Girls, Don’t You De Jt-
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from dusty floors the dusty carpets,
“.ﬁ'%m them well with many sounding

wbacks.
To search with piercing gaze the cracks and

For bm.;i"nnﬂ and slyly hidden crumb;
bmtﬁo breezy, my?;ri:‘gbho:n cowme ;
But, girls, don’t you do it. 1

The time to turp the whole house topsy turvy,

Bacause the , wheezy -pﬂn# come ;
But, gixls, don't you do

Now is the time, théy say, but I say, “ Nonsense!’,
remain in pesce till by and bye ;
Then, by degrees, set everything in order
When days grow warm bepeath & warmer sky.
Let those who will bring to their homes discom-

miog,‘n their kith and kin look precious

lum ; "
O“ch!eol.l for want of fires—go faint and hungry
And all because uneasy spring has come ;
Bui, girls, don't you de it.
i E e et A
“ Josiar.”
I never kin forged the day
That we went out a-walkin’,
And sot down on the river bank,
And kept on bours a-talkin’;
He twisted up my apron string
Ax’ folded it together,
An’ said he thought for harvest time
"Pwas cur'us kind o’ weather.

The sun went down a8 we sot there;
Josiah seemed uneasy,

Ard mother she began to call :
“Loweezy! O Loweezy!"”

An’ then Josiah spoke right up
As I was just a-startin’,

An’ said, “ Loweez, what's the use
Of us two ever pertin’? "

It kind o’ took me by surprise,
An’ yet I knew 'twas comin’;

I'd heard it all the summer long
In every wild bee’s hummin’;

I'd studied out the way I'd act,
But,law! I couldn’t do it;

Imesnt to hide my love from him,
But seems as if he knew it;

In looking down into my eyes
He must a-seen the fire ;

An' ever since that hour I've lovad
An’ worshipped my Josiar.

—Eatonville Messenger.

AGORDON'S PRIDE

CHAPTER L

Ethel Gordon sat in her own room alons,
and no room ever gave a more correct idea
a8 to its owner’s mind than did this. The

ion of flowers, all beautifully
srranged, yielding sweet perfume, the
choice , piotures, ocopies of world-
renowned works of art, and vases and orna-
ments of rare design, were all indications
of highest refinement and cultivation.

Ethel Gordon was not unworthy of her
surroundings. Bhe gave promise of a mag-
nificent womanhood ; her slender girlish
figure was admirably graceful, her attitude
perfection; eovery unstudied pose was
statuesque. Her face was beautiful with a
bright beauty of its own ; rich brown hair
fell on the graceful neck; her eyes were of
the rare hue of a purple heart’s ease, a
golden ligh4 shining in their liquid depths, a
light that deepened with every phase of
feeling, that flashed with scora, or gleamed
with tenderness or shone with pride. Beau-
tiful eyes they were, for one glance of which
men would have fought in olden days
snd died; the brows were straight, like
those of a Grecian goddess—brows of ideal
loveiiness. The ancient Greeks gave such
& mouth a8 hers to Venus, for it wae oue of
siogular beauty, the upper lip being short,
tha lower one full and curved, while the
dimpied chin was faultless.

There was no flaw in her beauty from the
orown of her fair head to her tiny feet.
Her small, white hands kad a delicate rose
tint ; her arm was round and perfect in
oontour. Yet she did not possess the cold,

rfeot, regular beauty of a woman without

ault. There was pride and, perhaps, some
little degree of temper in the bright eyes,
just as there was something of independ-
enoe and hauteur in the curved lips.

Thke sunbeams were falling on her, and
the eweet south wind, bearing the soent of
bawthorn and lilae, was fanning her brow ;
but she was not looking well pleased. She
was standing at an open window, watching
the slanting sunbeams, her little white
fingers tapping impatiently on the window
frame.

“Iama Gordon,” she said to hersell.
“ Iilil,m my own way, and I will not submit
to it!”

At that moment a footman came to say
that Bir Leonard Gordon awaited his
Jdaughter in the library.

“ I will be there directly,” said Ethel,
oarelessly—it was one of her prinociples
never to seem in haste. She remained for
& few minutes longer at the window just to
gratify her spirit of independence, and
then she walked elowly to the library,
where Sir Leonard awaited her.

Bir Leonard Gordon resambled his daugh-
ter in several respsots—he had the same
clear-out, regular features, the same wav-
ing riok brown hair; but his face, hand-
some though it was, bore the marks of deep
care and thought, while the hair was
streaked with gray. He was a tall, aristo-
oratio-looking man, with an impressive air
of dignity and command.

“COome in Ethel,” he said, in a deep,
musical voice. “I want to speak to you
very particularly.”

A musieal voice and a winsome smile
were the heirlooms of the Gordens. Their
features might and did vary—some were of
the dark, proud Norman, others of the fair,
oalm Anglo-Baxon type—but all alike had
a voioe of softest music, and a smile that
would have melted a heart of stone. There
had been feithful Gordons, and false Gor-
dons—Gordons true as stoel, and treacher-
ous a8 the men who betrayed their young
queen ; but every Gordon could be recog-
nized by these two gifts.

“ Bit down, Ethel,” said Sir Leonard. “1
have much to say, and you will be tired.”

But the spirit of independence and con-
tradiction seemed to be strong im his beau-
tiful daughter this May morning.

* I prefer to stand, paps,” she replied ;
and Miss Gordon swept aoross the room,
with a ha.ughty bearing not lost upon Bir
Leonard. He smiled to himself, and it was
just a8 well that Ethel did not see that
smile.

“ 1 have sent for you, Ethel,” he said,
“that we may come to some amicable
arrangemen: of our difficulties. I hope
you have ocme prepared to be just and
reasonable.

“If you are determined to have your own
way, papa, it is useless my arguing with
you,” returned Ethel, proudly.

“1 am afraid, my dear, that we Gordons
are too fond of our own way; but I think
you and I oan arrange our diffiouities with-
out coming into collision. It is useless to
talk to a Gordon of submission ; but, if I
oan convinoe your judgment, you will obey
me, I hope.”

“Iam not very oclever at obedience, I
fear,” said Miss Gordon.

*“ No, you have been spoiled, Ethel, ever
since you were & ohild ; and now that you
are seventeen it is difficult to ocontend

st the effeots of that spoiling. Bee, my
dear,” and Sir Leonard held out an open
letter to his daughter; “I received this by
the morning's ¢ from the Austrian
Ambassador, and I must send in my reply
to-cight.”

She tock the letter, read it carefully, and
then laid it on the table.

“Itbis oomrlimenhry," she said; “ard
he speaks of the position as a lucrative
one.”

“It is so now, Ethel. You are old
to understand scme of the oeres

that have turned my hair white, and have
Mtsyhoowilhmhihﬂnothlngwm

eflace.
Heor beautiful face softened for a lew

 —

moments, and the proud eyes grew dim
with“tun. b. - ———
* Although,” contin! e
representative of one of the oldest families
in Engiand, owning Fountayne Hall in
Eagland and Heatherbrae in Scotland, yet
Iam a poor man. I never know the luxury
of having a sovereign to spare. My father,
who succeeded to & rich inheritence, spent
all he could. He gambled, played, bet
heavily, tought extravagantly—he rui
himself, Ethel, and consequently ruined
B I: m&?“ ”t rﬂt‘:t:ni:.
it was one o e poorest es
E d. Your mother, Lady Angela,
t with her a fortune, and that
helped me—indesd, but for that I must
have wl?n;‘h‘th Hall. Your mother’s to't:nnni:
cleared e heavy mortgages ;
has been difficult to live. Now, this offer
of the Austrian Ambassador comes in the
very hour of need, 1 wanted a few thou-
sand pounds; and, if I go, they will be
mine.”

“Itis an inducement, certainly,” she
said, gravely.

« A very great inducement,” he agreed.
« For the first time in my life, I shall be
quite at ease as to money matters —Heaven
grant you may never know what that
implies, Ethel—and the advantages in other
ways will be great.”

“Why not then decide at once upon
acoepting the offer, papa?”

 Beoause the decision rests with you. I
cannot leave home for two years, and leave,
you alone unprotected, uncared for—it is
out of the question.”

« There never was a Gordon yet incapa-
ble of taking care of himself or herself,”
said the girl, proudly. f

Sir Leonard laughed and shook his head.

“You are only just seventeen, and that
is no age for ripe judgment. You are %00
young to be left in charge of a large house
like Fountayne. You have not had expe-
rience enough.”

She went up to him and laid both hands
on his shoulders, gazing straight into his
face.

“ Now, papa, look at me; tell me the
truth., Who really governs the house
now ?”

Sir Leonard’s fane flushed ; he laughed
uneasily.

“ If youa insist upon the truth, there carn
be no goubﬁ. Ethel, that you rule the house
and every one in it ; but you must remem-
ber that I am here to take all the responsi-
bility from you,”

“ That which I am old enough to do in
your presence I can surely do in your
absence,” she said, proudly.

“That is the very point on whieh we
disagree,” returned Sir Leonard ; * and on
that point my decision rests. We will argue
the matter fairly, Ethel, and you will see
that I am right. In the eyes of the world,”
continued Bir Leonard, * 1 should be greatly
to blame if I went away leaving a girl so
young a8 you, Ethel, to manage a large
nouse—above all, if f left you without a
chaperon of any kind.”

“ A ohaperon!” repeated his daughter,
contemptuously. “Of what possible use
would a chaperon be to me ?”

“ Bhe would keep you out of all danger ;
young girls are easily imposed upon. Bhe
would teach you to fulfil the duties of your
station in a proper manner. In fact, Ethel,
it is useless to argue the question ; you can-
not possibly do without one. You would
lose oaste in the eyes of the world, and
would be certain to get into mischief.”

“ It I ever forget myself so far as to feel
any inclination for mischief, no smount of
chaperonage would keep me from it,” said
Miss Gordon, proudly. * I am too old to be
taught to obey a stranger.”

* My dearest Ethel, how proud you are!
I fear that some great sorrow—some great
and terrible pain—will be your portion—
will be sent to break the pride, the unbend-
ing spirit that nothing seems to move.”

** All the Gordons are proud, papa. Why
blame me for haviug one of the charaoter-
istios of my race ?”

* Submissiveness and gentleness, Ethel,
form & woman’s diadem.”

‘“ A very poor one!” objected Ethel.
“ Now, papa, be reascnable. Giva up this
absurd notion of a chaperon ; go to Austria
—that is & magnificent offer—one you
should not refuse. Leave me here at Foun-
tayne; I shall have a staid old housekeeper
and faithful servants ; what more can I
need ?”

“ My dear Ethel, what would the world
say if I left a girl of seventeen alone in that
fashion ?”

“I do not care for the world,” retorted
the girl. “ I care about pleasing myself.”

“ You cannot run ocounter to the opinion
of the world, Ethel ; at your age the idea
is absurd. You must submit to the inexor-
able laws of custom and etiquette.”

Bir Leonard spoke ungrily, with flushed
face and darkening eyes. Both father and
daughter were growing terribly earnest.

“ What if I refuse to have anything to
do with a chaperon? Papa, it I refuse o
obey one, what then ?”’ asked Ethel.

“#1In that case I should certainly refuse
the offer,” gaid Sir Leonard, “I should
write to the ambassador and decline. Buf,
Ethel, you will surely take my disap-
pointed, blighted life into consideration
before you do that ?”

The girl was silent for some minutes ;
then, turning to hira her beautiful face all
flushed and sager, sne said persuasively :

" Let me make one more appeal io you,
papa. Go to Austria, and leave zne here.
I will be prudence itself; I will surpass
discretion in ail I do or say ; I will promise
you that no stranger shall ever cross the
threshold ; I will obey every law you may
lay down for me, if you will consent to
leave me free and unfettered.”

“ My dear Ethel, I cannot do it. You do

ot know what you ask. A girl of seven-
teen, left in such & position, would quite
lose oaste. It you were twenty, or even
thirty, I woald not do it.”

* You refuse, then ?” she said quietly.

Bir Leonard moved uneasily in his chair ;
he did not like, when looking on that beau-
tiful faoce, to refuse a prayer.

* I muet do so for your own sake as well
a8 mine. I cannot leave you alone, Ethel,
and I will not.”

She was silent for some minutes, the
flush dying from her face, and the light
deepening in her eyes. A struggle was
going on between her pride and her love for
Sir Leonard; then she turned to him quite
nlmvls'.

“Will you tell me, then, what you pur-
pose doing, papa ?”

Bir Leonard looked slightly confused.
Something in the beautiful face and proud
eyes seemed to agitate him.

“ I may as well—nay, I had better speak
plainly to you, Ethel. The truth is that
the socner that you acoustom yourself to a
chaperon the better it will be for you; for
I am tired of a single life, and I think of
marrying in.”

The slender figure was drawn to ite full
height, the beautiful face was flushed with
the deepest orimson, the proud lips wore
their most soornful carve.

“You think of marrying again, papa!
Pray may I ask why ?”

“ That is hardly a respecuu : question,
Ethel. I have told you my reason. Iam
tired of a single life, and I have met with &
lady who would make me, I am sure, &
most excellent wife.”

“Am I permitted to ask who the lady
is ?” asked Miss Gordon.

“ Certainly, my dear. I met Miss

last year at the Trexhams'—I met
again at the Davenocourts’; and if I musé
speak plainly, I fell in love with her.”

The soorn on the lovely face deepened.

* Mise Digby has money, I believe ?” she

terrogated.

“Yes,” replied Sir Leonard, *she has
money—money made by her father in
trade, She lays no claim ¥o high birth or
great connections, bus, for all that, she is &
::g great accomplishments and refines

* You would choose a tradesman’'s daugh+

in

Leonard, sternly. i :
“Do you expect me, Lady Anzela’s

daughter, one of the Gordons of Ioun-

tayne, to obey such a person ?” inguired

P .
“] expect you to oksyme. Ialsoama
Gordon of Fouuiayne, and my will is
stronger than yours. I have asked Miss
Digby to be my wife, and she has con-
”T«L" esoaped Hthel’s lip, but sh

low ory 's lip, ]

no comment. Bir Leonard con-
tinued—
“ The same obstacle that prevented my
taking tzgﬁo Austria forbid me to takes
wite ; therefore, I have arranged
with Miss Digby to @ our marriage
until my return. You understand that,
Ethel ?”

“Yes, I understand perlectly,” was the
quiet reply.

Sir Leonard looked relieved. He felt that
the worst part of the revelation was over.

« Miss Digby, to oblige me, has consented
to another arrangement,” Sir I eonard
resumed. * Per! that will not please
you. Bhe is going to spend & few weeks,

rhaps months, &t St. Ioa’s Bay. BShe
ﬁa invited you to go with her, and I should
like it to be so. Then she has promised to
remain with you at Fountayne until I
return.” .

The girl's fate grew white with anger,
her eyes seemed to flash fire.

« T will not submit to such an arrange-
ment,” she said, baughtily. * You are
treating me as a child. Papa, you forget
that I am a woman.”

Sir Leonard laughed.

“ Not quite, Ethel. You are seventeen,
and I admit that you are tall for your age
but girls of seventeen are not women.”

« After being mistress of Fountayne so
long, do you think, papa, I can submit to
the rule of a stranger?”

“ I think you have sense enough to see
that you can only submit,” said Bir
Leonard. “I love Miss Digby; but it is
quite as much for your sake as for my own
that I wish to marry.”

“Why for my sake?” asked Ethel,
briefly. L

« My dear child, you will ask questions
the answers to which eimply displease you.
Because you have grave faults, and require
the gentle training and the wise guidance
of a good woman.”

“ What are my faults, papa?
seem tc have found them out all at once.”

“You are proad, Ethel—proud, unbend-
ing, independent. You have no self-dis-
cipline, no self-contrel.” ;

“ Those are all Gordon characteristios,”
she objected —* not faulss.”

“ They are both,” returned Sir Leonard.
“ You must do battle withk them and over-
come them, or you will never be an amiable
woman, Hthel.”

«“I am not quite sure that I wish to be
one, papa. Amiable people, as a rule, are
weak., I dislike weakness. I may be
proud, as you say ; but I never said a false
word nor did a mean action.”

“ That I am sure of ; but, Ethel, I have
spoiled you. You have grown up your own
way entirely ; you have no idea of submis-
sion. I have been thinking very much of
it lately. I have read the words of some
wise man that great pride can only be sub-
dued by great trouble, and I cannot Wear
to think of my Ethel’s bright face shadowed
with care. I want you to ocorreot this
pride yourself: to learn submission to
wise and gentle guidance, s that &
woman’s greatest ornament, a meek and
gentle spirit, may be yours.”

Ethel laughed.

* You make me think mygelf very wicked,
papa. When you ohange the colorsof a
flower, turn night into day, make thistles
grow on rose-trees, then you may hope to
change a proud, wilful girl into a meek,
submissive woman ; but not till then.”

“ Take care, Ethel. What I cannot do a
mightier Hand may effect. This is the
crigis of your life. Think well before you
decide that your disposition is immutable.”

If either father or daughter could have
seen to what this was to lead they would
have prayed that the May sunbeams might
fall on her dead face, rather than that she
should suffer what was in store for her.

Ethel made no reply, and Sir Leonard,
whose relief at having unburdened himself
of his communication was great, rose from
his ehair.

“I shall drive over to see Lady Daven-
court this aftermoon. You had better go
with me, Ethel; Miss Digby is staying
there, and I should like to introduce you to
her. I shall be ready at two.”

And then Sir Leonard quitted the library,
and his daughter passed through the open
glass-door into the garden.

CHAPTER IL

Out from the darkened room where she
had suffered the keenest torture of her life,
out in the beautiful sunshine, to the fair
smiling flowers, to the sweet singing birds,
went Ethel Gordon. It was like a change
from some dark region to Paradise. She
paused and drew & breath of deep satisfac-
tion at finding herself alone in the sweet,
warm sunshine. There was a gleam of pur-
ple from the lilac trees, a sheen of gold
from the drooping laburnam, a glitter of
white from the fair acacia blossems, the
roses were budding, large bushes of south-
ern-wood filled the sweet, warm air with
fragrance, the white daphnes, purple bya-
cinths, and mignonettes were all in flower,
sweet lilies of the valley nestled among
their green leaves. Fountains rippled
among thke flowers, bright-winged iirds
flew from tree to tree, all nature smiled ;
and Ethel, whe had a poet’s soul, and a
keen, passionate love for all that was beau-
tiful, gave a deep sigh of unutterable con-
tent that the world was so fair.

“Ilove the lilies best,” she thought, as
she picked a few sprays, and then the
memory of all she had just heard came
over her, and a low, passionate cry escaped
her lips. I shall hate her,” she thought,
*and the Gordone, who know go well how
to lovs, know how to hate.”

It seemed oruelly hard to her. Sir
Leonard had been content with her love
and her sway for so many years; now a
stranger must come and take both from
her. She had been proud of her rule; she
was 80 frank, so true, although imperious,
80 generous, 80 noble in every word and
deed, that the servants of the household,
the tenante, the dependents all worshipped
her. Miss Gordon oould do no wrong—
she dispensed rewarés and punishments
with a royal hand; 10 one had ever dis-
puted her will or disoheyed her commands.
Bhe had reigned absolutely as & queen, and,

1 though she was, tha sense of power had

n sweet to her. Bhe had enjoyed the
exercise of it. If any une wanted a favor
from Bir Leonard, it was through Ethsl
they asked it, and he was never known to
refuse. Bo she had grown up gracious and
beloved. i

“ Miss on is proud,” people said,
“but she has a heart of gold ;'?Pnd now
this pleasant rule, this absolute sovereignty,
this influence and power, were to be taken
from her, and placed in the hands of a
stranger. How waas she to bear it ?

Tears dimmed the

You '

for wealth. Gold had never lasted in
the bandsof a Gordon ; still they never

been poor until Sir Alexander Gordon, the
father of Sir Leonard, took to gambling. He
i i his estate, himself, and his
son. to such an extent that it was
doubtful whether Sir Leonard would be
able to keep up the position of the family
or not. He, however, married an heiress,
the Lady An, Lyle. Her fortune, large
ag it was, su to pay off the heavy
mortgages only, nothing being lett for the
improvement of the impoverished estate, 80
that Sir Leonard was, despite his merriage,
always a poor man. He was obliged to
scheme and ocutrive, for Lady Angela
required her house in town, ker entertain-
ments, her dinnere, balls, jewels, carriages
and dress like other ladies in her position,
snd Sir Leonard could not refuse her.

*She brought plenty of money to Foun-
tayne, and she must have all she wants,”
he was in the habit of saying to himself;
80 that, during her lifetime even, his hair
grew grey, and deep lines came upon his
face, all caused by money cares.

Then Lady Angela died, leaving one
daughter, Ethel ; and this daughter became
the pride, the pet, the plaything, and the
torment of her father’s life.

BShe was always beautiful. She had the
Gordon face, the bright, winning face that
belonged to the debonnair race. She had
the quick impetuous Gordop temper, the
Gordon pride. She had all the virtues and
many of the failings that characterizad her

race.

Ethel Gordon had the faults that gener-
ally characterize a warm, impetuous, lov-
ing, proud nature, and those faults had
been fostered in her from the hour in which
her baby rule had begun at Fountayne. She
was imperious, proud, with the quick tem-

r that belonged to the Gordons. Her
f:ee would flash, her eyes flash fire ; she
would express scorn, contempt, and anger
in & moment ; but she was quick to forget ;
she never thought twice of a wrong com-
mitted, and those who had borne the brunt
of her anger were the first to feel the charm
of her generous, kindly manner. BShe was
quick to forgive ; if she hurt any one’s feel-
ings she would do al 1 1n her power to atone
for it. It was not wonderful that she was
loved ; she was well worth loving.

She was the very light of Sir Leonard’s
eyes, the joy of his heart, his pride and his
delight. He had thought at first of send-
ing her o school, but she had resolutely
refused to go. Her refusal was ascompa-
nied by such endearing ocaresses, such &
oharm of manner, such loving words that
Sir Leonard could not be angry ; and from
that moment her triumphant rule com-
menced. A long-suffering line of govern-
esges had tried their best to educate her,
but it had been found a difficult, almost
impossible task. She had caricatured them,
mimicked them, caressed them, defied
them—did everything, in short but obsy
them. One more courageous than the rest
went to complain to Sir Leonard.

« Miss Gordon will not obey,” said the
unfortunate lady. ** What am I to do with
her?”

“The Gordons are accustomed to com-
mand, not to obey,” said the child.

A wise father would have compelled
obadience —would have punished the mutin-
ous speeeh. But Sir Lieonard was not wise.
He merely said, sadly :

“ People must learn to obey, Ethel,
before they know how to command ; the
greatest men have yielded the most implicit
obedienoe.”

“So would I to you, papsa, but I cannot
to those tiresome complaining women ;
they always look ready to ory. I do not
like governesses and shall be glad when I
can do without them.”

The whole household was kspt in such a
continual turmoil by the warfare betwee=
Migs Gordon and her helpless instrociors
that it was a real relief to Sir Lieonard
when the last of them went away. Ethel
was sixteen then, and she gravely declared
her eduoation to be finished.

* I know quite enough, papa,” she said.
‘* Besides, I can have masters if necessary,
and that will be so much better than a gov-
erness in the house,”

It was wonderful what ap amount of
knowledge ashe had obtained ; she had read
every book that was within her reach, she
had made herself familiar with all the
poets, she bad 8 mind stored with all kinds
of information—some of it quaint enough.
She bad taken to music naturally, as birds
take to song. She played with the most
exqusite taste; it seemed as though the
half-awakened soul found its voice in her
glorious gift of song. If she had been the
daughter of poorer people, her destiny
must have been the stage, her voice was of
the rarest beauty—a contralto full of
sweetness. Muoch as she disliked all train-
ing and disciphine she had submitted to
anything with :cgard to her musio—long
hours of practice, perseverance in exercises
—and the result was that she sang with a
taste and skill rarely equalled. Sir Leonard
was very proud of this gift; there was no
pleasure greater to him than that which he
derived from his daughter’s musical talent.

From her earliest girlhood she had been
acoustomed to have the full control of her
father’s house. While barely old enough ts
know the name cf the different dishes, she
had been acoustomed to give orders for
dinner ; and the servants had veen accus-
tomed to look to her for orders. Child
though she was, she had taken the greatest
interest in her father’s guests; nothing
was ever done without consulting her.
Accustomed as she had been to the most
complete sway and control over everything
and every one, it seemed to her now very
hard that this power must pass from her
into a stranger’s hands.

For some time past it had been dawning
upon Sir Leonard that with sil his daugh-
ter’s beauty and accomplishments, she was
in many respects untrained ; by this time
he had begun to see that in reality he had
fostered and encouraged her faults, not
corracted them. Childish passion, when the
lovely little face had flushed orimson, and
the tiny foot had been stamped upon the
floor, was one thing ; anger so frankly dis-
played by a young giri was different. Love
of rule and pride of power were amusing
in a child ; in a grown girl they were not
pleasant.

Then the world, in its interfering fashion,
had begun io tell him how much better it
would be if he had some lady to chaperon
his daughter—how much better it would be
if she had some lady companion. When
the offer came from the Austrian Ambas-
sador, the matter seemed pressing upon
him ; it was impcssible that he should
take her with him ; yet it seemed equally
impossible that he should leave her at
home. There was nothing for it but find-
ing & chaperon for her; and who would be
80 unexoceptionable in every way as the
lady he was boping to marry ?

He shrank at first from telling Ethel his
resolve, but there was no escape ; and her
reception of it was moere favorable than he
had dared to hope.

CHAPTER III.

Through the green lanes, where the
hedges were one maes of bloom, where the
bawthorn gave out its fragrance, and the
woodbines trailed their long sprays; whers
starry primroses from their green leaves
looked like great golden stars; where the

le violets hid themselves between. the
ern leaves ; where the tall trees met over-
head, and the sunshine, passing through
the thick branches, fell in golden splendor—
through the ancient woods, ringing with
the musical song of the birds, great sheets
of wild hyacinth and bluebells, which
stretohed out like the waves of a blue sea,
stirring faintly in the warm spring breeze
—rode Sir Leonard and his daughter. It
was a very paradise of beauty, of musio,
and sweet perfume.
But neither the smiles of the sun, nor
the song of the birds, nor the scent of the
flowers brought any brightness to Ethel
gi:tdo-. More than once during their ride
cheertul,

turned to her, and said
“1 wish you wonld lock more

EM"; all that I am doing is for your own

think of marrying again .for my special
benefit, but I ruppose you know best.”

It was a reliel to Sir ‘Leonard to reach
Chantry court. -

““ You will be sure to like Miss Digby,
Ethel,” he said ; * you will not be able to
help it—she is so amiable, so kind of heart,
80 gentle in mavuner.”

Miss Gordon made no reply. In her
heart she rebelled with the fierceet rebellion
against ber father’s decree ; in her heart she
had resolved never to like, never to obsy,
never even to please the lady who was to
take her dead mother’s place.

Lady Davencourt and Miss Digby were
both at home. Bir Leocard and his daugh-
ter were shown into the drawing-room,
where the baronet tried to look quite at
his ease, and Ethel, without deigning to
utter & word, sat in one of her most
queenly attitudes, beautiful, wilful, and
defiant. Sir Leonard turned angrily to her
at last.

“ Your indulgence of this angry tcmper,
Ethel, proves to me that you are indeed in
great need of scme one to correot, fo guide,
and advise you, I say nothing about the
want of respect you show to me, butl
inusn impress upon you that it is unlady-

ike.”

The proud lips were not opened in
exouse, Ethel gathering the folds of her
riding habit around her 1n a disdainful
silence.

Then the door opsned, and Laura Daven-
court entered. She gave one rapid glance
from father to daughter.

“There is something wrong here,” she
thought, as she hastened to greet them.

“ Lady Davencourt is with Miss Digby in
the grounds,” said Laura. * Would you
like to join them there ?”

A few minutes later the whole party
were seated on the lawn under the shade of
e large beech-tree. Lady Davencourt
greeted her visitors warmly, and then Sir
Leonard, taking his daughter’s unwilling
hand, led her to Miss Digby.

He introduced them in a few words, and
Ethel, raising her proud, frank eyes, looked
upon the face of the woman who was to
cross her life so fatally.

(To be continued.)

WAR PRICES.

Average Monthly Rate of Consols During
the Crimean War.

In view of the probability of war between
England and Russia the following table of
tke average monthly rate of consols during
the whole period of the Crimean war will
be interesting. We give aleo the dates of
the chief events :

1854 Average price
Month. Event. of Consols,

Jnu.—Britith and French fleets enter Black
91

68
Feb,—Brnitish yltimatym despatched............
March—Russia rejects uyltimatum, wa

declared............
April—Bombardment of Od
)1 % S—
June—Invas
SRR ietvis ot
Aug.—
Bept.—allied forces land.
Oct.—Attack on Sebast
Nov,—Inkerman.........
Dec.—) Bickness
1866 |
Jan.— [ Bad woather [
Feb —) Bad management
Mnrﬁh-h‘mperor Nicholas of Russia died...... 9
Juue —Repuise of allies vefore Redan and

Malakoff......... . 92%

Alma. w

d
opol ; Balaklava

Resignation of
Ministry

Aug. —Russian repulse of
gept.. —Fall of BsLaswpui

Feb. —Congress of Paris open

March—Treaty of g‘euce signed ..,

l&Alpril —Tripartite Treaty signed..
ay

A Hen’s Infatuation for a Cow

A Middletown, N. Y., letter says: Patrick
Doyle has a cow on his dairy farm near
this viliage whose life is made wmiserable
by a hen’s singular attachment for hor.
For over & year the hen has been an in-
separable companion of the cow, and
spends all of the time, when not on her
nest or joining the other chickens when
they are fed, perched on the cow’s back.
There she roosts at night, whether the cow
may be in the barn, the barnyard or the
pasture. The cow does not approve of this
olose companionship; and is always trying
to shake the hen off her back or whisk her
off with her tail. The ben 18 always pre-
pared for these attempts, and when the
cow lowers her head and shakes her
shoulders the hen trots along her back
beyond the effects of the shaking. If this
brings her within reach of a possible whisk
of the cow’s tail, she watches it closely, and
at the first movement of that appendage
she trots back again to a place of safety
between the cow’s horns. At times the cow
will suddenly start on a dead run around a
field or the barnyard, lowering her head,
lashing her tail, and bellowing, as if to
terrify the hen into taking ber departure.
The hen will then scramble to and fro on
the cow’s back to maintain her position, but
the result of this manceavre on the part of
the cow ig, nine times out of ten, to force
its unweloome companion to fly off. The
~0ow i8 no sooner at rest than the hen steals
up and mounts again to her peroh. This
amusing scene is witnessed almost daily by
people who go to the farm for the purpose.

Where we G—et the Awphajt.

I never look at the asphalt pavement or
zoll along over its smooth surface in a
carriage without thinking of the ourious
island and the still more singular place
from which the material is procured. In
about the centre of the Island of Trinidad,
a dot in the Carribbean Bea, just off the
coast of Venezuela, there is an asphalt lake.
It is said to cover about one hundred acres
and is apparently inexhaustible. It is a
black sandy substance and is believed to be
crude, rotten petroleum. A singular feature
of the substance is that, although about
&fty thousand tons are taken out of this
lake annually, it constantly filis up go that
there 18 no lessening of the supply. This
singular lake of paying material is owned
by the Venezuelan Government, but leased
to a company in Washington, of whish a
man named A. L. Barber is President.
They have a fleet of schocners running to
Trinidad, and having a monopoly of the
business they import vast quantities of
the muterial.—Philadelphia Times.

The title of the Turkish Ambassador to
England is His Excellency Hassan Fehmi
Pasha, Envoy Extraordinary from His
Imperial Majesty the Bultan of all the
Turks, the Commander of the Faithful, the
Shadow of God ngn Earth and the Caliph
of Islam. He is between 40 and 50 years
of age, well-built, of medium size, and his
singularly expressive oval face is dark
without being swarthy. His fine eyes are
fall of intelligence ; Lis high forehead is
furrowed by care and anxiety ; his chestnat
brown beard is carefully trimmed and a
Turkish fez covers his slightly silvered hair,

At a New York fire on Sunday Officer
Coogan valiantly dashed upstairs, and see-
ing a little golden-haired form in the bed
in one of the rooms, quickly wraj a
quilt about it and said sc x 3 4
be soared, dear; I'll take care of you.”
Then he made his way back to the street,
and heard little Emily Pebau exclaim joy.
tally, “ O, that geod man has saved
my big wax doll I” took a look at
the -haired form, resigned it to ite

to

owner, and hurried o the station house
file an application for a night off.

quilts.

affected by it.

sheet.

RBEVIVING A LOST ART.

“1 oannot well see, paps, how you can | What "::-C.:‘ 1?” :":l; :':':h- ot Neis-

In the good old days “ before the war,”

when the stout matron of to.day was & |(
demure and dainty maiden, she was taught, | determined they would remove the village
along with water color painting, jack-in- |graveyard. Few of them knew of Edgar
the-box curtsies and the manipulation of | Allen Poe or his beautiful Aonabel. They
balloon skirts, how to make paper flowers. | began to remove the bones and lay them
Then the art fell into disuse, and &s the | awsy promiscuously in a sort of charnel
girls progressed from their teens to their |ground some disiacce out in the country.
forties they put aside their scissors and tis- | A gentleman in Now York, who knew much
sue paper, and in their place succeeded hair | of Poe's lite, who loved his poetry and was
work, wax flowers, embroidery and crazy | aware that his wife was buried at Fordhawm,
Now the flowers are blooming | heard of the removal of the graveyard and
again. Old ladies who have not forgotten | went out to protect the bones of sweet
how and girls who are just learcing and | Annabel.
wish to be in the fashion spend their spare | opened, and he oame near being too late.
moments in snipping bright colored tizsues | He collected the precious relics, wrapped
and orimping them into roses that are as |them neatly in & paper, and brought
gorgeous a8 painted lilies.
So universal has the craze become that | where
even high art and Kensington work are | two

SWEET ANNABEL LEE.

A Queer Story That is Woerthy of Poe's
Imaginatien.

Abhoutthree years ago,says the Portohester

N. Y ) Journal, the peopie of Fordham

The grave had already been

New York,
for nearly
gentlemsn

his home in
kept  them
Oue day

to
he
years.

them

8

Bince it became * the |called who had known Mrs. Poe and who

thing ” it has proved a bonanza for the | was very fond of the poem Annabel.
stationery men, who have boomed the price | conversation drifted toward these beautiful
of tissue paper from a penny to a nickel & |lines, and verse after verse was repeated
Recently three schools have been |over and over.
established in the city to furnish instruc- | the house arose and said :
tion in the art. The products are used to | you something.”
fill baskets for set prices, trim gas shade: | unwrap the bones of the poor heroine.
and ornament & room in various ways.
prevalent a way a8 any is to utilize them
as buttonhole bouquets and trimming to | the story. The bones were soon afterward
ball dresses. A paper daisy in the lapel of | sent to be interred at Baltimore.
a dress coat is very lasting, realistic and | above is but a part of as weird and uneacny
popular.—N. Y. Herald.

23,000,000 tons.

All nations
Great Britain.,
France .........
United States..
German
Spain...

Italy

Holland
Russia

Frauce.

sia’s.

the United States.

Merchant Fleets of the World.

It may be said that one-half of the
world’s tonnage engaged in ocarrying the
world’s commerce on the high seas sails
under the flag of Great Britain.
going mercnant fleets of all nationalities
aggregate about 56,000 vessels, and about
The tremendous pre-
ponderance of Epgland in the carrying
trade of the world and the order in which
competing nations follow her long lead are
shown in this table of approximate figures ;

England’s tonnage on the ocean high-
ways i8 between four and five times that of
It is seven times that
of Norway, eight times that of Germany,
ten times that of Franoce, eleven times that
of Italy, and eighteen times thai of Russia.
1f the comparison is confined to steamships,
which now carry so large and so important
a part of the commerce of the world, the
supremacy of Great Britain 18 exhibited ia
a still more striking way :

Bteam Yeuels.

Eogland’s steam tonnage is almost ten
times as great as that cf her nearest rival,
It is ten times the steam tonnage
of the Uuited States, and forty times Ras-
The British flag covers nearly two-
thirds of all the ocean steamers afloat.

proved.

candidate for E

amongst them,

clan of Gordon.

Laitest Ncottish News.

Abergeldie estate, on which is situated
the castle used a8 a Highland residence by
the Pricce of Wales, 18 to be greatly im.

At a meeting of combined Liberal Asso-
ciations on the 3:d nst. Mr. A. Craig-
Sellar, M.P., was adopted as the Liberal

a8t Lothian.

Isis reported that Sir James Fergussor,
ex-Governor of Bombay, will contest the
northwestern division of Ediuburgh in the
Conservative interest.

By the deed of settlement of the Iate
Miss Dathie, of Ruthrieston, the public
eduooational and oharitable institutions of
Aberdeen have the sum of £10,500 divided

Four eminent Scottish soulptors have
agreed to send in designs for the statue of
Wallace whick it is proposed to erect on
the corbel for that purpose on the Wallace
monument at Stirling.

Bir Thomas Mollraith, ex Premier of
Queensland, a native of Scotland,
intimated that he will give £1,000 towards
any expedition from that colony to assist
the British forces in Egypt.

A movement has been set on foot fo have
& memorial to General Gordon ereoted in
Aberdeen by members of the family and

The movement is

priately headed by the Marquis of Huntly,
the Duke of Richmond and the Earl of
Aberdeen, and is almost gertain of success.

Dauncey,

Fuller,

days, both

some years 8ago by
Stephens, of Montreal, chiefly selected
from the Queen’s farm at Windsor ; to this
was later added another English
springing originally from the herd of Philip
imported to
the United States by Mr. Peter Le Clair,
of Winooski, Vermont, from whom Mr.
Stephens prooured the bull Sioke Pogis
3rd. A wonderful family f butter cows
was the result of this combination, the
most noted of which is Mary Anne of St.
Lambert, the property of Valancey E.
of Hamiltoo, i
surpassed the year’s tesc of Eurotas, in Mr.
Darling’s herd, by giving 867 pounds 14%
ounces of butter in eleven months and five
days, and under official inspection by a
committee of the American Jersey Cattie
Club gave 36 pounds 12 ounces In seven
of
unequalled. It happens that her sire was
closely desoended through double lines
from Mr. Dauncey’s bull Rioter in Eng-
land, one of whesa sons, Rioter
imported from there by Colonel Hoe, was
the sire of Eurotas.

of Berks,

A Famous Cow,

* Harper’s Magazine ” for May has a very
interesting article ‘'on Jersey ocattle, from
which is gleaned the following interestiug
note regarding the famous Oakland now ;
English-bred strains of Jersey oattle have
also been drawn upon to improve American
herds, and one was introduced into Canada

Mr.

and

Qatario.

which tests

Jerseys Owned by Women.

It is a noticeable feature of the advance-
ment of the Jersey interest that many
ladies become deeply interested in the
welfare of their husband’s herds ; in faot,
quite & number of herds are registered in
the ownership of ladies.
affords a wider field of profit than the
Foultty business, and
egitimate speculation that is not unpleas.
ant to the female mind where suitable |grateful
opportunity occurs for its indulgence, The
dairy, which is an almost inseparable com-
panion to the breeding herd if any con. |tions. He suggested the entrance to Parlia-
siderable number of cows are kept, is a|ment Square as the site of the memorial.
teature of no little importance, and one | The matter was referred to the Lord
that, to be successful, requiree a peculiar | Provost’s Committee.
oare that ic seldom disassociated from a
greater degree of intelligence (one may
slmost say refinement) than is otten found | tuted by a resident of Rome, Gs., against &
among hired help. Where it is conducted | local grocer who displayed in front of hid
on a large soale it necessitates the employ. | store a card with the name of the prosecutor
ment of expert help : but many an owner | on it and the words ‘' deadbeat
of Jerseys in a +mall way has failed to get
hulz'hi bunet: to suit htx:g t.l:tll “:ldil w&h became
sufficiently interes study the subject | authoritati embe!
ihnwuo{:oe her grandmother’s pride :.nd gty e A o
special socomplishment, and take the|is
matter in hand.—Hark Comstock, in Har.
per's Magazine for May.

The

at Rome. Under
been purohased

Binoce the present Czar of Russia came
o the throne all the canron required for
the Russian fleet have been manufactured | Bismarck had had all his olotims made in
Ozars they have | the Austrian capite). Muoch

Germany,

The sea-

Sheldon

tifies & spirit of

The

Finally the gentlemsn of
“ I will show
Hs then pruceeded to

As | These,” said he,
Annabel.” ”

“ are the bones of
He then proceeded to tell

Tre

a siory as any Poe ever wrought out of his
peculiarly uncanny imagination. Tkig
sequel has but recently come to our know-
ledge and every item in it can be proven
much more satisfactorily than many inoi.
dents of Poe’s daily life and habite. Names
and places are withheld in this article, but
can be furnished on demand. In the same
room in which the bones of sweet Annabel
Lee were kept, waiting the transfer into
the hands of relatives in Baltimore, was
also jealously guarded the original
manuseript of * The Raven,” which
wes destined to a place in the corner-stoue
of the Poe monument. Late oneafternoon,
while the window happened to be opened, a
raven flew in and lightel on the portfolio
containing the precious manuscript. The
gentleman in the room was, a8 can be

000 | readily conceived, at first much startled,
600,0.0 | but upon approaching the bird and finding
it quite tame, explaiued the strange coirci-
dence satistactorily emough. The raven
showed no disposition to move, and the
gentleman, bhaving no provision for so
unusual a guest, took him to & druggist near
by, who kept him for his ohildren, as there
was no advertisement for him in the daiiy
papers. Snon after, while visiting at the
house of a prominent and wealthy New
Yorker, the hostess expressed to him the
desire for a tame orow. Thinking the
raven a8 worthy of a place in that house-
hold as a crow would be, the * gentleman in
New York who knew much of Poe’s life ™
induced the druggiet to return him the
raven, which he forthwith sent to the lady
before mentioned, and ia whose home 1t
still (unlesa recently lost or deceased) liveg
a quiet and uneventfal life.

Tons.
9,232,000
5,919,000

667,000

Why Doctors Don’s Unigh Discasg,

“ Some wen,” remarked Captain Horton,
‘“can move in the midst of pestilenge and
miasmata, and never seem sny the worse,
How, for instance, do yot doctors defecd
your fcrtress? ”

“I'm glad you asked the question. We
defend the fortress first by using ordinary
precautions. We will not, if possibls,
breathe more infeeted air than we oan help,
We will not be stupidly rash. Depend
upon it, my friend, that when Dr. Aberne.
thy kicked kLis foot through the pane of glass
in his patient’s room, because he couldn't
get bhim to have his wiodow down, the
excellent physician was thinking as muoch
about his own safety as that of bis patient.
Seoondly, physicians know that they must
live by rule when attending cases during a
pestilence. The body must be kept up to
the health gtandard. In times of epidemio
let every one see to himself, attend to every
rule of health, live regularly, keep the
stomach most ocarefully in order and be
abstinent. There is no other way of defend.
ing the fortress of life against invisible
foes.”

‘* This living according to rule,” said my
friend musingly, * is & terribly hard thing
to have to add. At least, I am sure mosy
pecple find it so.”

“ Few people,” Ireplied, * think of doing
anything of the sort,” until actual danger to
life stares them in the face. Bome one else,
I believe, has made a remark similar to this
before now, but it is worthy of being
repeated.”

“ And it is true,” added Horton. *“ I
have been thinking a good deal lately — "

“ Moat people who are laid low do think,’
I said. 3

‘1 have been thinking,"” said my friend,

* that most of us err by eating more than ig
necessary.” ;
* How very true that is, Horton ! Why,
in careful regulation of diet—a diet that
should incline to the acstemious—we have
one of the best defences against invigible
foes of all kinds. This is one of our posts,
and should be held at all risks, if we oarg
for life at all—and not for life only, but
comfort while we do exist. It is a faot
which all should bear in mind, that over.
eating not only ocorrupts the blood, but
destroys nervous energy.—4 Family Doctor,
in Cassell’'s Family Magasine.
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line, To Make a Noft Cheese.

Would you make a goft cheese? Then, I'll tell

od how .

'!u.ke & gallor of milk, quite fresh from the cow ;
Lrettbe rennet is added, the dairymen’s daugh-
er
Must throw in & quart of choicest spring water.
When perfectly curdled, ec white and so nice,
You must take it all out of the dish with a slice,
And put it 'thout breaking with care in the vat,.
A cheese eloth at bottom: ; be sure to mind ‘thaj.
This delicate matter take care not to squeeze, '
Bt fill as the whey passes eff by degrees.
Next day you may turn it, and xo not bg loth
To wipe it quite ary with'a fiae linen ¢loth;
That this must be done iou cannot well doubj
As long as you see any whey ooging out.
The cheese is now finished, and niee it will be
If enveloped in leaves from the reon ashen tree;
Or, what will do better, at least full as well,
In nettles just plucked from the bank of the dell.
A pimple recipe in prose for a smail
oream oheese is as follows: Take
one pint thick oream, mix & hitle galt,
acoording to taste, pus it into & wet,
scalded cheese cloth, tie it, and hang
up for two or three days; then change
again into another cloth for a day or two,
and put a weight on it, by whioh time it
will be ready for use.

She

remain

2nd,

Giti to Edinburgh From Gladstone,

At a meeting of the Edinburgh Town
Council on the 33rd ult. a letter was resd
from Mr. Gladstone asking to be allowed to
undertake the restoration of the Market
Cross. He expressed an earnest desire, as
representative of the oounty, to leave
banind him that small but visible record of
acknowledgment and sinocers
affection conferred in a form olosely
associated with local! and national tradi-

subject

A suit for $5,000 damages hu—bou insti-

"“'n
Sir Henry Ponsonby, private secretary to
Queen Victoria, bas  writien & letter

the royal family are believers in spiritual.
m.

Af the quarterly meeting of the Viennese
Tailors’ I?nde Guild, the Chairman made
this ucexpected announcement, that for
the last twelve years—that is, since & visit
to the Vienna Exhibition of 1878—Prince

patriotio

aprlause {




