 remomarm

The Professor and the White Violet,

The Professor :

Tell me, little violet white,

1f you will be so polite,

Tell me how it came that you

Lost your presty purple hue ?
Were you blanched with sudden fears ?
Were you bleathed with fairies' teara ?
Or was Dame natuore out of blue,
Violet, when she came to you ?

The Violet :
Tell me, silly mortal, first,
Ere I satisty your thirst
For the trath concerning mo—
Why are you not like a tree ?
Tell me why you move around,
Trying different kinds of ground,
With your funny legs and boots,
In the place of proper roote ?

Tell me, mortal, why your head,
Where green branches ought to spread,
Is av shiny smooth as giess,
With just a fringe of fecsty grass ?

Tell me—why he's gone away |

Wonder why he wouldn's stay !

Can he be—well, I declare !

Bensitive about his hair ?

—Oliver Herjord, in 8t, Nicholas for May.

A Fish Story.

Young Dobson, with a mind to fish,
Is quite too fond oté)lnying hookey ;
Bo off eel slyly go and scale
The fence, and down beside the br ok he
Will sit, and sit, and sit, and eit,
His patience not at all a-bait-ed,
Though not a bite he gets to show
For all the wasted time he's waitc .

Once perched upon the bank he sat,
In hopes to catch enough for one .
His father stole upon the geine
And saw his ineffishent sun-fish,
And when his son came home atni. 't
He took a rod from off the ecupbo- d :
** We'il bave a fish-bawl now,” said 10,
And whaled the youngster till he slubbered.

THE : DOCTOR
1 & . '
g

Letty thought it was strang ths cool way
in which she was stared at every time she
chanced to lock away from them, and her
cheeks began to grow under the inspeotion.
Bhe did not know the difference, and
supposed i5 wae the way in high life g0 to
regard Iadies, bos it seemed a very
anplessant way in her eyes, and for one
momant, before  she remembered
that she was angry with him, she
was thankfal that Paul Lennard had
esoaped thia finieh.

Ernest Devereux and Charles Temple
had acquired this habit in an atmosphere
where the women were not g0 averse to be-
ing stared at as Letty Leigh. The greater
number of them, baing far better looking,
took sach observation as a nataral tribuse
#0 their oharms ; and what the rest lacked
in good looks, they made up in impudence.
These young men were gentlemen, it being
eduocated at Oxford mnd belonging to a
good family made them 8y, Bus they were
needy gentlemen.

*‘A fellsh must live, you know,” De.
vereux was wont to say, when the oon-
@oiene of his more sepsitive friend oried
out at some pet scheme ; *‘and, hang it, in
$hese days it is so deuocad hard we can's
afford to les luck slip.” . And, unlike many
preachers, he worked ous his own words.

Luok eeldom did elip from batween the
fingers of the Honorable Ernest. If that
luock was sometimes detsined by what
commoner men would call * dodges,” what
matter ? He continued to live in the
style, and to dress in the style ; and his
valet had little more shan his perquisities
in return for servioes none of she lightest.

The same habit of *‘dodging'’ gradually
but surely brings down those who practise
it, and it had done so with this young man.
Through all his polish a little of the brazen
effrontery his hand.to moush life had en-
gendered cropped out ; and it was a apeoci-
men of this that was embarrassing Letty.

Ecneat's father had been a friend of Mr.
Leigh's in the good old days when * George
the Third was king.” The son was invited
to Fenimore in she hope of something
warmer than - friendship springing up
between him and Letty. ‘Chat he was poor
for his position Mr. Lsigh knew ; he knew,
%00, that if he had not been poor, his pro-
jeos would nos have been feasible. He was
a gentlemen of ancient family and good
conneotions, ‘and if the money of his
danghter might win him for a husband, he
would be well content ; for, as we have said
before, he was no miser ; it was a gensle-
man, and not a rich man, he wansed for
Letty.

Bo the old man plotted and talked ; the
young one smiled and orawled ; and Letty,
gitting av the end of the #able in her chair
& lady of the femst felt utterly weary.

The divner was ended, and Dr. Lennard
had nos come, and Letty uat wondering
why he had stayed away, till, meeling Mrs,
Atherion's eye, and learning it was time so
€0, she rose in a tremble of nervousness,
and with many blushes and some little
awkwardness, managed to gat ous of the
room.

Charles Temple held open the door for
Letty, and she thought, as she made her
little bow, that she had never seen a
eweeter moath or mora sorrowful eyes in
her life. 8he did not know (how should
ghe ?) that the curves of she delioate
poarlet lips were oarefully studied, and shas

. $he deep blue eyes were well drilled into
$heir expression of eloquent melancholy.

Ernest Devereux used sometimes t0 say
$0 him, when in one of his patronizing
humors : “I wonder a$ you, my dear boy ;
I really do. With your eyes and teeth, nos
$o say figore, you might go in for a round
#um any day, and have your pick as to the
ocomplexion of the incumbranoce to boot."

Letty, foreseeing some saroastic speeches
a8 to her awkwardness from Mrs. Atherton,
wisely esoaped them by going out in the
garden, and their she unwisely began to
think about Dr, Lennard.

¢ He knows that I love him, and he as
much as $old me I need not,” she thought,
a3 she leaned against the cold wall of the

rden, and busied herself in plucking the

ves off the rose bush that grew close to
it. Not a very pleasant thought for a
prouvd girl ; and Letty was proud, and,
worge sfill, loving; so it was not much
wonder that the big, bright tears should
roll down her cheeks, or that the roses, as
well as the leaves, should be ruthlessly soat-
Sered by her oruel fingers.

The sea-breeze oame in chill, and
Ernest Dovereux, smoking his cigar in the

roh, thought that thia heiress must be

ttle better than a simpleton to'stand ous
ghera in her low-neoked dress; but then
he knew nothing of the inward fret and
fever that was making the keen air
weloome fo her.

Preasently, when the cigar was smoked,
he strolled toward her, not forgetting to

ish,

wmake a timely rustling among the branches,

to give warning of his approach. It was
well he did go—well at least for Letty ; for
just at that moment the pain at her heart
was the sorest, and the large tears were
standing in her deep gray eyes. Bhe
turned at the noise, and, who the
intruder was, she smiled. A miserably
foroed smile she fels it was, but Eraess
"Devereux did not think so. It was no
more forced shan some smiles that greeted
him daily.

The young man began to talk, and Letty
listened, gradually losing the sense of sharp
pain that had just been racking her, until
at length her free, girlish nature asserted
itself, and she laughed out merrily at his
eallies. Dr. Lennard, walking slowly up

he lane in the gloaming, heard the lapgh,
and turning short round walked home
again,

“Iam a fool,’ he said to himeelf, as he
wen$, ‘‘to build bopea on a siok girl's
delirious fancies. Sheis as happy with the
stranger—a mere fop I dare say—as she
knows how %o be.”

Lesty, going back with Ernest Devereux
into the lighted drawing-room, fels «he
emile fading from her stiff face as she
looked round and saw that Dr. Lenosrd
wae not thera All the evening she was
quiet, and Emest Devereux said to himself
that this country girl was waywsrd as a
gpoiled town beauty. Perhaps there was a
charm for him in these wayward humors ;
certainly he had not been so attentive to
any lady for iome years—not siace he was
“ young and silly,"” as his friend would have
expressed.

Charles Temple, for ail his sweet smiles
and eloquent glances, began to feel out of
humor ; thegame was 80 evideasly marked
down by biafriend. This dark.-faocd girl,
with her shy eyes, and low, ringing voios,
was not to his $aste, it is true; bus her
fortune would have been very much so
indeed ; and that very nigh$, when the
two friende sat up together, smoking their
oigars by the open window, he expressed
his eurprise at the open way Ernest
Devereux was commencing an attack.

** You talk snd talk,” be said, with more
animation than was usual to him, * but for
all, it seems 10 me you are nos only struck
with the fortune, but with the girl herself.”
“What if I am?" asked Ernest Ds-
vereux, langnidly, daintly brushing the
ashes of his cigar from off his coas-sleeve
with his white jewelled fingers.

‘“ Nothing, of course,”” was the answer ;
‘only it would sppesr rather strange if
Ernest Devereux should have to come down
$o this fishing villsge in search of a bona
fide attachmens."

‘‘ Btrange, would it ? "’ eaid Devereux.
‘“ Well, what is strange is sometimes $rue
in this world; but as you do not happen to
tanoy the girl yourself, you need not get
rusty over my doing eo.”

“Fancy her!” eaid Charles Temple.
‘¢ No, thank you: I have not come quite so
low a8 to fanoy a hslf-tawdry ruastio.”

A flush rose to Erness Devereux'a low,
equare brow.

* You have not risen so high, you mean,”
he retoried, with an insolent haif smile.
Oharles Temple raised his eyes sharply,
and, for an inetans, the two men measured
each other through she zauzy clouds of the
oigar smoke. Mentally and physioally
Ernest Devereux was the stronger, ag the
eyes ef the younger man fell before his.
“You have atrange ideas of rising,” he
8sid; “but you sre a strange fellow
altogether, and I dan’t half make you ous.”
‘“ Thank you," returned Ernest Davereux,
saroastiocally, as he rose, and flung hiscigar
oat of the window, regurdless of the sleep-
ing flowers in the garden below, * Thank
you, Charley, my dear boy. [f you cannos
make me ous, I must be deep indeed.”

CHAPTER 1V.

‘‘MAY DIE LOVING EACH OTHER AND NEVER
TELLING OUR LOVE."

The two weeks the young men had been
invited to stay by Mr. Leigh psssed into
three, and then into four ; and during that
$ime Dr. Lennard had oalled only once at
the cottage. Mr. Leigh was annoyed. He
had counted on Dr. Lennard’s amusing his
guests, and here he had never come near
them. Fenmore was, withoyk a doubt, a
dull stop. Mr. Leigh felt wco himself, in
contrast to hid ssste of town life. How
muoch worse shen, would it seem in the
oyes of his friends—if men, as yourg and
dashing as were Oharles Temple and
Ernest Devereux could be truly called his
iriends. Under sny ociroumstances, Dr.
Loonard oould bs, if he ochose, a
most entertaining ccmpanion ; in a quiet
listle place like Fenmore he was invalaable.

‘“What oan have vexed the dootor?"
Mr. Leigh would sometimes say to Mra.
Atherton ; ‘* be is certainly annoyed abont
something, or he would look in sometimes.”

And poor Lotty would inwardly echo the
question.

Letty was in s deep and dangerous game,
one that she had much better have lefs un-
played ; but she was ia love, a little piqued,
and very much dazzled by the novelsy of
her position. In plain Enpglish, Miss
Letty was flirting. Cbarles had long since
flung jealously tc the winds and commenced
his astack openly as his triend had.

The nights were balmy, the sea was as
still as though it could mever #oss and
tumble, and form itself into & greas, yawn-
ing, insatiable grave. There was a harvest
moon, 00, and that of isself had much to
anawer for; altegether, the opportunity
wag too much for Letty, and, as we have
said before, she was flirting—so cleverly
that neither of the runnera could have
given a guess ae $ which would win.

Ernest Déverex was very muoh in love
for one of his olams, perhaps as much as he
had ever been bifore, certainly more than
he ‘was likely so be again. The pleasans
morning walk and after dinner tete a.tete
were all he could cesire ; but he was nos in
a position to wmte time in such ¢rifling,
sweet though it might be, and he must win
or draw out altogether soon, if his Christ.
mas day was to be safely spent in England.

Oharles Temple, less needy, more senti-
mental, less in esrnest, perhaps, saw the
days slipping by contentedly and gave
thanks for the good the present brought ;
but Devereux couH not afford to wait. BSo
one evening wher Letsy wrapped in her
long blue oloak, sood with him watohing
the tide come in, v made the final venture.

Charles Temple tnd Mr. Lieigh had walked
away from them and they were already
out of sight, in tle dusky light, and they
two were alone or the sandy shore—alons
in the world, it ieemed, with the level
marshes stretching out far behind, and

the great sea tremvling before them.
“ f shall be leaving here soon,” he said ;

“belore I go there is something I should
like to tell you—if I might, that is.”

Letty looked up gravely, just enough
ouriogity in her face and no more.

“ Certainly you may tell it o me,” she
said, * if it is anything necessary for me to
hear.”

“1 don's know that it is necessary that
you should hear it,” he replied ; * but I
should like you to listen, if you will, if you
oamhto." If- possessed ‘gott

The self- man was getting a
little embarrassed, his firm voice had
grown tremulous, and no school-boy
could have uttered the next words more
hurriedly, more falteringly shan he did.

‘¢ Miss Leigh, I have grown to love you.”

It was she firet time she had ever heard
it ; the words had a sweet tingle in her
ears, shough they had not the power to
reson her heart, and for a listle while she
ai,ud silent, her faced dropped, watohing

ras water that was dashing sgainst her
feet and wetting the trailing folds of her
dress.

Ernest Deversux, one hand resting on a
bowlder near, the other playing resslessly
with the oharms that dangled from his
watch ohain, stood silent also, and watohed
her.

The swees$, tingling sound of the words
just epoken wee fading away before the
dream of words she had hoped to hear one
day spoken by another, and, with a vivid
blush, she raised her head and met the
eager louk bens upon her.

“You surprise me,” she said, speaking
fast in her confusion. ‘I never thought
of such a thing. You—you—I am very
sorry,” and then speech failed her alto-
gether, and she looked down on the geeth-
ing waters with a orimson face and
tremulous lips that would not perform
their office.

Ernest Devereux roused himself, and his
face, that had softened into real emotion,
grew hard. It was only another disap.
pointment, and there was Boulogne, if the
worst oame. g

“Nay, it is I who am sorry, Miss
Leigh,’” aaid he—** sorry that I shounld be
80 rash and presumptuous. Pray forgive
me and forgos it."

He gave her his hand as he spoke, to lead
her out of the reach of the waves, and,
looking at him, she wondered if she had
just seen those oold blue eyes alight that
passionless face with earnestness. Had she
seen it, or waq it only a fanoy ? Perhaps
it was only a fanoy, for lately she had
grown to fanoy such things that were
impossible ; and a sigh rose and was
orushed back again in the second’s time
shat she was retreating from the incoming
water.

The following morning Ernest Devereux
went baok to London. Charles Temple did
not return with him.

“I shall ran over to Ponsonby's, now
that I'm so near,” said he; * bus I ghall
meet you at Laybuarns’ in November.'

‘“ Possibly,” said KErnest Deverenx,
though he knew very well that it was not
possible that he should be met at this side
of the Channel for some indefinite space of
time.

The same day Dr. Lennard called, a mere
formal vigit, and he had not been near for
three wecks and more. Letty and Mrs.
Atherton were in the drawing room, play-
ing with some fanoy work. As the doctor
entered Templeton laid the book down, sa$
toying idly with its leaves as they flutsered
to add fro in the breeze, his shapely hands
88 white as & woman's, his eyes half clo-ed,
hia soarlet lips ourved wearily.

The dootor lookad at him and frowned.
Undeniably handsome, a perfect gentle-
man, he yet inwardly stigmatized him ag a
puppy, and felt vexed, perhaps, that so
good a looking puppy should be 80 much at
home in that rpom.

Poor Letty, sitting pale and silent in the
oorner of the lounge, felt miserably con-
soious of the visitor's ill.humor. He
seldom spoke to her, or glanced soward
her, and addressed himself chiefly to Mrs.
Atherton. That lady answered his brief
iniquiries volubly and pressed him to stay
to luncheon, bat he declined. He had “ a
great number of visits to make thas morn-
ing,” he eaid, * and he could not postpone
any of them, as he was shortly leaving
Fenmore.” Mrs. Atherton looked sur-
prised ; and he explained that he was go-
ing o the south of England for some time,
and might perhaps eventually settle there.

‘* Bus your patients, Dr. Lennard —what-
ever will they do without you? " oried
Mra. Atherton, her blue eyes opening wide
at the news.

“ Very well, I hope,” he replied, smiling.
‘* Dootor Green will take charge of my
practice for a couple of months. At the
end of that time I shall come back here
and either contioue i#, or disposs of it also.
gether—I cannot, as yet, decide which."

He glanced at Letty as he spoke.
Indeed, the worda seemed meant for her
more than Mrs. Atherton, and the evident
pain stamped on her face somewhat startled
him. Bhe kept her eyea bent on her work,
but the lips were growing purple with the
weight of tears which dare not flow, and
her needle made uneven stitches in the
delioate oambric she was flowering.

“I should think Fenmore must be very
bleak and wild in the winter time,” said
Charles Temple, lnoking out on the quiet
lane and the sunny sea.

“It is not for mny reason of that kind
that I think of leaving it,” gaid Dr.
Lennard, curtly.
“ Mr. Leigh will be so sorry,” said Mrs.
Atherton. * Do stay a little while and see
him. Letty, my dear, where did your papa
say he was going this morning ? "
The tears very nearly gushed out on this
unlooked for necessity of speaking, but she
managed to keep them back and andwer
calmly shat she thought her father had
%;id lhe was going 0 oall on Oaptain
rigley.
“Yes, o be sure he did,” said Mrs.
Atherton. * Well, tha$ ia not very far off,
doctor. He will be here shortly. Do
stay !
“ Very likely I shall call at the ocaptain’s
a8 I pase,” said he,  and if so I may see
Mr. Leigh, but cannot stay longer now."
He took up his hat, and bowing stifly to
Charles Temple $ook leave of the ladies
and went out.

* A ourious man,” said Mrs. Atherton,
with her soft laugh ; *‘ a very ourious man
—and he appears to be out of sorss this
morning.”

“He seems to be none %00 courteouns,”
said the young man, smiling.

"Dootzr nhgonnud is always a gentle-
man,” said Letty, her face flushing hotly.
** He oould not be otherwise.”

“You must take oare what you say,

Mr. Temple," said Mes. Atherton, laugh.
ing again. ‘' Letty is a pet of the dooctor’s,
and you may see he is one of her favorites,
‘When she was ill some time ago, he actually
paried with his old servans, and sent her
up to mind Letty. Noé very complimen.-
tary to me busI ook it in good part. So
you must e ocareful in what you say
against Doctor Lennard.”

‘I have nothing to say against him," he
said, with a covert glance at Letty’s hos
face. ‘I only thonght him a little brusque
that was all.”

Letty said no more, and Mre. Atherton,
taking up her work, asked him %o go on
with his reading. He at once complied,
bus the piece sesmed o have loss ite flavor,
and his musiosl voice had a weary tone in
it. Letty, too, appeared out of humor ;
it seemed as if the dootor’s brief vigis had
marred the monotony of their morning.

Presently otber visitors were announced,
and Charles Temple olosed the book alto-
gether, and wenk out into the garden. The
young ladies of Fenmore were not very
much $o his tiste; and, fastidious to a
fauls, he had n soruple in avoiding them.
He strode up 1o the low stone wall, and,
lighting & oigal, leaned lazily against is.
He stood on thevery spot where Letty had
stood talking t) Ernest Devereux on the
firss evening of their vieit. He was think-
ing of him now,and wondering whether he
had really askel for the hand of the rustio
heiress. If he had, had he bsen accepted
or rejected ? Hd would have given much
to konow, but Emest Devarenxhng shown
no inclination tasatisfy hia curiosity ; and
no one else sawe Letty conld do is. Then
he thought of D:. Lennard, and the effect
the news of hii leaving Fenmore had on
Letty ; for, sad and dreamy as Charles
Temple's eyes wemed, they were keen to
observe, and no quiver of Letty’s pale face
had esoaped then.

“QOan it be that she oares for him ?”
he shought, a8 he knocked the white ash
off his cigar; * & is plain that he cares for
her. By Jove, £ a country dootor outs me
out I shall fed lowish. Deverenx would
have been diffetent, bus I couldn’s stand
that.”

The young man turned the costly rings
round and romd his white fingers, and
admired their fiokering gleams in various
colors as he meditated on Miss Leigh, her
fortune, and the prespect of one day becom-
ing ruaster of bah.

It ia not always the cold, oynioal man of
the world, who gets oalled suoh very bad
names somefines, that has the hardess
hears or the cleiress head in such mattera
ag this. Dreamy-eyed, poetical, sentimensal
Charles Temple made his calculations with
an exactitude and far-sightedness that
would have astonished Erness Deverenx,
could he have seen into the busy brain
working and plmning under the perfumed,
shining, auburncurls of his friend. Juss
then Letty cams down the garden, talking
to two of her yoing Iady visitors. Bo gay
she seemed, s¢ oontent, that Charles
Temple's thoughts took a change.

*“Bhe does not oare for him,” was his
inward commeni. * Bhe would not laugh
like that if she did, for she is one of those
deep.in-earnest Lind of girls who, when they
are in love, oanmt help showing it.”

He turned andwalked aloag the path to
meet them, his pile, clear, cool face soften.
ing into a emile ai he got nearer. Evidently
he looked upon limeelf as the happy man
who had yet to awaken love in ths hears
of this charming geny-eyed demoiselle.

When, after some time spent in talking
and laughing, the young ladies turned to go
in-doors on & signal from their msmma,
Oharles Temple followed with Letty, and
looking down on her sweet, dark face, grave
enough, now that she thought herself
unnotioed, he made an inward vow that
when she was his wife he would oarry her-
self and her money-bags far out of the
reach of such dull torments as had just
been afflioting him.

That same evening Charles Temple tried
his fate, and was rejected, as his friend had
been ; and when,a few days later Mr,
Leigh's new trap oarried him to the station,
on bis way to Ponsonby's, Mr. Leigh
showed symptoms of being decidedly cross,
and Letty of being decidedly miserable.

A few daye after Charles Temple's de-
Fﬁrtnre Mr. Leigh received a long private
etter from London. A very pleasant
letter it appeared to be, judging by its
effect upon him. On reading it he grew
mysterious and important ; he patronized
Mrs. Atherton, made much of Letty, and
was in good humor with everyone.

‘““L'alent, my girl, is everything,” he said,
stroking Letty's hand, as it rested on the
table near him, with unwonted tenderness ;
“ that is everything nexs to knowledge in
the world. Had it not been for the good
use I have made of those two things, you
might have lived and died in this poor
place; fawned upon beoause your few
paltry hundreds. As it is—.

He did not finish the senteunoe, b... hig
manner plainly told that it was something
vastly better thas was in store for her.

“I must start for London immediately,
without a moment's delay,” he consinued,
glancing again over the firet part of his
letter ; ““ and, Mrs. Atherion, perhaps you
will be kind enough to mee after a few
things for me to take.”

He pushed oup and plate from before
him, and, leaning an elbow on the table,
began to read the letter over again, and
Mrs. Atherton, outwardly placid, inwardily
aflame with ouriosity, left the room to see
after his things, as desired.

Letty eat still, her cup of coffee un-
finished, her toast untouched; $oo weary,
too listless, she seemed, to do or oare for
anything.

‘The letter finished, Mr. Leigh rose, and
for the firat time noticed what a poor
breakfast Letty was making.

“ Why, ohild,” said he, * you are not
eating & morsel, and you are as pale as a
ghoet. This will never do—it will not,
really. I oannot have you lose your good
looks now, of all $imes.”

“I oould not well lose them, father,
inasmuch as I never had any,” she replied,
smilingly.

“ Tat, tul, ohild! A yellow veil oan
transform a fright into a Venus any day,”
eaid her father, and he laughed a little
hard, meaning laugh, not particularly
pleasant to listen $o. Mr. Leigh, was
emphatioally a man of the world, and the
Iaugh of such men is not beautiful.

** I do not understand you,” said Letty,
‘* what yellow veil do you mean ?"

‘“ Never mind,” eaid he; * you will
know some day. But what is the matter
with you? Are you ill or only fretting ? *

A bright blash rose to her face at the
thought that perhaps her father had

guessed about whom she was fretting, but
the next instant she saw. it was impoasible,
and she answered, half smiling :

* No, only a litsle tired, shat is all.”

* Tired of this place, I suppose,” said
ner father, * and no wonder ; bus don's
despair. You may fly from it sooner than
you expeot.” :

He went ou$ of the room as he spoke, and
Letty looked after him wonderingly. Then
she rose, and kneeling in the window seat
pressed her face sgainst the low glass, and
looked out wearily. It was November now,
and the sea had hanging over it a dall,

y mist that would thicken, most likel:

nto a fog later in the day ; the lane lonhs
bare and dreary, and there was not a
Benqn %o be seen in ite whole length.

resently, however, while Letty knelt there
some one appeared—a woman carrying
bagket, and followed by a large black and-
$an greyhound.

Letty's face flushed and her heart gave &
great bound. The dog was Dr. Lennsad'a.
Many a time it walked along the sanda
with ite nose in she pslm of her hand,
while she and Mrs. Lennard took their
afternoon ramble. It muss be some one
from the brown house on the hill—perhaps
& messenger. A few seconds, and, the
woman ooming a nearer, she saw it wae
Judith.

There had alwaye been a friendsnip
between Letsy and the old woman, and it
had been strengthened considerally since
tne time she had nursed Letty so oare-
fully through her long illness ; so tapping
on the glass to astracs her attension, Letty
went $o the door to speak to her.

Always pleasans wag Letty ; a kind word
for everybody, and kinder than usaal for
Judith.

As soon as the dog saw Letty, it boanded
forward to be noticed, and in a sudden
acoess of fondnees, as it seemed, she bent
down and kissed with her soft red lips ita
oold, pointed nose. Judith, almoas tog
tired o laugh, smiled at her.

(To be Continued.

THE OENTRAL BANK,

The Directors Sued for Two Million
Dollars,

The firs move in what promises $o be
one of the greatess civil snite in Canadian
law annals was made yesterday at Osgooda
Hall when Mr. Charles Miller, acting for
J. B. Henderson and other shareholders of
the Oentral Bank, sued Messre. David
Blain, .O. Blackest Robinson, A. MoLean
Howard, 8amuel Trees, H. P. Dwight and
Kenneth Chisholm, M. P. P., for $1,954,-
603. This enormous sum represents the
loss sustained through the failure
of the Central Bank, of which the
defendants were directors when the
failure oocourred. The only other direc-
tor, Mr. D. Mitchell Maodonald, is now
residing in Oslifornia and beyond the juria-
diction of Canadian ocivil law. The olaimy
made on behalf of the shareholders is for
the above amount, together with damages
for the wrong doue the shareholders by
reason of the issning of false reportas of the
standing and oondition of the bank.
Another count charges the directors with
injuring the shareholders by furnishing to
the public and Government these false
returne and paying dividends when the
bank was in effect insolvent. In addi-
tion to this malfeasance in office, gross
negligenoce is charged, the result of which
was the failure of the bank and the psyment
of double liability by tshe shareholders. I&
ia eaid that aoccording to recent English
deocisions the directors are liable.

Oompetition.

In order to ascertain the views of chem-
ista throughout Great Britain as $o which
of the remedies for outward applioation
had the largess sale and greatest popularity
‘“ The Chemist and Druggist,” instituted &
post oard compatition, each dealer $o name
on a post card the preparasion which had
the largest sale and was the most populsr
with oustomers, and the publisher received
635 of the carde with she following results =

8t. Jaocobs Oil
Holloway’'s Ointment

Alloook’s Plagters........... esces 19
Bow’s Liniment

Va: eline...... ...
Cautioura.... .
Soattering

Total.iossi oo

A Word for the Scissors.

Frank Harrison's Shorthand Magazine =
Bome people, ignorant of what good editing
is, imagine the getting up of selected mas-
ter the easiess work in the world to do,
whereas it is the nicess work done on a
newapaper. If they see the editor with
soiegora in his hand they are sure to eay:
“Eh, that's the way yon are getting up
original matter, eh ?"’ accompanying sheir
new, witty question with an idiotic wink or
emile. The facts are that the interess,
the variety and the usefulness of a paper
depend in no small degreeupon the selected
matter, and few men are oapable for the
position who would not themselves be able
$0 write many of the arficles they select.
A sensible editor desires considerable select
matbter, because he knows that one mind
cannot make 8o good a paper as five or six.

A GreatSuecess.
Bauffalo News: Husband—How did you
get along with your shopping to.day ?
Wife—Bplendidly | I oalled a$ 15 places
and didn's buy a thing.

Never Saw Mickey Jones.

New York World: President Beach, of
the Hudson Oounty Methodist Alliancs,
says publioly that he never saw a pro-
fossional baseball player who was a gentle-
man,

He Oould Stand It.
Harper's Bazar: Ethel—Is Jack
wealth

?
Mnug—He must be. We have been en-
gaged $wo months, and he seems still to
have plenty of money.

—It was getting foward midnight. She
ocovers her yawns with her hands. He
enid : *“Bing ‘Home Again,’ it always
oarries me away.” Bhe answers sweelly,

O certainly, if that's the osse.” In five
minutes she had him out and the door
looked.

—The Wrathful Mamma—He is »
shameful flirs. The Tempting Girl—Oh,
mamms, be just o him. Any one would
fliré with me.




