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{For the NEwx.]
MOLLIE'S ANSWER.

O Mollie dear! before you laave me,
Ere vet your slumbers you begin,

1 bave a quastion, sure ta whisper,
That troubles all my peace within,

1 hope to make a benefactor
Out of your own sweet self, asthore |

Youa'll be a darling, if you')l only—
Oaly say wes, and nothing maore,

Ye kuow the little atream that’s windin® 7
Adown the shady glea belarw,

Ye kpow bow wianter's cold can ebain it
S aod dark, and stay its Aow.

U util the blessed Spring comes smilin®
Al frash and bright, (like you asthore.)

Aad breatbing o'er its ey prison,
Givas ta it life and voice oncs maore.

Well Mallie, you must now imagine,

Just suppese 8 listle while
That 'm the chained tp, {roxen river,

Waiting Spring’'s sweet, welcome smile,
Round sonl and bady. captivated,

Chained by——  Ah! gure yourself can guase.
T'm dot wyself, but you'll restore me,

11f you'll only answer pes.

Mavrone' 1 see your answer comin’,
Not set in worda butsure 'tis known,
That Love can talk without proncuscin’,
Having a language of Its own.
Ab! tie your heart that’s speakin’ Moilie
Spenkiog through yonr eyes asthore,
The Sprivg is come, the jce is droxen,
And Mollie I'm myself once mare.
E. A NUTTON-
Quebag, Hith September, 1831,

FHE FATEFUL FIRST.

“ Died, on the lst of September, Ernest
Frederick Walters, agad thirty-one.” The an.
nonncement canght my eve amongst a string of
similar funeral Jdetails in the columu of the
Tirtes, and raised some curious reflections.  He
was dead, then, my schoolbuy and college friend,
whom | had not seen for six years, aud who, the
very last time we met, had told me, Luaghingly,
that 1 should prebably be reminded of him in a
few years by seeing his name in print. A
strange bizarre character, with much natursl
mirth and a rich veinof humaour: but overpow-
ervd by the one sombre mastering idea that he
was born to be the victim of some hereditary
Nemesis. For his father, whom he had never
seen, had killed his dearest friend in a duel-—ot
comse for a woman's sake—and had shot him.
self through the head the same day; and his
grandfather had perished in some wild eastern
war, in which he had madly plunged to forget
the too terrible fascinations of a cold-hearted
snd treachervas girl, * Tt will be a bad day for
oe when | fall inlove,”’ e used to say.  © We
do not indulge the tender passion in our family

harmlessly.” ¢ Well, it can t» avoided,
surely,’”” I answered. He merely shrugged his
shaulders.  *¢ Weshall see. | wamship the old

Greek goddesss, Hireared o Adias=ear,

Rix yvears ago | found him at an hotel at Nice,
terribly altered, a mad gambler, a careless,
farions libertine, living fromm hand to moutk,
with all the sunshine gone out of his life, and
the visitle imprint of his Nemesis ou his brow,
And there he told me his tale. Secing his name
in the paper to-day brings the very words he
used back to me ; tor 1 shall not easily forget his
eves, and bis shaking hand, and that tumbler,
50 often emptied, so often replenished, on the
table by his side.

‘“Ar: you s sportsman ! Well, then, when
you worship at the shrine of Xt. Partridge, re-
member me. | worship at another shrine : |
worship Adrasteia, as Tused to !l you in col-
lege days.  But the day on which | offer my li-
hations is the day on which you and others start
for the stubble. It is the 1st of September.
You won't forget me, now ; tor here is a link
easily remembered. When the 1st of September
comes round, think of Emest Walters.

** I have told you often of my father, have l
not ' And of my grandfather ! Well, they were
both horn on the Ist of September : so was I,
Most of the males of my family have that natal
day ; itis the sign and scal of their predestina-
ticn. My elder brother was the only exception ;
and he is, or rather was, a lucky man. He was,
| say, until my cursed fate crossed his path.
Then, as evil iy always stronger than good, my
fate swept him down. You had bettor leave this
hotel to-morrow ;. perhaps even vet my com-
panionship may have the power to bharm you.”
Here he stopped and looked hard at e ; then,
with a sigh, he turned his hand to the familisr
glass by his side. | tried to smile and shake my
head, mutely tareassure him that to me, at least,
he did 0t appear contagions.  But | econld not
speak.  There was s strange fascination about
himn which compelled my silence till his tale was
finished.

*“ Soon ufter you left college,” he resumed,
‘1 went down into Somersetshire to read for
my final schools, It was at my brother’s recom-
mendation that | went to that region ; for he
told me that to him Somersetshire was the best
of counties, for it had given him the girl whom
hie was going to marry., The news of his in-
tended marriage surprised me ; for we are not a
fortunate family in love affairi, But, then, he
was not born op the 1t of September,

* To e, at all events, Somersetshire present-
od few attractions. | resd a little, | wandered
ruch over the Quantocks and the borders of Ex.
moor, and ] bored mynplfl a great deal. Then
cume the opening of the hunting season, with
meets of the. stag-lounds at (loutsham and
Hawkcombe Head and Eggesford. Mounted on
a rough nag, lent me by the innkeeper at Por.
lack, 1 felt all the inspiration of '&fhyte-hlel-
viile and ¢ Lorna Doone ;" and the hunting fra.

ternity of the neighbourhood got accustomed to
see n man, who couldu’t ride, and was villain-
ously mounted, tumbling up and down as best
he could the coombes and precipices of Exmoor.
My reading, it is true, did not prosper; but 1
had postponed that Lo a more conveniont season,
:\ndg felt happior than 1 had doune for years.

““Theday, | remember, was misembly wet
and cold, and for that reason, or some other, |
did not join the hunting-party. At four in the
afternoon 1 threw aside my Plato-—do you ro.
member where Socrates prays that he may not
incur the veugeance of Adrasteia {--and sallied
out through the drooping lanes and over the
miserable bedabbled moor.  Waundering aim-
lessly, 1 at last struck upon one of the lanes
which led down to the little village of Porlock,
intending to return to my Greck philosopher.
Suddenly there smote upou my ears & cry, the
voice of some woman in distress, shrieking for
assistance, attisst far away, then gradually com-
ing nearvr to where 1 stood ; then, as | ran to
meet the voice, there showed itself for a moment
clear aguinst thoe sky the figure of a girl clinging
to a horse, which was madly careering down the
hillside, her habit flying in the wind, hatless,
with hair streaming behind her, and with wild
eves seeking some help ot refuge from her only
too probable fate. A rush, a wild leap, ashriek,
and s dull crash. The horse had leapt into the
lane, and had fallen prone tifty yands in front of
me.  Underneath, as it seemed to me, was a
motionless heap—black habit, cold hair, and
white face all mixed in a horrible coufusion of
death.”

He stopped again to moisten his dry lips, and

sha«lowej for a few moments s eyes with his
hapds. 1 listened, still spell-bound.
“ Was she dead 1 No. 1 carried herin her
death-like swoon, painfully and slowly, into
Porlock. 1 carried her into my own room in
the inn, with the white hands hanging down so
piteously : and for six weeks she lay there on
my own bed, hovering between death and life,
saying never o wond-—a mute sutfering angel,
with only the innkeeper's wife, her old father,
and mysell as her nurses. And so the time
passed, with my books neglected, and my vaca-
tion spent in banging about the room of a sick
girl and talking to her father. To him 1 seemed
to be her saviour.” (How horribly he smiled as
he laid his hands once more on the tumbler of
spirits 1 ¢ Yes, | was indeed her saviour ! And
she thought so too when she slowly crept back
again from the Jdark valley into the bonlers of
the light of day, and when she first could leave
her td, and when she first could venture ever
sa littls a way out of doors with a man's srm to
help her.  Saviour and preserver, she said, to
whom she owed her life and everything. Every.
thing except her happiness.  For, as our coufi-
dence grew, and she knew how much 1 loved her,
she told me many things of her own past life,
of her foolish passion for riding when the doc-
tors told her she was sulfering frow lheart.
disease ; above all, did she tell me of a still more
foolish passion fora man, to whom she had last
year bhecome engaged, almost before she well
knew what love was. So she said, and 1 be-
levd her; for there was that in her eves which
told me that she knew love now. How do
these things grow, old fricud! Contiguity,
curiosity, proximity under special circumstances,
ambition, vanity, selfishness—what nonsense
the philosophers talk ! Love is ananalysed in
its essence, and unanalysable. It is itwelf, like
honour and sorrow and all-powerfol primitive
feeling. Every oue knows it ere he dies, but
nobody can teli what itis.  To define it is like
trying to define God.”

ifis voice had a tenderer sound, and his eyes o
softer look. Buot only for & moment, and the
gentle benign gleam vanishad before the habitual
eynical bitter smile. Dace nore i tried to speak,
but | could not. I could only holl out my
hand, which he refused to take with a depre.
catory gesture.

(), it was a loug «truggle! If it had not
been, it wonld not have been worth the win-
ning ; but I triumphed at last. What wowan
does not yield when she feels the pressure of her
fate day by day, and herself owns the rebellious
inclination of her heart?  She loved me ; |
loved her. There are the premises, and the con-
clusion, albeit unknown to Aristotelian logic, ix
rigomasly drawn, She left her father and her
home, and fled with me. 1t is Jlone, statistics
tell us, over and over again ; butsome do it be-
cause they are under the guidance of a baleful
destiny. They cannot help or avoid their fate.
It is greater than they are, like the stars and
the vault of heaven, which hear and disdain our
prayers.

““ We went together far from Sowmersetshire,
happier thun [ can tell, leaving sorrow and rain
be{:in(l as, but ourselves full of a strange de-
lirious joy. We would not think, we dared not
remember, we shut our eyes to the future, 0, the
mad infatuation of those days1”

He stopped abruptly, and for a long time thers
was silence.  The candles flickered in  their
sockets, stirred by the rising night wind.  Far
away the cry of some bird came with a weird
sound through the open window. [ eould not
help a shuder. At length he began again :

‘“ Why do { pause 1 Well, 1 love the tale,
and hate it, all at once, and now [ have nearly
done. Here isthe last scene. On the Yorkshire
coast you may know the long reef of rocks which
runs out above the town of Filey. Beyond one
may see on & clear night the twinkling lights of
Searborough. - Here we were wundering to-
gether, still lapped in umatory slumbers 3 and
the waves were beginning to smite the rocks and

leap over their heads, and on the horizon the

clouds wore gatheridg in sombre masses, The
day had been fine, but at sundown the weather
showed signs of change. 1t was the night of the
1st of Soptomber.  There ho came, climbin
over the ridges of rock, that figure which we ha
been watching with idle curiosity—a tall, woll.
set figure of about the samo height as myself, but
broader and stouter- and better made, At length
ho was only twenty yanda from where we sat,
but the darkness which was gthering fnast pre-
vented me from seeing his faca.  Then a sudden
gleam of wild moonlight shot across the rock ; |
saw hor look with strange eagorness at the face
of the stranger (did 1 t:il you het uame) 1 it was
Helen) ; 1 saw him start and glance tisst st one,
then at the other, of the pair of lovers before
him, and in a moment | knew and recognized
the whole tragedy. 1 had my arm round my
brother’s atisuced bride 1™

How nervously he drank his pglass, how wel
was his forehead with cold drops of perspiration,
will never be oblitersted from my memory. |
remember, too, how a puff of wind extinguished
our candles, and how 1 could hiear the flapping
of a bat's wings citeling round our heads, Some
scenes one remembers down to thy smallest do-
tail. The words seemed torn from him as he
spoke.

“ We stood there, wa two, brothers of the
same father and mother, looking in cach other's
faces, cach of us knowing exactly what had hap-
pened, with the fair Helen, with her frightened
eyes and imploring haunds, standing wmute by
our side.  And I struck him there as he stood,
my owu brother, and we closed to grapple on
the slippery rocks ; and neither of w3, 3o fierce
was our prescnt hate, thought of the poor %irl
whom we had both loved, and only one of us
possessed.  And as we strugggled close and hard,
there was a cry and a spring aud a falling lorm,
and we both knelt over a dewl®ody. Her hoart
had broken, and one of us and both of us were
her munderers.

+¢ That is all,” he said roughly, and went away
in the darkness, siv years ago. His death is now
reported {u  the paper umder my hand, on
the 18t of September, ewrards mv Adpaareiay,

THE GoaD KFEECTS 8 4 LITTLE
COMMON.NENSE,

The ather day, you will remember, it mined
in a Jdrizzling sort of way from moruing uatil
night, and froze as it fell. The next morning
everything, especially back stoops, was COV(’:HNT
with ice.  Une of onr neighbours went out early
into the back yard with a pan of ashes in his
arms.  The instant he stepped from the door
upon the stoop that foot flew out from under
him in aflash, apd he went down the steps with
the aame foot sticking straight ahead and the
other sticking straight out Wwehind, with the pau
stiYl in his arms. It was a great wonder he
wasn't killed ; a8 it way, he was so fearfully
wrenched through the hips that he had 1g be
lifted up and carried into the houve, being al
most blinded, too, by the ashes. 1 unilerstaud
that neariy one hundred parsons weat off their
stoops in a similar nepremeditated way that
morning. My wife mid] to me, on heariug of
our ueighbour's mishap,-~

It will learn him to use his head after this,
There was no need at all of his falling ot that
stoop, and if he hindn't been 90 stupid it would
not have happened.”

“lt was a staptl performance,” T said,
drramily,

SO coure it was, " she wenton, *“ He knew
it rained all day yesteplay, and hie knew it
froze, and he knew that everything waw a glare
of ter last nipht, and so it must be this mora-
ing. And be ought to have hal ou rubbem
when he went ont there, or been ramful whemn
he stepped.  And if he had that he wouldn't
have made such a apectanle of himself, and hurt
himsell w0, and be lsid up, perhaps, for severml
days. 1 haven't myslf got any sympathy for
him, or for any one that ain't got any more
sense than to do that"

U on that my wife waent back to the kitchen
to her work, and [ fell ta mudiog upan what she
had said. 1 ronfeay there was some wisdom in
it. . The speetacte of & huodred prople in a New
England town--that New FEngland so well
known for ita hard, stecling sease--—sliding off
back stoops, pans of ashes in their arma, and
screaming and swearing in their rage, is not a
pleasant one to contemplate, orspeci:’ily when, as
my wife says, the performancs conld beaveided
by the exercise of a little common-senwe.  And
yet how many casualties could be saved by this
same exercise U 1t ix not only by ulappiné from
back stoops, butin s hundred matters a little
wisdom would~~  Great heavena, what st

* L d - - »

It is nearly half an hour wsince this writing
was interrupted at the exclamation and even
now | eannot understand, [ can scarcely com-
prehend, what has happened.

There was o short, sharp scream from a wa.
man. [t came from the rear of the house, |
went into the kitchen, thence to the back door,
and-—well | You would not beliove it, but there
at the feot of the stoop, struggling to get on hier
feet, and with an overturned pan of potato
purings about her, was my wife.

I atood transfixed by the sight, with all the
power of motion gone from me, and while |
stared at her sho reached her feet, and marched
deliberately up the steps, and by me into the
hoase, with the lines of her fuce drawn tight
and hard. | mechanieally followed.

“How on earth cama you down there " 1
managed to ak,

e Ao L r o et usiveny e—

“ How do you suppose 1 canie thers I sho re.
torted.

“Um swre you dido't run there, besanae
you wera just talking about that, and yoy
said—"" )

‘“For heaven's sake atop vour unoise,” she
angrily cried.  *“You are enough to dri ve n
saint mad with your talk. 1 fell, and you know
1 foll, and if you had any gumption about you
or cared for mn one bit, you would have shnvel‘.
lod the jee from that stoop an hour age.”

And then she darted out of the room, shutting
the door ax if it required all ber strength (o ‘10&
it, snd I came back to this writing, and am
tryiug my best to reconcile the severl eleme
of the situation,

ou

nts

HOW HE BUILT THE DOG'S Hors g,

1t was about nine a.m. when he began.  As
that hour my wife directed my attention tothe
fact that something was going on next doar
and 1 went to the window., The mun, with o
hammer in his  hand, was thare, and so, als,
were the bey and the dog.  The bey is abou
fourteen years old, small for his age, with a fyce
80 white as to lead the casual obmerver to infer
that heis an invalid. But he isn’t, Not by 4
long sight, Hr got the dog the day before, i
animal was a shinggy-haired dog, that incesyant.
Iy wagged its tail, and crouched tow 14 the
gmuu:}‘whun spoken to, and turned over on ity
back when patted. It was a very propitiatary
dog. ’

The Man Next Door was in the best ot spirita,
He patted the dog, and langhed, and his whiie
expreoion was one of great satisfaction,  He
had a hammer, and o saw, and a saueer of s,
[t was the regular family collection of nails, -
four straight ones and forty crooked ones.

He had plenty of matenrial for the bulidiug of
the dog-bouse.  There were two dry.gonds
boxes. He knocked them apart, and was care.
ful in doing it to xave the nails.  After he had
got the pieces thus sepamted, he legan to iy
out the plan for the hoose. 1t wan going to be
quite an elaborate affair, judging from the care
with which he shut one eye, and the nuinber of
times he stopped back and looked at the ey,
Onee, when {n' stcpr\i back, he stepped on the
dog, and the dog yelpedand verged so suddeniy
and so unexpectedly that The Man Next Lo
lost his balance, and abruptly xat dawa ou the
satcer of nails, He ‘}mt up without smiling, wnd
mechanically looked around for the Wug, with
the hammer still in his hand. The dog hud con.
tinued to verge, however, and was now out ot
sight, the bay being in sympathetic pursmt
Pretty soon Tgm Mau Next Door erawnt to mib
himnself, and returoed to the work of coustruc.
tion. He worked vigorou<dy. He drove four
stakes into the earth, and built up four walls
them., He calied for his wile, snd she cane vt
ostensibly to hold the boards as he nailed thew,
but really to tell bim how to duit. He Liew
how o do it himself, howaver, and st no Due
in convincing her of the fact.  Sull <he didn't
lat go of her 1dea. She held two boands ot
and was holding the thind, when a carriage
drove by, in which was a woman that fad i s
new kind of dolman. The wife of The Man Nex2
Door was so startled by this appearan: e, whiol
must have been cuticely unevpested to hee o
she drapped the end of the board she wa hold.
ing torun out to the other side of the Loaee
whore a much better view could be obtitnet it
was an unfortuniate time to select for the pur-
poss.  He had a nail partly set, and was st
to give it a climaxing blow—in fart the by
was already descending-—when she dropped hier
end,

| wasn't exactly where 1 conld see the whalds
perfatmance. | saw the hammar go down, Low.
wver, and then 1 waw 1t sowme thirty fret o tue
air travelling in a wircle, and Toe M Now
Door was bending over aml straghtemng up

ain, and holding on to one hand as tf 12 was
all he had on earth.

I conld see by the mavement of her eyes that
she was talking to him, and 1 loaked at i iy
to so0 1f they were moving in response, but they
were not. They were tightly clinched | and atier
he had kicked down what he had bt ap, and
jumped up and down on the saucer ol nails
unlix he had driven themn into the rarth, be
went into the house.

Later in the day my wife saw his wife, and
asked her what was the matter.  She st het
hushand hit his thumb with the hamuer, and
that he ought not to drive nails anyway, be-
cause he didn't understand how to doat.

ProrLe who suffor from  Lung, Throat, ot
Kidney disnases, and have tried all Kiads o
medicine with littld or no benefit, and who de-
spair of ever being cured, have still a resourve
loft in Electricity, which is fast taking the pluce
of almost all other methods of treatment, being
milil, potent and harmless ; it is the safest aystem
known to mamn, and the most thoroughly scien-
tific curative powor ever discerned. As Luie
advances, greater discoveries are made in the
method of applying this electric fluid o oanong
the most recent and beat modes of using elece
tricity is by wearing one of Norman's hlectric
Curalive Helts, manufactured by Mr. A. Nor-
man, 4 Quesn Strest East, Toroute, Ont.

VinTur ACKNowLEDGED, —Mrs. Ira Mullhol-
land, Oakville, writes : ** For several years 1
have suffersd from oft.recnrring billio’ug head-
schon, dyapapain, and complaints peculiar to y
sex. Since using your Bundock Blood Bitters
aw ontirely roliaved,
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