accident-
ally commiitted this offence.  The pop-
ulace, indeed, genenally lynched the
malefactor without waiting for a
form of tnal, so that ' for feat of such a
| calamity, if a pesson found one of these
amimals dead he stood afar off, and
crying with a loud voice, made every
show of gtief, and protested that he had
found 1t hfecless.” Even in times of fa-
g, when in their extremity they were
driven to eat human flesh, the Egyptians
prescrved their catv—Flarper’s Young
Leople.
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A BOY'S HEART,

Nort that part of a boy's heart which
shines n his eyes, which you can read
in the curves of his lips, which you can
sound by the heartiness of his laughter.
| 'The mother who gathces her boy to her
! bosom in the twilight, and presses her
| questions with kisses, has no reason to
{fear that she will mistake the heart that
beaty against her own ; but mother-love
is often the only mitror which will re-
flect, without dlstorting, the Innermost
God never
meant that precious chamber to open
to every rusty key. If you, as nteacher,
would "turn anide to see this great
sight,” you must, as God commands,
“put off your shoes from off your feet.”
If, then, He says, Come now therefore,
and I will send thee unto—this class of
boys : it will not do for you to answer,
* But, behold, they will not believe me,
nor heatken unio my voice;” for
though the walls be very high, aud they
be the very children of Ana%:. with such
a commission you may knock at the
gates.

But the loving teacher must leamn
from the loving mother that to beat
down the gates with impatient force will
only block the way, while“the treasure
may escape, Dind a boy with green
withes ; but he will bresk them, “as a
thread of tow is broken when it touch.
eth fire® New ropes, new laws, will he
break off his arms “like a theesd.”
Weave into his ambitions and schemes
the hopes and desires of your beart :
fxsten them yet with & prayer; but when
he wakes from the dream and to the
fact that he it bound, he will vanish
withthe web.  His soul will be * vexed
unto death ;* but he has not shown
you ait his heart—not once !

“Love is as strong as death;” but
“ there is & time to every purpose under
the heaven : a time to love, to rend, to
break down ;” but there s, too, (0
wrote the same wise man), “a time to
love, to plant, to build up, to keep
silence.”

“ Look to yjourselves,” as teachers,
lest you Jose those things which you
have wrought, lest the time you are
given in which * to plant * be tpenc in
plucking up that which is planted.
Even the earth bringeth forth * first the
blade, then the ear; sfter that the full
corn in the ear.” What husbandman
“§mmediately putteth in the sickle
until the fruit 1s brought forth, until
“'the harvest is come?”™ “In the
morning sow thy seed ;* but do not
expect to gather your sheaves in its
first watch.

“And the l.ord direct your heatts
into the love of God, and into the
Kalicnt waiting for Christ”=in a boy’s

catt.—Sunday School Times.

RexeMaEr that the evil of bribery
often beging in the home circle and in
the nursery. Do not bribe your chil-
dren.  Teach them to do that which is
right, and not because of the ten cents
or the orange you will give them,
‘There is a great dilference between 1e-
warding vittue and mi king the profits
thereof the impeling motive,  That
man who 1t honest becaitse “honesty is
the best policy™ is alteady & morat
bankeupt.—Ladies Home Jorrnal.

The Children's Corner,

Our Story.

POOR DICK,

“Lyrtia fn bed mekes one feel very queer
[ should think 1 Lau Leen here most & year,

The loblntnat:‘sln;:lng. *Get well, dear
14 '
And boboll?lt;ctg;;;h_lng, 1Come qulck, come

".Biuh cap have breakfast and then Oy awsy,

Noludy tells thean, * Enough for to-dey,’

There are fifty things Tshould lide to eat—

Some pudding with sauce, and gravy with
meal,

** Here i 100 litite broth and too much cup

Fd be loat in the bowl 4 1 diloked it up.

My head i 83 light and T feel s small,

1 could dropl;hwugh a buttonhole, clothes and
sl

*The room shuts up lile a f3n if ] wink ;
And what afls the house I'm 100 tired to

[} .
They sailled at cach ather, mamms and Auat

an,
And 12ld hiny down softly, the dear litite man,
—Leowult Hall in Liitle AMlen and FHovun,

————etl} ¢ WP & PP
DETECTIVE POLLY.

Detecrive PoLry and little dog Jip
both lived at a bakery in Boston, They
were good friends, thovya Polly some.
times teased Jip and made him “ beg"
when he didn't want to.

Polly's owner was the baker, and 1
anm sonf 10 say he was not an honest
man, 11c cheated in the weight of his
loaves of bread.  Many of his loaves
were too light, though he always kept
some of the night weight in his shop,

Every little white a city officer visited
the bakerics to sec if the toaves were
all night, for there was a law which fixed
the weight of the loaves,

Onc day Polly's owner saw the officer
coming, and he called out 1o the shop
boy,*Carry thelight loavesdown ecllar.”

Now Yolly was fond of saying things
over afler people, and so just as the
officer was going away she called out,
just as the baker had done, * Carry the
light loaves down ccllar.”  This made
the officer suspect that all was not
right.  So down he went Into the cellar
and found the light loaves, and the
baker was fined.

‘This is why I call DPolly * Detective
Polly,” because she brought the baker
out in his cheating, though of course
she did net mean to, and did it quite
innocently.—AMary Johnion, in Little
Men and 1Vomn.
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HOW ANNIE PLAYED FAIRY,

When litle Annie was not playing
with the dogs, chickens and calves, she
was in the kitchen watching mamma
wortk, and often thinking how she
would like to have her handsin the

reat mass of dough, or form the butter
into beautiful golden moulds. She
always begged her mother for a little
dough to make into a liny loaf, but
that was pothing Jike the huge mass in
the tray-~—almost as big as ahe was,

Then she had begged time and
again for petmission to wash the dishes,
but her mamma alwazs sald she was too
litde. *Too little,” was something
Annie was sick and tired of hearing,

She felt very taige, and when she
stood upon a chair was almost as tall
as mamma herself,

‘This she often did to make believe
she was grown, One day after the
hands had all had dinner and gone to
work, Annie’s matama told her to keep
quiet, as she felt very tired and would
like to rest awhile befote washing the
great pile of dishes.

Presently when she saw her mamma
had fallen to sleep, Aunie thought how
nice it would be to play fairy for a little
while, The small busy brain soon
formed a splendid phan if it could only
be carried out without waking mamma.
Annle looked at the low bedroom win-
dow, then at her mamuma to see if she
was really sound asleep. Sure enough
she was, but Annie remembered that
she was very easily awakened,

What a lot of dishes there weee on the
table, and she must be still as a mouse.
She got the great dish pan; setitona
low chair ; catried some hot water, then
some cold In a h.rfe dipper, grepared
sume rinse water, just as she had seen
her mamma do, and was ready for
work. It took s long while to carefully
lift one dish at & time, wash, wipe and

ut it away without making any noise ;
Eut at last all waa done, even to aweep-
ing up the crumbs atound the table.
Then the ran around the house, climbed
in ot the window, Jay down on the
lounge near her rother’s bed and pre-
tended to be asleep.

After awhile shie heard her mamma
say : **Oh dear, how long 1 bave slopt
and all those dishes 10 wash 2ad supper
to get.  ‘The wee girl is tited, out too,
this hot day, and fast asteep.”’

I'hen she heard her mothes go to the
kitchen and when she returned, Annie
was yawning and rubbing her eyes
“[ear me mamma how long do you
s'pose I've slept 2" 1 wondee if old
Shep's had his dinner yet?  Have you
washed your dishes ?

“They are all washed, dearie, and
the kitchen is as neat as & pin,  Some
little faity 1nust have known how tired
1 was, and cleared cverything up
nicely 1"

"1 'spect she’d come every day if
you'd go to sleep,” sud Annie looking
very wise.

‘I'he next day when paga came from
town, he said he'd brought a nice box
of candy for the Jitle fairy that had
washed the dishes.  Annie never had
10 heg any more for permission 10 asvist
her mamma, but wasa great help from
the day the played faity.—~Chnisian

Observer,

————te - o me —pe—tam

THE HOUSEHOLD OF
MeNEIL.

BY ANILIA K. PalE,

Aviker of * Jon Vedder's IWife," ** The
Da u((’cr of Frfe” h‘t-‘{;ﬂ.

Cuaryer XL—Acamnst Hex Lisn

. 1¥ marriage is not an ¢nture union, it
is the most complete isolation.
The graves of the heart for which
there is no resurection,
My untouched horour t I but whh in vain,

The Beece onee Ly the dyer stafoet
Never agaln {ts whiteness gained,

Mistry lravels frce through all the
earth.  From Paris to Switzezland, up
the Rhine and down the Rhine, wher-
ever Gnzelda jouracyed, wherever she
tatried, miscry was her companion,
She was in l-health , she was averteto
movement, and suffered dunng it but
she was in the power of a tyrant who
never considercd the tights or feclings
of any ane when they crossed his own
snclinatians,

And her wan face and gradual
emaciation was annoying to him; for
e hated the sight of sickrcss and re-
:gnlcd us claims upon his considera-
ion,

But as yet he sinned with a kind of
decorum.  Before the scrvants of his
houschold he affected the attention and
sympathy duc to hit wifc’s position.
Yet of lefi alone with Grizelda he would
permit a sentence to remain unfinished,
or fimish 1t with a sneer, rather than
suffer her to imagine there was any
smcctitr in his care for her comfort,

It she had bLeen one of those
naturatly vulgar women, who are de-
termuned **to have thair say,” whose
tungue and tears would have blamed
herhusband,and defended herself before
all and surndry who came in contact
with their lives, she might perhaps
have kept his determinate and cun-
hing crucltics somewhat in control.
For 1t 13 a fact that some wrongs are so
mecan, $0 unfair, so sinister, and
ignoble, that they cannot be met with
any weapons but such as are as abject
as themselvet.  And as Grizelda could
not degrade her womanhood by scold-
ing retaliations, by angty complain.
ings, by contemptible little plans to
secure a false sympathy from seivants
—as she could not defend hersclf with
ignoble weapons, she was at the mercy
of the ignoble,

The attitude she had taken on that
last night 1n het London home she
maintained. She had no morctears or
fove lelt for her husband—~bhe was un.
worthy of them ; and she accepted the
lot she had chosen for hersell with a
despairing calmness which put his
evety word and look on the same level,
A kindness from bim was now as re-
Fulmc as cruelty.  She had passed the
"t‘:? wheie even sclf-deceptlon was pos-
sible,
She knew quite well that their various
movements dunng the summer, their
forced Joutneys, their titcsome dela
had all becn somehow or other for the
purpose of crossing the Lauder party,
and obtaining a shotter or longer meet.
ing with Miss Cassilis. She knew when
these meetings took place—a score of
small incidents advised her.  For sin,
blinded by passion, is as foolish as an
osttich ; and Maxvell invariably betray-
ed himsell by the restlessness, or the
expectation of kis manner by his un.
usual care in dress; yes, even by a
F.mmg anxiety about his wife's condi.
ion.
He would say to his courier, * It iy
very inconvenient to wait herce, but
Lady Maxwell looks soill I think it
necessary 10 give her a few days’ rest.”
Usually he deceived his sttendarts—
they spoke togetber of his thoughtful.
ness and care,  But be never deceived
Grizelda; and vesp soon the courier
was able to add circumstances together,
and to predicate positivelythat whenever
Lotd Maxwell made one of these unex.
pecteddelays, the Earl of Lauder and his
family were somewhere in the vicinity,
_Often when a gitl Grizelda had sat
with eyes fixed on ber atlas, dreaming
of the days when thete old storied
cities should be a happy plessure
round for her, She coulcr ardly keep
ck tears when she remembered ber
schoolroom, and the gay hours she had
speat there, planning with her com-
panions-—planning without destiny the
good tiroes they were to have in them.

Ah, she had reckuned up her happi-
ness then without asking “ Who is to
be my companion ? " !%cre weee the
cities she bad made little remances
about—the siately palaces, the ancient
market-places, the grand cathedrals, the
irtesistible bazanrs, and ber heast and
her fect wese too weary to tread them,

They rested finally in Rome. The
Lauders had determined to winter
there; and Maxwellwasinthesamemind,
The catl was an enthusiastic on the
subject of Numismatics, and he antici-
pated completing In Rome his collec-
tion of medals. The Countest and
Miss Cassilis had interests quite as
absorbing. The one expected n kind
of leadership among thc English resi.
dents; the other expectrd not only
many ncw lovers, but also the danger-
ous adoration of an old lover who had
the charm of forbidden pleasure to her,

Grizelda undenstood the circum.
stances in which she was placed. She
knew that she could not alter or control
them, She had nodesire left to oppose
them. Her iast app-eal bad been made,
unless, indeed, & child—hls own child
—might spesk for her.

Mazwell rented ar old palace—a for.
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