,‘qéw putting this question. *“ Never mind,

et Did

1
e u'#&}u you know how, and swim and
That m" g;:'wlﬂl nets shall scoop, they
will not you ther,
. St. Nicholas,

THE SISTERS

¢ Are they nice !—that is to say, are they
the sort of people whom one would—a—
care tc be responsible for—you know what
Imean? Ave they ladies?” inquired Mrs.
Aarons, who, by virtue of her own extrac-
tion, was bound to be select and exclusive
in her choice of wt;m.ihhnnen. S
¢ Most certainly,” replied Paul, with im-
prudent warmth. = *‘There can be no man-
ner of doubt about that. Born ladies.”
° ¢ Then you want me to take them up, so
that you can have it here ? Is that it ?”
The little man was looking so ferocious,
and his départure from her side appeared so
imminent, thay slkie changed her tone quickl, ;

e said, laying her jewelled fingers on his
coat sleeve for & moment, “I will not be
jealous—at least I will try nottobe. I
will go and call on them to-morrow, and as
soon a8 they have called on me I will ask
them to one of my Fridays. Will that
do ¥’

T don’t wish you for a moment to do
what would be at all unpleasant to your-
self,” he said, still in a hurt, blunt tone,
but visibly softening.

1 It won’t be un %emnt to me,” she said
sentimentally, ¢ if it will please you.”
CHAPTER X.
THE FIRST INVITATION.

Mrs. Aarons kept her promise, and called
upon the Kings on Saturday. Mrs. Mec.
Intyre saw her get down at the gate of No.
6, at about 4 o'clock in the afternoon,
watched the brougham. which had brought
her trundling slowly up and down the street
for half-an-hour, and then saw her get into
it and drive off ; which facts, communicated
to Paul Brion, gave him the greatest satis-
faction.

He did not see his neighbors for several
days after. He heard their piano, and their
footsteps and voices on the veranda ; bat,
whenever he essayed to go outside his own
room for a breath of fresh air,

were sure to retire into theirs

P like mice into a hole

when the cat has frightened them. At
last he came across them in an alley of the

Fitzroy Gardens, as he and they were. con-

verging upon Myrtle street from different

ints. They were all together as usual—

the majestic i*]limbech in the middle, with
her younger sisters’ on either side
of her; and  they were walk-
ing home from an organ recital
in the Town Hall to their tea, and a cosy
evening over a new book, having spent most,
of the morning at the Public Library, and
had their mid-day dinner at Gunsler's. As
he caught sight of them, he was struck by
the change in their outward appearance
that a few weeks of Melbourne experience
had brought about, and pleased himself
with thixﬁ(in how much their distinguished
aspect must fm\'c impressed that discerning
woman of the world, who had so kindly
condescended to take them up. They were
dressed in their new gowns, and bonneted,
booted and gloved in the neatest manner ;
a little air of the mode pervaded them now,
while the primitive purity of their taste was
still unadulterated. They had never looked
more charming, more obviously “ born
ladies ” than to-day, as he saw them after
0 long an interval.

The three black figures stood the shock of
the unexpected meeting with admirable for-
titude. “They came on towards him with no
faltering of that free and graceful gait that
was so noticeable in a city full of starched
and whale-boned women, and, as he Mfted
his hat, bowed gravely—Elizabeth only giv-
ing him a dignified smile, and wishing him
a good evening as she went by. He let them

s8 him, as they seemed to wish to pass
him ; then he turned sharply and followed
them. It wasa chance he might not get
again for months, perhaps, and he could not
afford to let it slip.

“Miss King,” he called, in his imperative
brusque way ; and at the sound of his voice
Elim\)at,h looked back and waited for himto
join her, while her younger sisters, at a sign
from Patty, walked on al a brisk pace, leav-
ing her in command of the sitnation. ‘‘ Miss
King,” said Paul, earnestly, “Iam so glad
to have an opportunity of speaking to you—
1 have been wanting all the week to see you,
that I might thank you for your kindness in
asking me to tea.”

“Oh,” said Elizabeth, whose face was
scarlet, ‘“don’t mention it, Mr. Brion. We
thought of it merely as a—a little attention
—a sort of acknowledgement—to your
father ; that it might please him, perhaps,
for you to see that we had settled ourselves,
as he could not do so himself.”

*It . would have pleased me, beyond
everything in the world, Miss King. Only
—only—"

“Yes, [ know. We forgot that it was
not quite de rigueur—or, rather, we had not
learned about those things. We have been
so out of the world, you see. We were
dreadfully ashamed of ourselves,” she added
candidly, with a little embarrassed laugh,
““but you must set it down to our ignorance
of the laws of propriety, and not suppose
that we consciously «iisregardc«l them.

““The laws of propriety !”. repeated Paul
hotly, his own face red and fierce, It
is Schiller, I think, who says that it is the
experience of corruption which originated
them. I hate to hear you speak of im-
propriety, as if you could even conceive the
idea of it 1”

“ Well, we are not in Arcadia now, and
we must behave ourselves accordingly,” said
Elizabeth, who was beginning to %eel glad
in her gentlé heart that she had been able
to make this explanation. *I think weare

tting corrupted with wonderful rapidity.
ﬁe have even been called upon, quite as if

_ we were people of fashi®h and consequence,
by a lady who was diessed in the most
maguificent manner, and who came in_her
carriage. Her name was Aarons—Mrs.
Aarons. She said she had heard of our being
here, and thought she would like to make
our'acquaintance.” X .

she ?” responded Paul warmly,
thinking how nice and delicate it was of
Mrs., Aarons to respect his anxious wish
that his name and interposition should not
be mentioned, which was certainly more
than he had expected of her.  *‘ And were
you all at home when she called ?”

‘“ As it happened—yes. It was on Satur-

: gny n(’lernoou, when we are generally rather
usy.”

“ And have you returned her call yet ot

‘“No. We don’t mean to return it,” said
Elizabeth composedly ; *‘ we did not like
her enouqh to wish to make an acquaintance
of her. It is no good to put ourselves out,
and waste our own time and theirs, for
pe?h whom we are sure not to care about,
and who would not care about us, is it ¥’

 But I think you would like her if you
knew her, Miss King,” pleaded Paul, much
disturbed by this threatened downfall of his
schemes. ‘‘I am sure—at least, I have
always heard, and I can speak a little from
Emnﬂ knowledge—that she is a icu-

rly mice woman ; thoroughly kind afd
amiable, and, at the same time, hav-in{ a
b3 inh -L“‘nd‘.. kably
1 ,where you might
m:. whom you would like. Qh, don’t
her at first sight in that way !

First impressions are so seldom to
trusted. Goand call, at any rate—indeed,
{:u(now, you ought to do that, if enly for

rm’s sake.”

»
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“ For politeness, do you mean? Would
it be rude not to return her call ?”

“It be thought so, of course,”®
1 was not sure—I will call then,

SEES
crzégg

4|

t came,
useful that has been. X

8o, with mutual friendship and goodwill,
they izabeth to join her sisters
upstairs, where one was already setting the
tea-kettle to boil on the gas stove, and the

ing & snow-white cloth on the
sitting-room table—Paul Brion to get half-
an-hour’s work and a hasty dinner before
repairing to the reporters’ gallery of “the
House.”

He did not see them again for a long time,
and the first news he heard of them was
from Mrs. Aarons, whom he chanced to
meet wher she was shopping one fine morn-
ing in Collins street.

I remembered my pmmiu,’,

I can’t tell you how
»

=
=g
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A little more discussion which

Paul watched with an amused smil
Wll, I youinsist—but reall

“ 9 t—] are y
too good. lmku me qulc“ uncomfort-
able to take such a treasure from you.
However, perhaps, some day I may be able
to contribute to your collec %

¢ Ah, my dear Herr Wullnerr,” she said,
in a very d¥lﬁncb voice, “I was li 3
and I thonght I could not be mistaken in
your touch.  Heller’s * Wanderstunden,”
wasn’t it ¥ And they plunged head first
into mnsical talk such as musical le
(who never care in the least how much un-
musical people may be bored by it) love to
indulge in wh an ion offers,
while Mrs. Aarons stood by, smili
vaguely, and not understanding a word of
it.  Paul Brion listened to them for a few
minutes, and a bright idea came into his
h

CHAPTER XIL
TRIVMPH.
Mrs. Duff-Scott lifted up a sheet of

she said, when tt of more p
moment had been disposed of ; * I went to
sce those extraordinary protegees of yours.”

¢ Extraordinary —how extraordinary ?”
he inquired stiffly.

“ Well, I put it to you—are they not ex-
traordinary ?”

He was silent for a few seconds, and
the points of his moustache went up a little.
“ Perhaps so—now you mention it,” he
said. ** Perhaps they are unlike the—the
usual girl of the period with whom we are
familiar. But I hope you were favorably
impressed with your visit. Were you ?”

“No, I wasn’t. I will be frank with
you—I wasn’t. 1 never expected to find
people living in that manner—and dressin
in tﬁnt manner. It is not what I am usec
to.”

CHAPTER XL
DISAPPOINTMENT.

How they should dress themselves for
Mrs. Aarons’ Friday was a question as full
of interest for our girls as if they had been
brought up in the lap of wealth and fashion.

Could they afford themselves new
frocks *—say, black grenadines that
would do for the summer afterwards.
This' suggestion was inquired into at several
shops and of several dressmakers, and then
relinquished, butnot with ‘--*rug‘gle. “We
are just recovering ourselves,”said Elizabeth,
with hernote-book before herand herpencilin
her hand ; * and if we go on as we are doing
now we shall be able. to save enough to take
us to Europe next year without meddlinE
with our house-money.  But if we brea
our rules—well, it will throw us back. And
it will be a bad precedent, Patty.”

“Then we won’t break them,” said Patt;
valiantly. “We will go in our blac
frocks. ~ Perhaps,” she added, with some
hesitation, ‘ we can find something amongst
our mother’s things to trim us up a little.”

“ She would like to see us making our-
selves look pretty with her things,” said
Eleanor.

“Yes, Nelly. _ That is what I think.
Come along and”let us look at that bundle
of lace that we put in the bottom drawer
of the burean. Elizabeth, does lace o fine
as that go with woolen frocks, do you think?
We must not have any incongratuities if we
can help it.”

Elizabeth thought that plain white ruffles
would,eperhaps, %)e best, as-there was so
much danger of incongruities if they trusted
to their untrained invention. ~ Whereupon
Patty pointed out that they would have to
buy rufles, while the lace would cost noth-
ing, which consideration, added to their
secret wish for a little special decoration,
now that the occasion for it had arisen—the
love of adornment being, though refined and
chastened, an ingredient of their nature as
of every other woman’s—carried the day in
favor of ‘“ mother’s things.”

¢ And I think,” said f’saﬁby, with dignity,
when at last Friday came and they had
spread the selected finery on their little
beds, *“ I think that ladies ought to know
how to dress themselves better than shop-
people can tell them. When they want to
make themselves smart, they should think,
first, what they can afford and what will be

bbed ipt as yellowed by time as
Patty’s Brussels lace, and said: “ This is
not quite the thing for a mixed audience,
is it?”
¢ Ah, nod you are right ; it is the study
of Haydn that a friend of mine asked of me
esterday, and that I proposed to read to
iim to-night,” said Herr Wullner, in that

bay, nes!
under » steep ridge, which -’tuwhel miles
and miles away to the heights of Niagara.
Here it shelteringly protects the to:
which fondly mkno:}lodgu its .::i'

which d d

lancing over them as if they

Ennumu of mistakes, and recov-

served to show

uality of her

and the thoroughness of her

musioal rience. She was conscious her-
self of being in her very best form.

“Ah 1 said Herr Wullner, drawing a
long breath as he uttered the exclamation,
A‘::fsoﬁ.ly laying down his violin, I was
mistaken. My dear..young lady, allow me
to your pardon, and to thank you.”
And he bo before Patty until his nose
nearly touched his knees. o2 K

Mrs. Duff-Scott, who was a woman of
impulses, as most nice women are, was
enthusiastic. Not only had she listened to
Patty’s performance with all her intelli-
gent ears, but she had at the same time in-
vestigated and appraised the various details
of hér penoml appearance, and been par-
tionlarly intereat

precise English and with that deli pro-
nunciation with which the cultivated
foreigner 8o often puts us to s{mme. “It
is, you perceive, an arrangement for onevio-
lin and a piano only—done by a very distin-
guished person for a lady who was for a
short time my pupil, when 1 was a young
man. You {nave heard it with the four-
stringed instruments at your house ; that
was bad—bad ! Ach ! that second violin
squeaked like the squeaking of a pig, and
it was always in the wrong Flme. ut in
good hands” it _is sublime. This”—and he
sighed as he added more sheets to the one
she held and was steadily perusing—*‘this
is but a crippled thing, perhaps; the
piano, which should have none of it, has it
all—and no one can properlﬂ translate that
piano part—not one in ten thousand. But
it is well done. Yes, it is very well done.
And I have long been wanting my friend to
try it with mél

“ And what about the young lady for
whom it was written 2—which part did she
take "

“The pisno—the piano. But then she
had + wonderful execution and sympathy—
t was truly wonderful for a lady, and she
80 young. Women play much better now,
as a rule, but I never hear one who is an
amateur play as she did. And so quick—so
quick ! It was an inspiration with her.
Yes, this was written on purpose for that
lady—I have had it ever since—it has never
been published. The manuscript isin her
own hand. She wrote out much of her
music in her own hand. It was many,
many years ago, and I was a young man
then. - We were fellow-pupils before I be-
came her master, and she was my pupil only
\for a few weeks. It was a farce—a farce.
8he did not play the violin, but in every-
thing else she was better than I. ~ Ah, she
was a great genius, that youn lt\d?'. She
was a great loss to the world of art.’

“Did she die, Herr Wullner?

““She eloped,” he said softly, ‘she ran
away with a scapegrace.  And the ship she
sailed in was lost at sea.”

“Dear me! How verysad. Well, you
must make your friend try it over, and, if
you manage it all right, bring him with you
to my house on Monday evening and let me
hear it.”

““That shall give mé great pleasure,” said
the old man, bowing low.

““You have your violin with you, I sup-
pose ?” she asked.

It is in the hall, under my cloak. « I do
not bring it into this room,” he replied.

“Why not ?” she persisted. *‘Go and
fetch it, Herr Wullner, and let Mrs. Aarons
hear you play it ”—suddenly bethinking
herself of her hostess—and smiling upon
that lady—** if she has never had that treat
before.”

Mrs. Aarons was eager to hear the violin,
and Herr Wullner weitt himself, though

table to their position and the
and then they should think what would
look pretty in & picture. ~ And they should
put on that.”

Late in the evening, Paul Brion, who had
not intended to go to this particular Friday,
lest his presence should betray to the sisters
what he was so anxious to conceal from
them, found that he could not resist the
temptation to see with his own eyes how
they were getting on ; and when he had
entered the room, which was unusually
crowded, and had prowled about for a few
minutes amongst Jla unpleasantly tall men
who ohstructed his view in all directions, he
was surprised and enraged to see the three
girls sitting side by side in a corner, looking
neglected and lonely, and to see insolent
women in long-tailed satin gowns sweeping

t them as if they had not been there.
ne glance was enough to satisfy him that
there had been no fear of their not looking
“nice.” Patty’s bright and flushed but (just
now) severe little face, rising so proudly
from the soft lace about her throat and
bosom, seemed to him to stand out clear ina
surrounding mist, apart and distinct from
all the faces in the room—or in the world,
for that matter. Elizabeth's dignified
serenity in an-uncomfortable position was
the perfection of good breeding, and made
a telling contrast to the effusive manners of
those about her ; and fair Eleanor, sitting
8o modestly at Elizabeth’s side, with her
hands, in" & pair of white silk mittens,
folded in her lap, was as charming to look
at as heart of man could desire. . Other
men seemed to be of his opinion, for he saw
several hovering around them and looking
at them with undisguised interest ; but the
ladies, who, he thought, ought to have felt
privileged to take them up, appeared to
regard them coldly, or to turn their backs
upon them altogether, literally .as well as
metaphorically. It was plain that Mrs.
Aarons had ‘introduced them to nobody,
probably wishing (as was indeed the case—
peogle of her class being morbidly sensitive
to the disgrace of unfashionable connections)
not to own to them more than she could

help.

lge withdrew from their neighborhood be-
fore they saw him, and went to seek his
hostess, swelling with remonstrant wrath.
He found her on a sofa at the other end of
the room, talking volubly (she was always
voluble, but now she was breathless in her
volubility) to a lady who had never before
hopored {wr Fridays, and who, by doin%J 80
u»ni?h!., had gratified an ambition that had

ng been paramount amongst the many am-
bitions which, enclosed in a narrow circle as
they were, served to make the interest and
occupation of Mrs. Aaron’slife. She looked
up at Paul as he npsmached her, and gave
him a quick nod and smile, as if to say, “I
see you, but you must be perfectly aware
that I am unable to attend to you just
now<” Paul understood her, and, not hav-
ing the honor of Mrs. Duff-Scott’s acquaint-
aace himself, fell back a little  behind the
sofa and waited for his opportunity. As he

reluctantly, to fetch his treasure from the
old case that he had hidden away below.
When he had tuned up his strings a little,
and had tucked the instrument lovingly
under his chin, he looked at Mrs. Duff-Scott
and said softly, ‘‘ What ?”

“ Oh,” cried Mrs. Aarons, striking in,
“ play that—yon know—what, you were
talking of just now—what Mra Duff Scott
wnnteﬁ 80 much to hear. I want to hear
it too.”

“ Impossible — impossible,” he said
quickly, almost with a shudder. It hasa
pisno part, and there is no one here to take
that.”

Then Paul Brion broken in, \conscious
that he was running heavy risks of all sorts,
but resolved to seize his chance.

“T think there is someone who could
play it,” he said to Mrs. Aarons, speaking
with elaborate distinctness. ¢ The Misses
King—one of them, at anyrate—"

“ Nonsense,” interrupted Mrs. Aarons,
sharply, but under her breath. *‘ Notat all
likely.” She was annoyed by the sugges-
tion, and wished to treat it as if unheard (it
was unreasonable, on the face of it, of
céurse) ; but Mrs. Duff-Scott caught at it
in her direct way. ‘‘Who are they?
Which are the Misses King ?” she asked of
Paul, putting up her eye-glass to see what
manner of man had taken upon himself to
interfere;

“ My dear lady,” sighed Herr Wullner,
dropping his bow dejectedly, ‘it is out of
the question, absolutely. It is not normal
music at its best, and I have it only in
manuscript. It is impossiliffe that any lady
can attempt it.”

¢ She will not attempt it if she cannot do
it, Herr Wullner,” said Paul. “ But you
might ask her.”

{rs. Duff-Scott had followed the direc-
tion of his eyes, and her attention was
violently arrested by the figures of the three
girls sitting together, who were so remark-
ably unlike the majority of Mrs. Aaron’s

ests. She took note of all their super-
cial peculiarities in a moment, and the
conviction that the lace and the pearls were
real flashed across her like an inspiration.
“Is it the young lady with the bright
eyes ?” she inquireﬁ. “What a charming
face | Yes, Herr Wullner, we will ask her.
Introduce me to her, Mrs. Aarons, .will
you?r”

She rose as she spoke and sailed towards
Patty, Mrs. Aarons following ; and Paul
Brion held his breath while he waited to see
how his reckless enterprise would turn out.
In a few minutes Patty came towards the
giano, with her head up and her face
ushed, looking a little defiant, but as self-

g as the great’ lady who convoyed
er across the room. The events of the
evening had roused her spirit and strung up
her nerves like Herr Wullner’s ﬁ(ﬁile
strings, and she, too, wasin a daring and

audacious mood.
¢ This is it,” said the old musician, look-
ing at her critically as he gave a sheet of
ipt into her hand. It was a. won-

waited, he could not help ov g the
conversation of the two ladies, and deriving
a little cynical amusement therefrom.

“ And, as soon ag I heard of it, Ib:eg.gled
my husband to go and see if it was ?
a genui e of Derby-Chelsea ; and,
you see, ” said Mrs. Aarons, with
subdued enthusiasm, almost with tears of
emotion.

“Jt was, indeed,” assented Mrs. Duff-
Scott, earnestly. *‘There was the true
mark—the upitd D, with the anchor in
the middle of it. It is extremely rare, and
I had no hope of ever possessing a speci-
men.”

“ I knew you would like to have it. I
said to Ben, ¢ Do and smatch it up at
once for Mrs. Scott’s collection.”
And he was so " pleasad to find h i
time. - We were so afraid some one mig]
have been before us. But the fact is,
people are so ignorant that they have ne
idea of the value of things of t sort—
fortunately.”

seen the facsimile of that ipt many
times before, and had played from it. It is
true she had never played with the violin
accompaniment—had never so much as seen
& violin until she came to Melbourne ; but
her mother had contrived to make her
understand how the more delicate and
sensitive instrument ought to be deferred
to in the execution of the piano part, and
what the whole should sound like, by sing-
ing the missing air in her flexible trilling
voice; and just now she was in that peculiar
mood of exaltation that she felt inspired to
dare anything and assured that she shonld
m:?ele!d.. ;VY‘(;: will not be able to r:l.d
it ?” Herr Wullner iV
drawing hope from her momnnp;"r;.:lono{:
““Oh, yes, she niwm up bravely.
I think so.  You will stop me,
I do_ not play it right.” ~Asnd
herself at piano with a quiet
knowing what she, was doing

seated
air of
t con-

derful chance, of course, but Patty hady they are generally clothes o

in that bit of lace about
her neck.

“My dear,” she said, putting out her
hand as the girl rose from the music-stool,
““come here and sit by me and tell me where
you learned to play like that.”

Patty went over to her readily, won b
the kind voice and motherly gesture. And,
in a very few minutes, Paul had the pleasure
of seeing the great lady sitting on a sofa
with all” three sisters around her, talkin,
to them, and they to her, as if they ha
known one another for years.

Leaving them thus safe and cared for,
he bade good-night to his hostess, and went
home to his work, in a mood of high con-
tentment.

CHAPTER XIIT.
PATTY IN UNDRESE.

When Paul Brion bade Mrs. Aarons good-
ni¥ht, he perceived that she was a little
cold to him, and rather wondered at him-
self that he did not feel inclined either to
resent or to grieve over that unprecedented
circumstance.

(To be Continued

The Harriers.

The members of the well-known Ranelagh
Harriers’ Club of London, Eng., know what
is best when one writes like the following.
Mr. W. F. Jefferies, member of the Uluﬁ,
says: ‘I find St. Jacobs Oil the best rem-
edy I have ever used for sprains, stiffness
and bruises. It quickly removes pains and
swellings, and if rubbed into the muscles, it
will be found of great benefit to all athletes.
I may also add that several friends of mine
have found the Oil a cure for- rheumatism
and neuralgia.”

B Maggie Murphy's Home,

Chicago 7T'imes: *‘This ‘ Maggie Mur-
phy’s Home’ is getting to be a bigger
nuisance than even was ‘Annie Rooney’
and her Joe,” wrathfully ejaculated a man
with a high hat as a small boy passed the
door howling at the top of his voice,

'Tis my delight
On a Sunday night—

“T’ll bet a man can hear that blankety-
dashed air twenty times in a trip from here
to Fortieth street,” the irate man went on.
“From Lake View to Jackson Park, from
the lake to the West Side tracks one’s ears
are constantly and forever assailed by a
more or less mutilated rendition of that
blanked lot of dashed nonsense about
Maggie Murphy and her home. I'm not
down on the Irish, but I wish the man who
wrote ¢ McGinty’ was at the boutom of the
sea himself, and that the fiend who slopped
over to a waltz tempo about Annie Rooney
had to marry Annie and live with her in
some sequestered nook very far from where
I have to go, and that whoever evolved
those lines and that aria relating to Miss
Murphy’s place of abode could be con-
demned to two years in solitary confinement
with an automatic hand-organ that played
nothing but his devilish song.”

An Inherited Taxing Power.

Word comes from West Nuperior, Wis
consin, that Charles D. Skillings, a news-
Euper man there, has unexpectedly in-

erited an estate valued at $5,000,000.
Nearly one hundred years ago, an arcestor
of his lgased a tract of land in Maine to
somebody else’s ancestor, for a term of
ninety-nine years. The term having now'ex-
Fircd, Mr. Skillings takes possession as an
heir of the former owner. Meantime, the
city of Portland has grown up and spread
over the tract, and what wasa wild and
almost valueless section of the earth’s sur-
face, has become, on that account, an ex-
tremely desirable location—one for the privi-
lege of using which thousands of people are
wﬁling to pay handsomel Mr. Skillings
has done notKing to mﬁis land valu-
able. Nor did his anceStor, nor any of the
line through which he derives title. In no
sense can er claim pay for any service. Hig
claim rests soly on the power his title gives
him of levying taxes on some of the inhab-
itants of Portland. These taxes they must
pay or move. And when they, pay them,
the taxes, instead of being uséd for the
benefit of Portland, will be used for the
benefit of a lucky newspaper man out West.
—N. Y. Standard.

Why She Gets Up.

New York Press: ‘I suppose you have
an easy time of it now that you've got a
servant girl. What time do you gct up in
the morning?” ‘At 7 o'clock.” ¢ And
at what time does your girl get up?”’ ““ At
a quarter past 7.” ‘“‘Gracious! Why do
{;ou get up before she does?” ““To call

er.” .

A Case in Polnt.

New York Herald : Bond—My dear fel-
low, I don’t believe in this treating business.
How much better it would be to invite a
friend in to have a necktie or some article of
wearing apparel.

Gallon—All right, my boy ; let’s step in
here and have a nightcap.

It Had Come to a Hard Pass.

Brooklyn Life: “Dear me,” eaid the
Summer girl. ®

“ What's the matter?”
mother.

¢ Oh, nothing—only I haven’t heard an;
one call me dear in so long that I thought {
would call myself dear.”

inquired her

Starting Early in Life.

Judge : * Where is Johnny Tivington
inquired the Sunday school teacher, looki;
up from the Bible he was reading.

“ He went out between the Acts,” re-
plied Sammy Brown.

Women may not be deeg.‘thinkeru, but
Tvers.

To form an idea of the experiments that
take abroad in the way of testing new de-
vices in warfare, the stationat Leige, Bel-
gium, consumes nearly 4,000,000 cartridges
and 40 tons of powder a year in testing
firearms.

The ginc-tainin * process of preparing
wood to resist decay is proving a great suc-
ess. It hardend the wood and makes it
much more useful, especially when used for
railroad ties.

Savannah News : Robert Beck, of Dohl-
onegs, wanted to get married, but his
finances were so low that he could not
parade the necessary $1.50. His brother-
in-law, who is 35 years old, went out on the
public square, mounted a dry goods box,

if | made such a strong appeal that the crowd

i in the n money, and Robert
ancy Jane Higgins were married on
Baturday.

a8
and said, ‘IsaLord
ome?’ ¢ Well, no, he is not, but I am

ted
ask what His Lordship thought of our city,
and I wanted to put the interview in my
father’s newspaper.”

Lord Aberdeen was rather startled in
spite of having become somewhat familiar-
ized to the custom of ** interviewing ” which
prevails nniverlqug the other side of the
water, by means'of which public men make
known tﬁair views. He had scarcely, how-
ever, expected his 11-year-old son to be
called upon to give his opinions as yet, and
he tried to explain to the youthful journal-
ist that in the Old Country boys were not
expected to air their views so soon. But
our. young friend was not easily bafiled. He
still persisted in asking “If Lord Haddo
had made arrangements to inspect the
public buildings of the city, and especially
if he had visited ¢ the mountain,” and what
he thought of that.” Lord Aberdeen in-
formed him that his boy was at that
moment enjoying a clamber up the steep,
and did his best to satisfy his enterprising
enquirer by expressing his own appreciation
of the heights under whose shade they were
standing,

Well, climb up this mountain (almost on
cool of an early September evening, and see
the town spreading itself out east and
west below you'—wide and well-kept streets,
trim lawps as green as those in England,
houses nestling amongst trees, handsome
buildings, church spires and factory

himneys ting for pr i
And beyond the city, and .its manu-
factories, and its wharves, = lies the
bay, all gleaming with the bright colors
of the setting sun, amid which little
yachts and pleasure boats are making
their way home. Our thoughts linger
fondly over the restful days spent in this
peaceful retreat, and I fancy that both we
and our children associate Highfield to a
reat extent with sunshine and butterflies.
>erhaps we had a little more of the former
than we cared for just at first—for days
with the thermometer over 90 degrees in
the shade do not as a rule commend them-
selves to Scottish-bred folk.  But after all
we had not much to grumble at, for the
heat was not accompanied by our mmuch-
dreaded foes, the blood-thirsty mosquitoes.
True, this race of pests, who are supposed
to avoid Hamilton as a rule, had sent out
this year an advance guard to survey the
place, and even we, though late in the
season, heard ominous trumpetings as we
laid our heads on the pillows, but it scems
that as yet they were but vegetarian speci-
mens of the race who had arrived, for none
of our party suffered at their hands.  Nor
did they suffer at ours, We did not cap-
ture a single specimen. = And this is a great
deal to say for such an insect-hunting
family as we must confess ourselves to be.

As we sat in the pretty secluded grounds
which surround Highfield that first day, we
became conscious that we were by no means
alone, and our children, who had joined us,
were soon in full pursuit of the wonderfal
creatures, which looked like butterflies on
the wing, but turned into grasshoppers when
they alighted, “ of the ‘‘ Camberwell
Beauties,” and the *‘ Admirals,” and the
many other bright-colored visitors of our
gnrden. But we did not do much that first

ay—we had not the necessary implements,
and we had to sally forth in search of the
wherewithal to make butterfly nets, and
killing-boxes, and specimen boxes, and I
know not what. And here let me introduce
thefour young butterfly-hunters of Highfield.
Of course, if you ever hear that their mother
—your staid editor—joined them in their
wild pursuit of Her Majesty, the glorious
red-winged, swift-flying ** Queen of Spain,”
or if you hear of her anointing telegraph
poles and trees with honey and molasses,
and flitting about with others of the staff of
“Onward and Upward ” at dead of night,
with lanterns, capturing unwary, but mag-
nificent moths, who had imbibed the sweet
draughts too freely, you will surely not be-
lieve such tales !

Suffice it to say that a really beautiful
collection of moths and . butterflies resulted
from our stay at Highfield, a collection
dopmed to an untimely end, for during their
transit home, they got so battered that it
was only left to Lﬁe two editors to mingle
their tears together oVer their ashes.
We must not ask you to linger
with us in our lamentations over our broken
treasures. We live in hope of replacing
them some day, and meanwhile we have
other memories of Hamilton which we wish
to share with you.

A hundred years ago Hamilton had barely
begun to exist. But the few who were
then ploughing up the land on which the
city now stands, were of the stamp which
makes nations to rejoice over her children.
You will remember that after the war
which resulted in the independence of the
United States,-a number of American
Henple who had remained true to the British

ag thronghout the war, resolved to give
up their lands and their homes and migrate
to Canada, rather than dwell in a land
which had revolted from the Crown to which
they were 86 loyal. And again right joy-
fully held out her arms to these noble-
hgarted refugees. Ontario was then un-
peopled, and so 200 acres of land in this
rich Province were granted free to every one
of these United Empire Loyalists, as they
were called. U. lrs Loyalists they are
called now for short, and those who can

it a proud descent, and glory in it.

One of the earliest of these refugees was
Robert Land, and he selected the head of
the lake, more because of the’ game to
found there, and the scenery, than because
of the fertility of the soil. His first acre
was ploughed with a hoe, sown with a
bushef of wheat, and harrowed with a leafy
bough. He was his own miller, too, for
some years, until a French-Canadian arrived
and set up a mill some seven miles away.
Then other farmers came, and in 1813 Geo.
Hamilton laid out his farm in yillage lots,
and gave the future town its#famje. Lying,
as it does, so near the frontier, it did not
escape anxious times during the war of 1812
and the following years, and in 1832 it
narrowly escaped destruction at the hands
of a terrible visitation of the eholera, and
the same year by a raging fire. These trials
did but prove the mettle of the inhabitants
of the young town, and perhaps furnish the
reason why its streets are nowso broad, and
80 cared for, its buildings so solid, its sani-
tary arrangements so thoroughly looked
into, its provisions against destruction by
fire so complete. A pular  writer
described * Hamilton in 1858 as *‘ the
ambitious and sticring  little  city,”
and thé name sfuck ; only *little”. she
isno longer, being the third city in the
Dominion, having a population of over 50-
000, and her enviers have missed out the
“ stirring,” so if you seek for news -of
Hamilton in the general newspapers Ru
"must look for it under the heading * The
Ambitious City.” But she is not, and need
not, be ashamed of this nickname, for she
has shown herself ambitious to some pur-

. I could take up_a large part of these
meadinn gossips by describing to you the
ublic buildings and their uses, the magni-
geenb school buildings and the good work
that goes on in thei, the institutions—
social, literary, philanthropic, and religi
—the many manufactories which cause
Hamilton to be regarded as the Birmingham
of Candda, the acres of vineyards around
the fruit gardens and orchards,” which
give this part of the country the name of

the side of which stands Highfield), in the'}

trace their !u\renuge to these families count’]

mm and their ways of -
ing and the whys and wherefores of their
customs lnﬁi institntions. T‘II'I‘II wun:_ our ex-

ience, living our every-day life, inter-
mging visits, reading the daily papers of
all sections of politics, mingling with clergy,
statesmen, merchants, ;gric\ﬁburhu, ete.,
and hearing various opinions from all sorts
and conditions of men. And the sum total-
of what we learnt made us feel that the
more the old country learnt to know her
grown-up child ovgr the sea, the more she
would be proud of her in all ways, and the
more earnestly did it make us wish and pray
that the future of Canada may be worthy of
her past, and that the present
God-fearing, industrious, aimch, educa-
tion-lovin stock .may only be re-
inforced those worthy to combine
with them in building up'a grand nation
and country.
As I have said before, none need fear to
0 out to Canada who are ready to work.
ur lads and lasses who went out with us
with the intention of settling (and of whom
I give you a group sitting outside *‘ High-
field ”) have nearly all found happy homes.
One, indeed, has come back Because of her
father’s death, but I feel much tempted to
give you extracts from some of the letters
of others. They have not suffered at all
from the cold of the winter, but seem
to have enjoyed the merry winter
customs, and seeing all:the skating and the
sleighing going on round about them. For
one thing the heartiness of Canadians
towards new-comers counts for a greatdeal :
they do all they can to make everyone feel
welcome, and one with them—there is a
freeness, a sense of equality, a consciousness
that everyone will be taken just for what
he or she is worth, and nothing more or less,
which cannot altogether be attained in the
old world, and which must always be re-
freshing to anyone of independent spirit.
“ Prove yourncif to be a man, a woman, and
we shall respect you, and you
shall have an - equal chance with
any of us, and - what is more,
we will do our best to put you into the
running with us from the first.” Human
nature is undoubtedly the same everywhere,
and Canadians would not wish to claim:for
themselfes immunity from all faults, but
they may fairly claim that anyone wishing

law-abiding and God-fearing life has as few
im{mlimenta under the government, the
public life and customs, the bright climate
and the sanguine temperament of Canada
and her folk as they will find in any land
under the sun.

Lord Aberdeen was nccusmlofdistrilmiing
what was termed * tafly to the Dominion ”
(is this word derived from *‘toffee,” I won-
der? Anyway it means something sweet),
in some of his speeches in Canada. Perhaps
I shall be accused of following in his foot-
steps. Well, we can only speak of that we
do know, and that we have seen, and I
can honestly say that I am not conscious
of having flattered.  Next month I invite
you to accompany us to some of Canada’s
autumn fairs, and to see some of her pro-
ducts.

HER FEME E CAPRICE.
How She Tried to Test Her Lover's Opinion
of the @ther Girl.

She—Oh, don’t yon think Miss Browne is
the nicest girl in the world ?

hasn’t she the cutest little
mouth and the kindest, dearest face?

He—Yes, indeed.

She—And such a beautiful complexion !
And what hair |

He—Very beautiful.

She—And, then, isn’t she graceful, and
doesn’t she waltz divincly ?

He—My, yes.

She—And isn’t she the sweetest, sweetest
girl?

He—Yes, indeed.

She—And don’t _you think she knows an
awful lot; and don’'t you-00-000-000
t-h-i-n-k—?

He—Why, what’s the matter, Mabel ?

S8he—O-h! I t-h-o-u-g-h-t y-o-ul-o-v-e-d
me, Tom.

He—Why, so I do.

She—W-e-1-1, then, how can you bear to
talk 80 a-b-o-u-t t-h-a-t h-o-r-r-i-b-l-e, o-1-d,
u-g-l-y Browne girl ?—Sheffield Pejegraph.

A Worse Predicament.

New York Press: First Boy—Did you
get squeezed in the crowd at the navy drilp
yest,enlnj’ ? .

Second Boy—No, but I got caught in the
jam at home, and that was worse.

Whittier's bodityg infirmities have reached
a point where huhels obliged to abandon
his daily walks; except about his own

rounds. He cannot endure the fatigue of

driving, and his hearing has so far failed
that it is with difficulty he can converse. ]
It also prevents his -attending church any
more,

In sandy soil the greatest succees is met
with in utilizing a stream of water from a7
hose to bore the way for the sinking of
piles. The nozzle is secured to the heel of
the pile and the stream turned on. The
pile sinks rapidly and the sand packing
about it renders it perfectly solid.

One of the New York plug-ugly associa
tions gave a mammoth picnic last Sunday
[and the manigers point with pride to the
fact that none of the- participants were
killed. - This is so rare an event as to call
for notice.

“Augus
Flower

This is the query per-
tually on your little
ggy's lips. Andheis
no worse than the big-
iger, older, balder-head-

ed boys. Life is an interrogation
point. ‘‘ What is it for?”’ we con-
tinually cry from the cradle to the
grave. So with this little introduc-
tory sermon we turn and agk: ‘“What
is AucusT FLOWER FOR ?'#As easily
answered as asked: $ is for Dys-
pepsia. Itis a special remedy for
the Stomach and Liver. Nothing
more than this; but this brimful.
We believe August Flower cures
Dyspepsia, We know it will.  We
have reasons for knowing it. T'wenty
years ago it started in a small country
town. To-day it has an honored
placein every city and country store,
one of the largest manuy-

acturing plants in the country and
sells everywhere. Why is this? The
reason is as simple as a child's
thought. It is honest, does one
thing, "and does it right along—it
cures e @
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What Is
It For?

to live a free, independent, self-respecting, §

this H the money,
mdm\ry goutomnmm%
work is jitcan be learned in a few

step and go away.

rous, and has brought one practitioner at
east to trouble, because the baby nearly
died of exposure. But it is & neat and eas
profession, one to taken up at sl
moments.— Walter Besantin Chicago Herald.

HE LOST HIS LIFE.

William
to Swim
Toronte.

A foolhardy boast and an attempt to
make it caused the death of William
Goodchild, the 16-year-old son of Charles
Goodchild, butcher, 834 Bathurst street,
Teronto, yesterday afternoon. With a
couple of companions young Goodchild went
to the sandbar which runs out from the
island towards the Queen’s wharf early in
the afternoon to taste the joys of a dip in
the waters of the bay on a warm day.
After disporting himself on the sandbar the
boy a.nnouncedﬁxil ability and intention to
swim to the Queen’s wharf, a distance of
more than 400 yards. He struck out man-
fully, and as the water was comparatively
calm, he made excellent progress for some
minutes, . The workmen on the wharf
became interested in his efforts to reach
them, and were passing remarks about
him when he was seen to be in difficulties
half way between the bar and wharf. Sud-
denly his forward movement was checked
as if he had taken a cramp or received an
unexpected mouthful of water. The anx-
ious spectators helplessly watched the
doonted boy make a Ezw wild splashes in a

o ¥
the Western Chanmnel at

vain effort to keep afloat, and these werg

followed by his disappearance beneath the
waters of the bay. E.oowd to the spot as
they had been, the men on the wharf did
not make any move towards going to the
lad’s assistance till they saw him go down.
They then secured a boat, but did not reach
the scene of the drowning till life was ex-
tinct in the boy. The body was easily
found'and bronu, Kc to shore, and the patrol
waggon carried it to the father’s house.
Coroner Powell was notified, but after care-
fully enquiring into the particulars of the
accident, decided not to hold an inquest.

THE GAME OF TEMA,

test Rival of Tennis im the
's Affections.

new game which is called tema
and which an adaptation of Japanese
polo. This is the'way it is played, accord-
ing to a young woman who claims to be
proficient: A n eight feet high has a
circular hole, in® th middle eighteen inches
in diameter called }he goal, and having a
net behind it. Twenty feet away is a roped-
in arena in which the players stand. 'hc‘y
are ranged in sides, the white and the red.
At the end of the area farthest from the
screen are stores of red and white balls less
than two inches in diameter, and it is the
business of each side to throw its balls into
the goal. This throwing is done by means of
an implement called the wand—a slender
bamboo 3 feet 9 inches in length, with a
tiny net at the end. The balls are picked
up in this net and slung toward the goal.
This would probably ‘be very tame, but
there is another provision, which is that
players of one side may, interfere with the
others and do all they can to prevent the
balls from being thrown. This at once in-
troduces an element of skill, as the ball,
once in the net of the wand, can'be manip-
lated and manccuvred, and a great variety
of throws are open to the players. The
picking f the ball is a pretty and dex-
terous action, while it is almost impossible
to be ungraceful in throwing it. he ex-
treme lightness of the wand (the maximum
weight is four ounces) renders the spart
much less violent than tennis, which some
people think is in its favor.—New York Re-

ENGINEER JEN| GS' ‘*IF.”

A New Verslon of ** istle and I'll Come

The Toronto Police Court was crowded
yesterday to hear the case of City Engineer
Jennings, who was charged by C. J. Smith,
the ex-coal and wood merchant, with hav-
ing used insulting language. Mr. Osler ap-
peared for Mr. Jnenings, and contended
that as only grossly inluﬁ.ing language was

rohibited on the street the charge should
Ee dismissed. To call a man*a fool”
was insulting, but conldnot be characterised
a8 ‘“grossly insulting,” he thought.
The agistrate  considered the ex-
pression out of place unless the parties
were well acquainted with one another.
He had fined a man for call-
ing another ““a —— thing.” Mr. Smith
was the first witness. He said he saw_Mr.
Jennings going along King street on Mon-
day, and whistled after him. Jennings
turned down Leader lane, and witness came
up with him near Colborne strees, when he
touched him on the shoulder. Jennings
said, *“ Do you think Iam a dog, you ——
fool, to answer to your whistle? 'I'll hit
you.” Although invited by the witness to
“wade in,” he did not doso. Messrs. E.
McKay and George Duncan heard Mr. Jen-
nings use the expression complained of, but
the latter explained that he had told Mr.
Smith that ““if he thought he was going to
answer to a whistle, he was a —— fool.”
The case was dismissed, each party paying
his own costs.

Potatoes Baked in Ashes.

Potatoes baked in ashes are delicious ;
nothing is needed but a pinch of salt to
flavor them.
eaten a potato cooked in that way does not
know wfmb satisfying qualities there are in
that vegetable. Among hioned people
in the country, who had an open fireplace
or a ““fire frame,” it used to be quite a com-
mon occurrence to bake potatoed in the
ashes, says Good Housekeeping. The good
wife would clear a space between the
andirons, brush the bricks clean with a
turkey wing, kept in the corner for that
rurpose, put down a pile of potatoes and
heap the hot ‘ashes over them in a big
mound, with live coals on top. When they
were done (and she always knew just when),
she would bring forward a woollen bag, and
having raked tﬁem from their bed, put them
in, ‘and give them a vigorous shaking to
remove the ashes.

Preserving the Health.

1. Rise early and never sit up late.

2. Wash the whole body every morning
by means of a large sponge, and rub it dry
with a rough towel.

3. Drink water.

4. Avoid spirite and fermented liquors of
every kind. ’

5. Keep the head cool and sleep in an
airy n?u.rtment.

b?. Eat no more than enough, and let the
food be plain. .

7. Let your supper be light.—Hygiene.
Pleased Him.

Truth : *“ Why, Casper, this iso’t a bit
the kind of a house I supposed you would
build.” i

“No, 'm rather uurrriwd myself, but
the architect is very well satisfied.”

At Narragansett.

 What a modest bathing euit Miss Har-
kins has on ”

G. G. GREEN, Sole Man’fr, Woodbury,NJ.

““ Yes, That girl always did like to make
hersélf conspicuous.”.

The person who has névery

vice to the Boy.
Myboy,thnm:ltthlng ou want to learn

swee n!xubm& truth, The
m unvarnished, simple, everyday, manly

For one thing, it will save you so much
trouble. Oh, heaps of trouble! And mno
end of hard work. And a terrible strain

lyolu' memory.  Sometimes—and
w:en say sometimes, I mean a
many times~it is hard to tell mm
the first time. But when you have
told it, there is an end of it.  You have
won the vichrl:; the fight is over. Next
time you tell the truth you can tell it
without thinking. Your memory may be
faulty, but Iou tell your story without a
single lash from the stinging whip of that
stern old task-master—conscience. You
don’t have to stop and remember how
told it yesterdsy. You don’t get
through with it and then stop with the
awful sense upon iou that you are not
telling it as you told it the other time, and
can net remember just how you did tell it
then. You won’t have to look around to
see who is there before you begin telling it.
And you won’t have to invent a lot of new
lies to reinforce the oldone. And then it
is 80 foolish for you to lie. You can not
pass a lie off for the truth any more’than
you can get counterfeit money into ecir-
culation, - The leaden dollar is always
detected before it goes very far. A
bogus quarter is always found out in a little
while.  When' you tell a lie it is known.
Yes, you say ‘“God knows it.” That's
right ; but He is not the only one. So far
a8 God’s knowledge of it is concerned, the
liar doesn’t care very much. He doesn’t
worry himself about what God knows—if he
did he wouldn’t be a liar ; but it does worry
the man or boy who tells lies to think that
everybody else knows it. The other boys
know it; your teacher knows it; people
who hear you tell ‘‘ whoppers” know it ;
your mother knows it, but she won’t say so.
All the people who know it and don’t say
anything about it to you, talk about it to
each other, and—dear ! dear ! the things
they say about a boy who is given to telling
big stories. If he could only hear them it
would make him stick to the truth like flour
to a miller.—Ladies’ Home Journal.

Good for the Tongue.

The tongue may be trained to precision
of action quite as much as any member of
the human frame. Here arc some phrases
to begin on : ‘

Gaze on the gay gray brigade~ -

The sea ceaseth and it sufficeth us.

Say, should such a shapely sash shabby
stitches show ?

Strange strategic statistics.

Give Grimes Jim’s gilt gig whip.

Sarah in a shawl shoveled soft snow
softly.

She sells seashells.

Smith’s spirit flask split Philip’s sixth
sister’s fifth squirrel’s skull.

A Great Historlcal Personage.

Boston  Transeript :  Fenderson—Had
quite a compliment to-day. Fogg—So?
Fenderson—Man told me I looked like—
looked like—confound me, if I.can .think
who it wasmow. It was a great historical
personage. Let me see—— Fogg—It
wasn’t ‘Washington ? Napoleon ? \\'eﬁing-
ton ? Gen. Grant? Demosthenes? Fender-
son—Ah ! I have got it. He said I looked
like the devil. I knew it was some great
historical personage. I feel quite lifted up
about it—quite lifted up.

Mme. Gautlereau, the reigning beauty of
Paris, has a large nose and prominent: chin,
‘while her eyes are too small to be really
beautiful. But her figure is magnificent and
her complexion lovely. -

Mr. Spurgeon, the famous English
speaker, has found enough of spare time in
his busy life to become a botanist, a flori-
culturist and a practical landscape gardener,
and his Norwood residence has glw houses,
gardens and grounds surrounding it which
are the envy of the neighborhood. He
knows every gardener amnd every choice
plant in Kew Gardens.

—The sun yields 8,000,000 times the light
of the moon.

Before marriage the question a girl asks
her lover mostis : ** Do you really love me ?”
After marriage the query becomes : ‘‘Is my
hat on straight ?”

Of the 498 Confederate general officers
only 184 are now living. General Beau-
regard is the only General surviving.
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RHEUMATISM,

Neuralgia, Sciatica,
Lumbago, Backache,
Headache,
Toothache,
Sore Throat,
..Falfst Bites, Sprains,
~.Bruises, Burns, Etc.

Sold by Druggists and ers everywhere.
F{ny Cents a bottle.uﬁncuomr{:
11 Languages.
THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO., Baitimore, “‘

Canadian Depot: Toronto, Ont.
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